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About Meher Baba 


Meher Baba said in His Universal Message, “I come not to 
teach, but to awaken. Understand therefore that I lay down no 
precepts.” His purpose was not to start a new religion, but to en- 
courage mankind to live in a heartfelt manner the principles that 
the world religions already taught. He added, “You have asked for 
and been given enough words-it is now time to live them.” 

Merwan Sheriar Irani was born on February 25, 1894. His 
earliest disciples called Him Meher Baba, or “Compassionate Fa- 
ther.” His childhood was normal, though he excelled in school and 
in sports, and was much loved by his friends. In 1913, He was 
awakened to His God-conscious state, and in the seven years that 
followed, He gradually integrated that state in preparation for His 
mission on Earth. 

Meher Baba’s work encompassed a number of phases in 
which He modeled different aspects of spiritual life. In 1921 He 
began to gather His principle disciples, or Mandali, training them 
in a path that was less about external observations and more about 
an inner reliance on and love of God. In 1925, He began to observe 
silence, communicating first by writing, then an alphabet board, 
and finally through hand gestures. Other phases included provid- 
ing education and medical care, work with the God-intoxicated 
masts of the East, and a period called “The New Life” of renuncia- 
tion, brotherhood, and dependence on God. 

From 1931 through the 1950s, Meher Baba made many visits 
to the West, gradually drawing to Him His Western Mandali, some 
of whom lived for a period with Him in His ashram in India. It was 
during this time that He guided two of His women Mandali to 
found His center in America, which is the focus of this book. 

Meher Baba endured two automobile “accidents,” foretold by 
Him as part of the suffering He was to undergo in His work. In 
February of 1954, Meher Baba publicly declared for the first time 
that He was the Avatar, or “descent of God” into human form. For 
a number of years He travelled widely throughout India, providing 
darshan sometimes for more than 50,000 people at a time. A pe- 
riod of seclusion followed, in which Meher Baba focused on His 
universal work. He dropped His physical body on January 31, 
1969, “to live eternally in the hearts of His lovers.” 
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Foreword by Marshall Hay 


The Meher Spiritual Center is, in my experience, completely 
Meher Baba’s, totally His, and it has been, and it will be for as long 
as He chooses to sustain its existence. And that’s not a theoretical 
statement; that’s as rock solid a statement as I’m capable of mak- 
ing. Looking back over my almost fifty years here, His presence 
has been unwavering and His use of the Center as a playground for 
His work has remained consistent and strong. 

So I would say to you that the Meher Center belongs to Meher 
Baba, manifests His presence, is His place, is no one else’s place. It 
has offered the opportunity to be in His presence to many thou- 
sands and thousands of people over these years, and also will do so 
to great multitudes into the future. And that, I believe, is what oc- 
curs here—that someone comes to be in His presence. The oppor- 
tunity is there; the reality is there. Thus, I would say to each per- 
son, make the most of it. Make the most of it. 

I think a book about the Meher Spiritual Center is a wonderful 
thing, because all of us are living the uniqueness of our own expe- 
rience with Meher Baba. All are completely independent as we ap- 
proach Him, and that is one hundred percent true. I believe that 
the value of the books that were written in the past—sharing the 
experience of Meher Baba by these various great souls—is a pro- 
found gift to those of us who have come later and have had the op- 
portunity to read about, and thus to personally experience some 
event—great or small—that was rich with Meher Baba’s Presence. It 
provides the opportunity to see that another person had an experi- 
ence that was similar to mine now- in these days. It allows us to 
share that experience and to have a heart connection that reveals 
the simple truth that Meher Baba is continuing to work with us— 
with all of us—just as He did many, many years ago when He was 
physically here. 

I believe that this is a core and fundamental truth of our time: 
that His presence, and the opportunity to participate actively and 
consciously in relationship to Him, has remained undiminished 
these decades since the dropping of His body. I believe that the 
great thing that is possible for any and all of us is to live a life of 
discipleship, of striving to please Him, and striving to live in the 
standard that His close Mandali did. It may be the 12 shadow of 
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what those great ones did, but the opportunity for ordinary souls, 
like myself and yourself, to be in the room with Baba and to play 
with Him, play this game with Him, is unspeakably grand...the 
greatest of all gifts. 

So I think it’s very useful to record stories from a wide range 
of pilgrims to this place, and from the people who have lived, 
worked, and volunteered here at the Meher Spiritual Center. And I 
say that in the context of someone who has thrived from reading 
the stories of those who went before me. 

I think of the people that I have known here at the Center—E- 
lizabeth Patterson and Kitty Davy, Margaret Craske, Darwin and 
Jean Shaw, Jane Haynes, Fred and Ella Winterfeldt, Ann Conlon, 
Ralph and Stella Hernandez. They, and others of great stature who 
have come and are now gone, have set an example and have 
transmitted a sense of style in dealing with the remarkable fact of 
Baba’s Presence in our lives, and how to live in relation to that. 

We saw these people who knew that they had to do the best 
that was humanly possible for them on any given day. I believe 
that’s what the broad spectrum of human beings that we see here 
now-—and our descendants—will be required to do: keep the focus 
on Baba...keep the focus on Baba. If that ever goes away, then 
what is this place? If it is not His, then what is it? 

I have been present at this remarkable party, this celebration 
that has occurred here, where so many individuals of profound 
capacity—and here I’m talking about Baba’s Mandali—have passed 
through this place, the Meher Spiritual Center. And that’s been 
remarkable to me. I find that very rich. The style of these people, 
sculpted as human beings by Baba Himself, is quite wonderful to 
me. To see these individuals, these fragments of His kaleidoscope, 
has been a very great and remarkable gift. And that is something 
that has continued. That’s what I have seen over the years; that’s 
what I have participated in—-this great love feast that has gone on 
here, where genuine, genuine celebrities of the heart have been 
present. And I, as well as some of these other “kids” whose stories 
are shared in these pages, have also had the privilege to wander in 
and out of this love feast. 

I look around and I also see the extraordinary examples com- 
ing forth in the generation of my children—those who have grown 
up with Baba—and in those now coming to Him, and that is really 
quite remarkable and wonderful. For myself, I believe that the ex- 
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perience of these “waves,” as it were, that followed Baba after His 
dropping the body, is a profound, extraordinary thing, because 
we've had the privilege of living with Him when He was not in the 
body—and also having to confront that. It’s a wonderful opportu- 
nity, and an amazing gift that expands and grows with time to all 
of the others associated with Him. I look back to the 1969 Dar- 
shan, which was held in Poona, India a few months after Baba 
dropped the body. He had said that He would meet with us...and 
He did meet with us...and we had His darshan on those marvelous 
days. Yet, on one level, He was not in the chair, and life did go on, 
and our relationship with Him deepened. 

Certainly, life with Baba is everything. And life with Baba is 
usually, in my experience, lived out in the simplest of human ways. 
Surely one’s relationship with Him alters everyday life by bringing 
a degree of awareness and a degree of His Presence consciously 
into our ordinary state of lack of consciousness! So it’s that swirl, 
that contrast, that’s so marvelous to me, so impressive, the way 
Baba works with us using the smallest things. 

I think that’s the extraordinary mystery of life with Baba—the 
depth of intimacy, the way Baba has of revealing Himself in life by 
permeating all of one’s being, and yet at times it would seem, not 
permeating at all. It’s such an incredible dynamic, and yet Baba, as 
we know, is at the core of the heart. That’s my experience: the con- 
tours of the heart—the shape, and the little ridges and valleys in 
there; He knows how to touch those things, and is identical with 
those things. 

I’ve spent a lifetime thinking about how the Meher Spiritual 
Center will go forward. I believe, first and foremost, that Meher 
Baba sustains this place, that if it is His wish that this continue to 
be His place, then it will be. But it is up to all of us—the Baba lov- 
ers, the board, the community, staff, and volunteers—to participate 
in that one hundred percent, as best we can. And that was the 
standard set by Elizabeth, Kitty, Margaret, and all those great 
ones, as well as all those who strived to learn from them—how to 
live a life pleasing to the Beloved. 

So here we are. Now is the time. There’s no time to was- 
te... whatever time means...do it! And going back to the idea of this 
book: somewhere, sometime, some person will pick up this book 
and will realize that these people—this woman who wrote this 
book, the people she was talking to—they were hanging on at the 
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razor’s edge; they were grasping the razor, and they had no 
choice—no choice, because the desire was there to be His. 

Yes, here we are, and hopefully, you who read this book 
will be inspired and recognize the kinship between what’s going on 
now and what went on in 1922 at Meherabad. The same things 
that were going on then are going on today at the Meher Spiritual 
Center, and will be going on in the future-this incredible continu- 
ity of experience and of Divine Presence, this explosion of Divine 
opportunity that is here. That’s what this book is written for. 

For the purpose of this book, what is important is that Baba’s 
Center is as He wanted it, that His presence is here, and that He is 
holding the hand of so many people. That I think is important. 
And in the midst of the challenges of life, I believe that this little 
place does remain His. That’s what He asked, and that’s what He 
expected. 

Jai Baba. 
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Introduction 


This book is about Meher Baba, as told through stories by 
many who have worked for Him and visited Him in His “Home in 
the West,” the Meher Spiritual Center. Those who come to the 
Center encounter Him in countless ways. Most feel His presence, 
or at minimum, experience stepping out of their everyday lives 
long enough to open their hearts and touch the God within. Many 
experience that their lives are radically changed for the better, and 
some have even experienced seeing Him in His physical form. But 
surely none have left without feeling a greater sense of peace and 
Divine Love. And some have been so moved that they have stayed, 
and chosen to give their lives in service to Meher Baba’s purpose. 
This book shares many of these stories. 

Waves and Waves of Love is both a storybook and a history 
book. It tells of the generations of lovers of God and the unique 
ways in which each one learned to love and serve God through His 
form as Meher Baba in His home in the West. If Baba is, as He has 
said, the Ocean of Love, then each wave of that Ocean—each gen- 
eration that serves Him-helps to bring yet another wave of His 
love. To see the metaphor another way, we might say He is waving 
to each of us through the ones who are here in His name, as well as 
through each person we encounter in our visits to the Meher Spiri- 
tual Center. 

Meher Baba said of the Meher Spiritual Center, “I never 
leave.” If we pay close attention to this statement, it means that 
God is eternally available at the Center in a very tangible way. This 
is true for those whose stories are told in these pages, and for 
them, this has also meant a life of service for Baba, striving to love 
and please Him in every way possible, and by embracing those 
who come to the Meher Center to learn about Him. 

I had left India in 2001 with my first Baba book, Meher 
Baba’s Next Wave, complete. While I was there, Baba gave me an- 
other title: Waves and Waves of Love. Like the first book, I had a 
title for some time, but no idea of the contents. The only thing I 
understood about this second title was that it was taking off on the 
concept of the first book, which was about Baba’s “next wave,” the 
generation of hippies who immersed themselves in life with Baba 
after He had dropped His physical body, through the example and 
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sharing from Baba’s Mandali—His close disciples, who were obvi- 
ously the “first wave.” Clearly, then, Waves and Waves of Love 
would certainly contain stories from a series of generations. 

At first I thought it was to be the “Baba Stories” of the Man- 
dali, and I began doing interviews while still in India. However, 
circumstances kept short-circuiting the process, and I began to 
run out of resources for staying in India. Back in the States, I de- 
cided I would at least gather stories from folks in the U.S. who 
were with the Mandali. I did several interviews about Elizabeth 
and Kitty, the two women Mandali who had been the cornerstones 
of the Meher Spiritual Center, but then my resolve began to fail. 
The job seemed daunting, and I wondered how I, relatively new to 
Baba, could possibly represent the Mandali? The whole project 
bogged down. 

While writing my first book about Meher Baba’s Next Wave, I 
had sold my house, which had given me the funds to spend a solid 
year of writing, which allowed me to completely focus on Baba. 
Soon thereafter, I moved to Myrtle Beach, and while it was won- 
derful to be near the Meher Spiritual Center, my heart longed for a 
Baba project, something that would again allow me to immerse 
myself in Him. One night, in great distress, I cried out tearfully, 
“Baba, BABA! Please give me a way to be closer to You! Please let 
me do something with my life that will be of service to You and 
help me think of You more and more!” 

The next evening I was on Evening Gateway volunteer duty at 
the Center, which I usually did twice a month. Jeff Wolverton, who 
followed me at 10:00 p.m. as the Overnight Gateway person, ar- 
rived that evening all excited. “You know, maybe you should write 
the stories of the Center. There are so many wonderful experiences 
that people have here, and no one is recording them. You would be 
just the person to do that!” He had a whole list of people who had 
wonderful stories. 

I chuckled politely, but pretty much brushed the idea aside, 
and headed home. It was late and I was tired. But when I arose the 
next morning, I realized that Baba had answered my prayer of two 
nights before! Of course! Stories of the Center was definitely do- 
able! And best of all, I had already started it, for I had wonderful 
material on Kitty and Elizabeth! Baba had answered my prayer so 
quickly. “Oh, Beloved Baba,” I thought, “You are most compas- 
sionate and kind!” 
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What was striking—and completely within my experience over 
the years of how Baba works—was that Baba ran the whole process 
of putting this book together. For one thing, He kept presenting 
me with people whose stories fit perfectly into the book. Then, 
when I began editing, things started falling into place in a stun- 
ning way. Wendy’s, Buz’s, and Marshall’s stories had been part of 
the original interviews about Elizabeth and Kitty, and as there had 
been a different focus at the time, they all needed extensive work 
to make them into six distinctive chapters for the purpose of this 
book. But as I moved paragraphs here and there, I’d go back to see 
how to merge them together...and they would just fit! 

A story that Wendy told in Chapter 12 kept coming to mind. 
In it, Baba tells the youthful women Mandali back in the ’30s that 
the argument they were having over a given decision had no pur- 
pose, because He had made the decision long ago. Each time I ex- 
perienced pieces of the manuscript “magically” fitting together, I 
had the thought that Baba wrote this book long ago, and how for- 
tunate we all are when we get the opportunity to do some typing or 
other small job in the scope of His greater work.” 

My original idea in offering a history of the Center was to pull 
from all of the interviews and create a chronological presentation 
with many vignettes and stories. Yet, I would have lost the stories, 
travels, and adventures of each individual as their life in Baba de- 
veloped. So instead, I’ve allowed the stories to stand as told, which 
often meant an overlapping of time and events from one chapter 
to the next. Yet there remains a definite chronology, and it is well 
worth reading the stories in order, as these poignant and heartfelt 
tales unfold both the history of the Meher Spiritual Center and the 
workings of the Avatar in each of the story-teller’s lives, leaving 
the reader with an impressive larger picture of Meher Baba’s work 
in His “Home in the West.” Thus this book, as a history, is gener- 
ally chronological, but it highlights stories of the heart, and thus 
crisscrosses through time, as Reality does anyhow. 

The number of loving souls who could be included in this 
book is vast, so although this sampling of stories is hopefully rep- 
resentative, it is by no means complete. There are many who pre- 
fer to keep their relationship with Baba a more private matter. So, 
while we can all be grateful to those willing to share their stories, it 
is important to acknowledge that there are many, many more who 
have served behind the scenes, and who will do so in the future. 
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Most of these stories were gathered through interviews, and in 
editing, I have endeavored to keep the flavor of the oral story- 
telling tradition that is central to the way Meher Baba has been 
shared over the years, rather than to strive for a perfect literary 
piece. It is my hope that each story-teller’s voice comes through in 
the written word, along with their love, their passion, and their 
excitement about their lives in Baba. 

The chapters about Darwin, Kitty, and the Winterfeldts, as 
well as parts of Adele’s story, were excerpted from previously pub- 
lished materials. The rest were taken from interviews, which I feel 
gives a much more lively and spontaneous story. They were then 
edited minimally to help the flow for reading. 

For those who are not familiar with Meher Baba, you will 
come to know of His love and wisdom through these pages. He ob- 
served silence for the last forty-four years of His life, expressing 
Himself first on a chalkboard, then with an alphabet board, and 
later with simple yet expressive hand gestures accentuated by His 
ever-animated facial expressions. However, it was generally the 
experience of those who were with Him that they could under- 
stand what He was imparting, and it was often forgotten that He 
wasn’t speaking vocally. Therefore, in the stories where people met 
Baba in person, most say, “Baba said,” when in fact, He was com- 
municating through gestures. 

In accordance with the Christian tradition with which I grew 
up, I’ve chosen to use the capital H for “He, Him,” and “His.” Baba 
said that He was Zoroaster, Rama, Krishna, Buddha, Jesus, Mo- 
hammed, and now Meher Baba—God descended into physical form 
so that we might once again have the opportunity to be reminded 
of the Love and the Truth that God always is, regardless of the 
spiritual tradition of our culture. 
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Part 1 — The 1940s 


Creation of the 
Meher Spiritual Center 


Elizabeth Patterson, a New York businesswoman, and Norina 
Matchabelli, of Matchabelli perfume fame, were living with Meher 
Baba in His Ashram in India when, in 1941, He directed them to go 
to the United States and establish a center in His name. 

For the next two years, as they searched for an appropriate 
location, Norina gave many public talks in New York City and be- 
yond, which drew many who would become Meher Baba’s key 
American disciples, including Darwin Shaw, Frank Eaton, and 
Adele Wolkin, whose stories follow. These devoted souls, and 
many others, helped Elizabeth and Norina in the establishment of 
the Meher Spiritual Center, Meher Baba’s “Home in the West.” 


20 WAVES AND WAVES OF LOVE 


1 Elizabeth: Founding of the Center 


Elizabeth Chapin Patterson had driven a Red Cross ambu- 
lance in France during World War I, had been the first woman to 
accompany explorations to the Arctic, and was one of the first 
woman insurance brokers to work on Wall Street. She was also 
one of Meher Baba’s first disciples from America and from the 
time she met Him in 1931, she gave her life to Him. Along with 
Norina Matchabelli, Elizabeth founded and built the Meher Spiri- 
tual Center. 

This chapter is taken from an interview of Elizabeth Patter- 
son by Allan Cohen, filmed in 1977, reproduced here by kind per- 
mission from Meher Baba Film Archive International. Few 
changes have been made to Elizabeth’s words, and a small por- 
tion of the content has been rearranged for chronological clarity. 


I met Meher Baba in 1931 in New York, on His first visit to 
America. The [first] time He spoke about the Center was ten years 
later, in 1941, when we were in India. He called Norina Matcha- 
belli and myself, and said that it was necessary that we return to 
the United States and look for a center for Him, and He described 
it. He said He didn’t care where it was, anywhere in the United 
States, providing it had certain qualifications. The first one was 
that it had to be in an equable climate, and He described it as “not 
too hot in summer for northerners, not too cold in winter for 
southerners.” 

So right away we knew that it couldn’t be the New England 
states or it couldn’t be Florida. And then He said that it had to 
have ample water; He stressed that. The next qualification—the 
third one—was that it had to be on virgin land, not undiscovered 
land, but land where no one had ever lived. And that sounded so 
simple to me at that time, because I thought in America, out west, 
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and in different places, there were all sorts of places where nobody 
had lived. 

Then He said it had to be ample property with good soil, and 
it had to be given from the heart. Well, that, in one sense, made it 
easy, because we knew that if we found the right property, it would 
be given from the heart, because only Baba could touch someone’s 
heart. So we never went looking for something from a price point 
of view. 

And then He sent us back. It was an interesting time; it was 
August 1941. At that time people didn’t fly to India; they went by 
boat. We’d come through the Suez Canal, and we were supposed to 
return through the Suez Canal. But just the day before our boat 
started, some ship was sunk not too far from Bombay, so when we 
got on the ship, only then did they say that we were not going 
through the Canal, but we were going around South Africa. That 
was the first time that the ships started going around Africa, and 
thus it took us well over a month to return. 

Well, when we arrived in America, we started to look for this 
home. Norina Matchabelli, who was well known for having per- 
formed in The Miracle, was very artistic. She was born in Italy, 
and part of the beauty of the Center, I can say, is due to her innate 
love of nature and beauty combined. 

We went out first to California, because at that time they told 
us it was the “Golden State,” and everything was just right. Proba- 
bly it was, but Baba indicated to us that it was not California. I had 
a friend in San Mateo, and she said that we could come and stay in 
her house, that she happened to be going away for a month, and 
we could use her car so we could move around. Meher Baba told 
Norina Matchabelli that she was to give a talk. She was very fluent 
in speaking in regard to Baba, so the first talk ever in San Fran- 
cisco was given by Norina. It was in the Masonic Hall, and at this 
talk, one lingered afterwards, and it was Rabia Martin, who was 
then the Murshida of the Sufis. She was very interested as soon as 
she heard Meher Baba’s name, and she wanted to come out and 
talk with us, and ask us about Him. 

She said she knew that San Francisco got cold in winter, and 
because we said we didn’t think it could be San Francisco, she said 
that she knew Marin County had an equable climate, and it was 
mild. Well, this was August, and it’s always warm in all our coun- 
try in August. But she took us out in her car, an open car, and for 
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no reason—no reason that anyone can say—it got colder and colder 
and colder. By the time we got to Marin County, our teeth were 
chattering, and never once did we have to mention that that was 
an indication. We were very interested to see the place, but we 
knew that it wasn’t for the Center. 

After a while we went to Los Angeles, which was not such a 
large city at that time. We heard of a fairly good property that 
might be suitable for a Center, so we went to look. The man who 
owned it said that he knew that nobody was living there now, but 
he wasn’t sure whether the Indians hadn’t lived there, or the Span- 
ish hadn’t lived there, or the forty-niners hadn’t lived there, but he 
knew they weren’t there now. Anyway, we looked. Then, all of a 
sudden he said, “And sometimes the well runs dry.” Well, we 
found out that not only his well, but other people’s wells ran dry, 
so that was also an indication that it wasn’t where Baba wanted it. 
By that time we had to return, because we were both busy people 
in New York. We were both married, we were in businesses, and 
we couldn’t spend more time than that. Then, in December of that 
year, was Pearl Harbor, and we were at war. 

Now, Meher Baba had told us—He didn’t say when—but He 
said that when we found [the site for the Center], and when it was 
ready, He would come. Naturally we thought it was soon—hope- 
fully in a year or two, you see—but then, due to the war, nobody 
could travel at that time. And it actually turned out to be that Baba 
came in 1952 for the first time to the Center, and we had been sent 
in ’41 to look for it. Now, if He’d told us that He wouldn’t come for 
eleven years, we wouldn't have put a lot of energy into looking for 
it, but thinking that the war would last only a short time, we kept 
looking. Every time we met somebody when we were in New York, 
say, somebody from Arizona, we’d ask, “How is your weather 
there? How is the water situation? How is this and that?” 

They have found now the letter that I wrote to Norina before 
Meher Baba had told us to look for a center. I gave a beautiful de- 
scription of these lakes here. I couldn’t do it as well now as I did 
then. I had said, “Sometime, Norina, you must come down and see 
it. It’s so beautiful for us to camp out.” Well, that was in ’34, and 
now it was ’42. My father had built a house in Myrtle Beach, and 
he asked if I would come down for Easter. He said if my husband 
couldn’t come, would I like to bring a friend. Well, Kenneth [Eliza- 
beth’s husband] couldn’t come, because Easter is not a business- 
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man’s holiday, and so I called up Norina and said, “Would you like 
to go south for Easter?” 

She said, “That sounds wonderful.” But even then, we didn’t 
think of it in connection with the Center, because what I had seen 
of it in the early days was the development of Myrtle Beach right 
along the ocean. They were developing it in lots, one lot after an- 
other, with the Ocean Drive in back of it. So I knew even if one 
ever thought of having six lots, eight lots, ten lots, you still couldn’t 
have a retreat, because there would be people running around on 
the ocean, and others coming around on the road. 

Well, we went. At one point, the conversation suddenly came 
to the fact that there were seven fresh-water lakes north of Myrtle 
Beach. Immediately I asked my father, “Does anyone live there?” 

He said, “No, only the Coast Guard is at one of the lakes.” It 
was the first time [we gave thought to it] when he said “fresh water 
lakes next to the ocean” and “no one living there.” 

So we asked if we could go up and see. We didn’t know which 
lake, you see—one of the lakes, or all of them. Then they said, 
“Well, you can only go when the tide is out, and there’s no road 
there.” People went for hunting or fishing, and no one lived there, 
but you had to wait until the tide was out. Well, but we wanted to 
go right away, so father was able to get one of his employees to 
take us. 

There was a little house where the Coast Guard was, and we 
sat on the porch and ate a sandwich. Then the man who brought 
us out said, “Now it’s time to go.” We were absolutely crestfallen, 
because we wouldn’t have eaten the sandwich—we wouldn’t have 
done anything! We thought we had all day, you see. He said, “I 
have to admit I made a mistake; the tide is coming in instead of 
going out. You’d better come right away because it’s far out there. 
If you had to walk, it would be a great walk, and then the car 
would be stuck overnight, and the tide could get into the engine.” 

So he pulled us away. Of course, that wasn’t the place. The fact 
was, the Coast Guard was there, even though temporarily, still, 
they lived there, you see. So Baba probably had an idea that that 
was not the lake. 

On the way back we asked if we couldn't go the next day, and 
he said no, that he was a busy businessman and couldn’t take two 
ladies from New York just sightseeing, as it were. We looked so 
crestfallen that he said, “Maybe I could get my son.” 
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Of course, his son was just the right one, because his son had 
gone fishing on these lakes and knew how to get there. He didn’t 
go on the highway; he went on Old King’s Highway, which is an 
old road and overgrown. It was sandy, but it was the original road 
that George Washington went on when they had coaches. After his 
inauguration, he came down to Charleston, and this was the road 
that he took. 

Ordinarily you’d get stuck nowadays, but [our guide] came in 
a car—I’m sure it must have been a Ford—and he let some air out of 
the tires and brought ropes, bush axes and boards in case we got 
stuck. They were all there. Then, he went very fast, at least it was 
fast for the conditions, because the overhanging branches kept hit- 
ting the windshield, so one kept putting their arm up thinking they 
were going to slap them in the face. We did get stuck once, but he 
was able to get us out very nicely. 

Finally we arrived at a place where we couldn’t see anything at 
all other than the beauty of the trees, the underbrush and so forth, 
and he said, “Now you just wait in the car; I'll go and make a road 
for you.” Well, that was very interesting; ’d never had the experi- 
ence of having a road made for me, so we sat there. He took out his 
bush axe and he went between the trees and cut down the under- 
brush. And that was very important for the future, because we 
found that we never had to cut a tree. There was ample space be- 
tween any trees where just the underbrush kept you from going 
through. Then he took us down to what we call the “discovery 
place”, next to where the Original Kitchen is now [uphill from the 
benches between the Original Kitchen and the Lakeview Cabin]... 
and we looked. 

And there was the beauty of Long Lake, and there was the 
ocean beyond. We could see the ocean from two sides. And we just 
knew-—we just knew -that was the place. 

Then of course I was home, back to father’s house, and we 
told him we liked it. Of course he knew I had been in California 
looking for a Center, and he said, “Well, the only thing is, it’s not 
for sale.” And our spirits drooped, you might say. So, seeing it was 
[to be] a development, I couldn’t quite see why it wasn’t for sale. 
He said, “Well, these seven lakes are reserved for some big devel- 
opment in the future. We don’t know what it is, but we’re not sell- 
ing bits of it, you see.” 
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The next morning—father was always up early—he asked me 
which lake did I like? And I said, “Well, I don’t know the names of 
the lake; all I know is that it’s the biggest one.” And he said, “Well 
that might be possible.” I was amazed how the biggest lake might 
be possible while the other ones were impossible. And he said, 
“Well, you see, that is the very end of the property, and therefore,” 
as he put it, “it might be snipped off and separated without de- 
stroying the other six lakes, which would still be together.” 

I was very happy about that. I don’t know exactly at what 
point we communicated with Baba, but we were always in touch 
with Him about wherever we were looking, whatever we did. 
Whether it was cables we sent, it was like a spigot, like turning on 
a spigot. We’d send cables, and then follow it up with letters and 
so forth. 

Anyway, we couldn’t do any more at that time, because he 
said it would have to be worked out, and it took quite a lot of work- 
ing out to be able to take one piece of property away from the rest 
of it, and furthermore, it had to be purchased. But of course, in 
view of father being one of the partners, I don’t suppose they’d 
charge themselves as much as they might have charged someone 
else. But whatever it was, it was purchased in my name, and even- 
tually paid for over a period of years. And it [turned out to be im- 
portant that we did it just then, because] in early January of 1945, 
my father died. I mean, there was no reason to presume that he 
would die, because he was healthy, but he was 79 years old. What- 
ever it was, he passed away, and if he hadn’t been in the company, 
it wouldn’t have been possible for anyone to come in and cut one 
of these lakes. 

So then afterwards, Baba said that the Center should be in His 
name, M. S. Irani. As long as there were payments on it, it was in 
my name. I couldn’t put it into His name until it was fully paid for, 
so that took at least three years. Then it was put into the name of 
M.S. Irani. And He actually had it in His name until He came in 
1952, when He wanted it to be the Meher Spiritual Center, and 
then it was made into a non-profit religious organization in 1952. 
That was started at the time He was here and it was completed af- 
ter He left. 

Meher Baba gave up everything at the time of the New Life, 
but the Center was still in Baba’s name until He came. He had to 
come to dedicate it. Before that time, He had called Ned Foote and 
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different ones, and asked them in regards to [making it a non- 
profit organization]. He’s the one who suggested it; I wouldn’t 
have initiated anything, or tried to take back anything that had 
been given. But there was some specific reason why Baba wanted 
it in His name. For all intents and purposes, I would have done 
whatever He had said, but He wanted that...because it’s totally 
Baba’s. It had to be totally Baba’s. 

Now, it’s the most important thing that there’s nothing ever 
that’s been done without either consulting with Meher Baba or 
thinking of Him. In fact, Norina’s and my only interest was to have 
the Center for Meher Baba wanting to come, feel at home, and 
have His disciples here. We never thought of the future or all the 
other people that would be coming. We tried to get it ready for 
Meher Baba. 

[The new Center had ample water because it] was right next to 
the ocean. There also was the waterway in the back, but it later be- 
came very important. The waterway goes from Maine to Florida. 
It’s narrow, but at the same time it’s long, and that gives water, 
too. And it was especially important because it was through the 
swamp area, and it drained the swamp. 

[There was equable climate because] South Carolina is called 
the Palmetto State, and that means that small palms grow here 
indigenously. That also means that it can’t be too cold. When it’s 
very cold weather, Palms can’t grow any further north. So it is the 
first location where small palms could grow. 

It is also important that, traditionally, no one has ever lived 
here. But they have lived right near here, in Briarcliffe Acres, 
which is now a subdivision, and other places. It was [previously] 
called the Vereen Plantation. Mostly the South was divided into 
plantations, but it’s very rare that there is a place that was not a 
plantation. And I say, a plantation is usually not only lived in, but 
over-lived; they often have a long history of tragedy—this hap- 
pened, and that happened—and of course they had slaves, you 
know. But this was a place without that—a clean slate. 

And, we could tell it was good soil because of a great variety of 
trees that were here. One of the first things Baba told us to do was 
to find out everything that was on the Center. So we got a man 
who came out from Clemson University, the state agricultural col- 
lege, and he tested it. The government would do that for you. They 
tested. They took an airplane view, and then, because of certain 
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trees, they told us what would be good for this, what would be 
good for that, and what wouldn’t apparently be good for anything, 
which was all the shore. Of course, now the shore is the most valu- 
able of all, but from an agricultural point of view it’s nil. So, while 
we haven’t used it in specific ways, there isn’t one portion of it that 
I don’t know, because the man showed us this. 

When we wanted later to put the Barn there, we knew exactly 
that there was a grove of live oaks, because we’d been there, and 
we got acquainted with the various types of trees. I guess at the 
Center you could grow something, but different things in small 
areas. I haven’t had to do that. I think Frank Eaton and some oth- 
ers, in the very beginning, found that tomatoes grew very easily, 
and had them right along in front of where the Original Kitchen is, 
and there came so many that they had to give them away. 

The first thing that Meher Baba said was that we should know 
every acre, but in knowing it, we found that there was quite a 
swampy area. You couldn’t come in the way it was, so that was our 
first project, and that was done when we were in New York. We’d 
come down, and it was about ten thousand feet of land, I think, 
that had to be drained. Every year we’d see that it was recut. With- 
out that drainage, we couldn’t have gone in and out of the Center. 
And that is one of the things that kept it from having [people] live 
here, because they would have had to go over a swamp. 

After that, of course, was the buildings, and the building could 
only be started when we could come down. The first building was 
built for Meher Baba. It was called the Cabin on the Hill. Meher 
Baba at that time, and at all times, always had one disciple that 
was right close to Him in the next room, in clapping distance. So 
every building that was built after that, we thought of Baba stand- 
ing on the porch, and being within clapping distance of the Cabin 
on the Hill, so they could hear. 

The next one [to be built] was the Near Cabin (which is the 
nearest to the Cabin on the Hill), and then the Far Cabin, (which is 
a little further over, so we call that the Far), then the Caretaker’s 
Cabin, and then the Lake Cabin, (which was on the lake). But eve- 
rything at the Center has been given with love. I’m sure Father 
gave it to me with love, and I certainly gave it to Baba with love. 

And then, they said we couldn’t go ahead and build, because 
the Second World War was on, and that there were shortages, not 
only shortages of coffee and sugar and gasoline, but a shortage of 
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lumber, or at least the government held it back for their own use, 
and you couldn’t build then. But you could build up to the amount 
of $1000, which went a little further in those days, if you had farm 
property. Well, they considered any property that was not within 
the city limits to be farm property, so we were able to spend that 
thousand dollars for the Cabin on the Hill and a little bit of a 
kitchen. We wanted to put the cabin overlooking the lake, and the 
man said he was sure that that steep bank would fall away. “I 
wouldn’t take chances,” he said. “You must put it on the hill.” Well, 
it happens to have a very beautiful view from the hill. 

Then I asked, “Couldn’t we have just a little kitchen or some 
place? It’s not going to fall away right away, and we could see the 
beauty.” Well, of course, it was not only always there then, but 
we've extended it and it’s still there, I think because we don’t cut 
the underbrush other than for vistas that the bank has never fallen 
down. We've always had it. 

Now, the next thing is, we spent the thousand dollars—all that 
we could spend-so then we had to stop building. But we found 
that they started prefabricated houses at that time. Americans, the 
minute you tell them they can’t do something, say, “Yes, but how?” 
Thus they invented, as it were, the prefabricated house, which 
didn’t come under the law of building because it was built in a fac- 
tory and set down. So we got a catalogue, and we were fascinated 
to look at this catalogue of different houses. So different people 
[gave small buildings]—John Bass bought the Lake Cabin; Frank 
Eaton said he didn’t think he could give more than the chicken co- 
op—a very fascinating-looking chicken coop—and we still have it. 
It’s still called The Coop. Of course we insulated it and have done 
things to it since that time. 

Then I think Darwin Shaw got the tool room; he added an- 
other place later on. After this, different people at different times 
gave a building, so anyone that gave anything to the Center had to 
write down, “I give this to Meher Baba with love,” even if it was 
furniture. It wasn’t something to get rid of. You can’t give an old 
thing that’s about to fall apart with love to Baba. Also, if you gave a 
prefabricated house, it wasn’t yours any more. So we were saying if 
John came down, if the cabin wasn’t used he could have it, but 
otherwise it wasn’t his; he had no jurisdiction over it. Everything 
was given, completely given. 
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After that there were some other cabins built, but then Meher 
Baba told us He was coming over with some of His women Man- 
dali who were in strict seclusion, and that we would have to have a 
building for them. Well, Norina and I consulted about how, if we 
were going to have a lot of other people, we could have a place in 
seclusion. So we had this lovely lagoon, and we built a bridge 
across it, thus we knew that no matter who they were, they’d know 
if they were crossing a bridge. They might lose themselves in the 
forest and come out at the Guest House, but you couldn’t cross the 
bridge and not know you were crossing it. 

Well, the Cabin on the Hill was built for Meher Baba, but 
Baba wrote to us after a while and said, while He always liked 
small cabins—He preferred them—He thought for the future, that 
people would want to come and see where He lived, and it was im- 
portant to have a more substantial, permanent building. Therefore 
He would like one built of stone. We didn’t have stone here; In In- 
dia stone is very common, but here it’s way up in the mountains. 
So we wrote back and asked if He would mind if it was built of 
brick, because that was what was used here, and then we could 
build it of double-thickness brick, which turned out to be very use- 
ful for keeping the films and various other things. He said He 
didn’t mind. 

Baba sent us this drawing that Arnavaz’s uncle had done; it 
was a most enormous building, and this man wanted to have the 
most beautiful thing for Baba. Every room had a dressing room, 
and then they had a longer room, and all sorts of things; it was a 
sprawling house. I showed it to the architect down here-the buil- 
der—and he shook his head and said he couldn’t even give a price 
on something like that over here. 

It was very interesting: in the paper the very next Sunday they 
were having a showing of [the design] by the architect who had 
won the prize for the year. But what attracted me was it said it was 
“The Perfect House.” I looked at the house that they called “The 
Perfect House,” and it was exactly what Baba wanted without all 
those superfluous things, and so this was what we had. And of 
course, we sent for a plan of it, sent it to Baba, and Baba said it 
was just fine, to go ahead. 

Baba had all the plans there, and He said that He wanted the 
house five hundred feet from the middle of the road, which is in 
the subdivision. The subdivision runs parallel with the Center, and 
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we were to measure from the middle of the road in five hundred 
feet, and there He wanted the house. Well, of course, that was far 
from where the other buildings were. It was very difficult to know, 
in one sense, what five hundred feet was, because there was a 
curving road—it was an arch-so we had to get the surveyor to 
come up and, I couldn’t tell him why, but I said he’d better put a 
white post every one hundred feet. 

He probably thought we were going to divide it into lots or 
something, but anyway, he put five posts. Where the fifth white 
post went, we started to look for the location, and we found that it 
was the highest point, and that it had the greatest view. It was all 
covered up with bushes and we couldn’t find it, but as we would 
move back and forth where the house would be, what we found 
that the most perfect place to have Baba’s own room in the house 
was at that five hundred foot point, [with a view of the lake and the 
ocean] in two directions. 

Then Baba said He wanted to have an eight-foot fence around 
it. Well, we never questioned what Baba wanted or why He wanted 
it, but it was a little bit difficult to build a brick fence, because the 
contractor said to build a brick fence that would stand up way 
around the house would cost as much as the house itself, or even 
more. So, as we were always looking and listening, we saw in the 
paper that there was a place in Pennsylvania that had French 
Chestnut fences. In France, nearly all farms have a fence around 
them, and they had imported some of these Chestnut trees to 
Pennsylvania, and had grown them there. They were selling these 
fences that could withstand weather and all the rest of it, so im- 
mediately we bought sections of it. 

When the fencing came, they thought to put it up sort of in a 
square. Norina and I looked at each other and thought it would 
sort of look like the back yards [with high fences you see] when 
you go on a train, in other words, not artistic at all. But we ran it 
by the landscape gardener who was helping, and he said, “Oh, 
here’s what you could do: you could just curve reams of fence in 
and out of the trees, and then you don’t notice any square part.” So 
you probably don’t even know it’s woven between the trees, but it 
is. Of course the Chestnut is very much the same as the woods, so 
you don’t see it; it doesn’t stand out. Then, of course, we furnished 
the house-there again, it’s Baba’s special house. 
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We were constantly in communication with Baba in regard to 
various projects that were going on. Margaret Craske only told me 
the other day that Baba, when they were going around India, had 
her carry plans of the Center—whatever we sent—in her suitcase. 
She had to have them with her, with Baba, during that time. So He 
was in very close touch in every way with it. 

And then, when Baba was coming, He told us that two hun- 
dred and fifty or three hundred people would be guests, and we 
knew there had to be a place where He could meet them. There 
again, not being able to buy wood, how could we build such a big 
place? We knew that tents were out—they’re too hot. And, I don’t 
know if you could have gotten one that big anyway. 

We found out that the only thing big enough was a barn, so we 
went to different places looking for barns. Of course at that time 
there were not so many tourists, and when they saw these two la- 
dies from New York looking for a barn, they were very polite, but 
they said, “We really don’t want to sell our barn, and we couldn’t if 
we wanted to, because we couldn’t build another one.” Later on we 
saw in the local paper, there was one barn for sale, and it was 
twenty miles away in Conway. So we rushed over, and there’s a 
little more to the story but anyway, we did get the barn. 

The barn had been for horses and mules, and it was very 
beautiful, made of Cypress. Cypress is a tree that grows in water, 
and it lasts for a hundred and fifty or two hundred years; you 
never have to paint it. So we quickly bought it, and it was just right 
for that number of people. Then we had the problem of moving it 
over twenty miles. We went to the man who had built the Cabin on 
the Hill and asked him if he could take it over, and he said, “Well, 
sorry, but I’m doing schools and big buildings now, and I don’t 
have time to move a barn. But in a moment, something flashed 
into his mind, and he said, “But my younger brother is coming to 
be with me. He’s been in the business elsewhere, and he doesn’t 
have anything yet because he hasn’t been here. Maybe he'll do it.” 

Well, it seems the brother was very artistic and was just the 
one, and he didn’t find it too much. We showed him where we 
wanted it in the grove of pine trees. We had to return to New York, 
but we told him to shove it under the live oaks to look as if they’d 
grown around it, instead of putting the Barn there later. When we 
came down, we found it already done. Later I asked him how did 
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he do it, and he said he had to take every board down, number 
them, and put them back. 

Even then, of course, it had no floor to it from before, and it 
had no sides to it—it was a barn—just the outside. We knew we had 
to have it beautiful as well as practical, so we added a floor. Now 
another interesting part is, the [government] restrictions [during 
the war] did not say that you couldn’t make repairs. You could re- 
pair your house, you could repair your barn, but you couldn’t build 
a new one. So, of course, this barn needed a lot of repairs! It 
needed the floor, it needed the sides, and we were able to get it. 
There actually was plenty of timber, but it was being reserved by 
the government. They were building those “liberty ships” of wood 
at that time, and whatever it is, we were able to get very lovely 
wood for the inside. And when Meher Baba came, it was the place 
where He saw people in groups or gave discourses. 

During the time that all this was being done, Norina and I 
went back to India for almost two years. So we were not constantly 
here, and some of the house was completed when we were in In- 
dia. We were always very fortunate to find reliable people who 
were interested in what we were doing and knew more than we did 
about building. But they did a very good job. 

I like to tell the story that before [Baba arrived], Dr. Donkin 
came over, and he was to see that everything was all right. He was, 
of course, very critical, in the sense of wanting to have everything 
right for Baba’s House. And we thought we had everything that we 
could possibly think of, but then he looked and he said, “Where 
are the pillows?” Well, strange it is to say, a house that hasn’t been 
lived in looks nice—smoother—without pillows, but being a doctor, 
it was the first thing he thought of. So, we had everything but the 
pillows, and of course those were there before Baba came. 

The house was built for Him, and [for] those who came with 
Him, His close men Mandali. But of course, I can put it this way: 
the Center was a beautiful place of nature before Baba came. Yet 
after He came, it had a plus quality that’s indescribable. It is spiri- 
tual, but it’s something that even if you know nothing, you feel 
something; it’s very beautiful in regard to the Center. And He did 
come these three times, and people came when He was here. 

When you're with Baba, His atmosphere is so loving, and is 
so... don’t ever use the word “powerful,” but so embracing. Even 
in India when people come to see Baba, there’s that intimate qual- 
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ity whenever you go there; there still is. It’s something that you 
know, something you feel, something that you love. 

Whoever met Meher Baba always wanted to meet Him again. 
We could never have [the Center] large enough to take care of all 
the people, so we arranged that certain ones stayed in motels. 
When Baba came, there was great correspondence back and forth, 
and who would come to the Center, who would be able to stay 
there. He made certain conditions. The first one was that anyone 
who came that knew Him would have to stay the full two weeks. 
But some said, well, her husband had work, or, there was some- 
thing so they couldn't stay, or, that time of year wasn’t vacation 
time. So Baba finally reduced it to saying that if they came, they 
had to stay a full one-week. Maybe He really wanted it that way, 
because in this way, He could have twice the number of people by 
having one week instead of two weeks. 

You see, Baba knows His humanity, and He knows that, espe- 
cially Americans, if they don’t have good food, then they make 
every occasion to go out and get some. So He wanted them, for 
their sake, to be with Him as much of the time as they could. And 
that is also a minor miracle, as I say, to be able to find somebody 
who could cook for that many people out in a place where we had 
really only had tea or luncheon or something like that before. 

I would say that I had less time actually being with Baba 
when He was here than when I was other places because of the fact 
there was constant management, constant having all those people 
to see, and the things that go on, and yet Baba was always sending 
for one, and there wasn’t a place that Baba didn’t go in the Center. 
He went into the kitchen and talked to the cooks; He talked to 
whoever was there and made them feel a part of it. One of the 
wonderful, beautiful things is that while Baba was here, there 
couldn’t be more than fifty people staying at the Center, and yet 
there were two hundred and fifty or three hundred on the outside. 
And Baba said, “We must not make them feel like outsiders. They 
are nearby, and because they can’t stay here, they can stay as near 
as they can, and then they come to the Center. And they must be 
able to stay all day long.” That’s where, of course, we had food 
ready for them there, so there was a great deal of management. 

But the wonderful part is that Baba also sent the people [to 
help], because before He came the first time, I was wondering how 
we could possibly feed everyone—I never had been in that world 
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before of feeding people—two hundred and fifty or three hundred 
people. One day this lady came by who had this hotel that wasn’t 
opened yet, and I told her about it. She said, “Why, Mrs. Patterson, 
you re only feeding three hundred people? Why, I am used to feed- 
ing five or six hundred people! That’s nothing!” 

So she gave her time to come up and she was able to prepare 
and have that many people served. We thought, now how can we 
get that many people at tables? Well, as it was, they came up and 
everything was hot food. They took it outside nicely and ate it, so 
there was never any regimentation as to where they could sit at a 
table, or they didn’t have to sit at a table. She would stay up late at 
night and cook turkeys, and various big things, so they would have 
enough for that many people. 

Baba had His breakfast in His house, prepared by Adi or one 
of the disciples, then He would walk over; His house was a dis- 
tance from the rest of the Center. And He would come over when 
we were having breakfast, seeing what we were eating, what we 
were doing, how we were thinking, and so forth. Then He would 
have His luncheon, which was a light meal, sent over usually about 
11:00 in the morning, and He ate on the Guest House porch. Well, 
there were no men who were supposed to come over. Norina and I 
were in the Log Cabin nearby, and they had these little hand tele- 
phones-—field telephones. You’d ring them and they'd say, “He’s 
ready to come over.” So Goher would come down from the Guest 
House, and at the same time, the man who had cooked the food 
would take the tray just to the other end of the bridge, and Goher 
would carry it up for Baba. So in that sense, His order [about se- 
clusion for the women Mandali] was kept. 

Baba was very interested in our health and how we were feel- 
ing. I guess He wanted to know how our human mechanism was, 
because if you're going to worry about little things, you can’t be 
ready to receive something spiritual. 

Now there are three places that He said to keep as they were, 
and that is, of course, His House, which we show people on Sun- 
days, and maybe some other special times. You can’t leave it open 
where people can just go in and take a souvenir or what. And then 
there’s the Lagoon Cabin, which is overlooking the lagoon, where 
Baba met people individually. That is where people met Baba, and 
it’s always kept for meditation or quietude or prayer, or just being 
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in Baba’s atmosphere. And it’s never used for anything else. And 
that was to remain as it is. 

I haven’t mentioned the Barn programs yet. I had said in the 
beginning that Norina had given talks on Meher Baba in New York 
from time to time, sometimes in the ballroom of the McAlpin Ho- 
tel, sometimes in Little Carnegie or someplace of that kind. She 
was an inspirational talker, and, as she was quite tall, she liked to 
sit down. Someone gave us this very beautiful Italian chair that 
Darwin and John used to take to where the meeting was. It was 
hard to take a chair, because taxis don’t take furniture. So they had 
to find someone who would take the chair, then take it back again. 
Well, that chair [was brought down to the Center], and when Baba 
went into the Barn, He looked at me and said, “Where’s Baba go- 
ing to sit?” I said, “Well, any of these chairs, of course; You 
choose.” So He sat down in one, and He said, “This is too hard.” 
Then He sat down in another and He said, “This is too soft.” And 
He said, “Think, Elizabeth.” 

Suddenly I remembered the chair that Norina had used, and 
He said, “Send for it,” and then He sat on the Italian chair. It had 
lovely cloth, and He said, “Oh, this is just right.” So that’s the chair 
that we call “Baba’s Chair” that stays. But I don’t think He wanted 
it because it was just right, because in the meantime, Norina had 
gotten a heart condition. She was at the Center, but she was not 
able to be there at the Barn when Baba met so many of the people 
who had heard of Him through the talks in New York and else- 
where. I’m sure He wanted something of hers to be there, and so 
that’s why He wanted that chair. 

What we use the Barn for now is that people can go there any 
time from 9:00 in the morning until 5:00 in the afternoon, be by 
themselves, sit there, meditate in quietude. Then we use it from 
time to time, like on Amartithi. January 31%; at 12:00 noon Baba 
passed away—dropped His body—and that time is kept. We keep 
silence during that period. [We also have a program there cele- 
brating] Baba’s birthday—something very special. So from time to 
time we have something special there, but no regular programs, 
because we have another regular building for that. 

[Recently we built the Meeting Place, where] we have films of 
Meher Baba and slides of Meher Baba. Since we’ve started to show 
them, I’m surprised at how many more there are than we knew 
there were. We were able to get so many more, some taken in Aus- 
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tralia. Then, of course, there’s music; so many people have been 
inspired to write music in regard to Baba. If someone really knows 
about Baba and can contribute, we ask them to talk. But there’s 
not a person who speaks regularly, and we don’t have “teaching,” 
in the ordinary sense of the word. But if there is somebody who 
could inspire us all, then we are so happy to have them. 

Baba once said, “I never leave.” And we feel that He is always 
here, and directs, not in any supernatural way, but in a perfectly 
natural way, things happen or they don’t happen. And we know 
that’s what Baba wants, or doesn’t want. 

The Center is a retreat, but it’s not the circumference of His 
interest, and so other things may go on. I know Myrtle Beach had 
never had a hospital, and it was built just at that time when Baba 
was coming. In ’56, He didn’t just come and work at the Center 
and then go back to India. He went on to California, He went on 
around the world, so it was a certain, if you want to call it, “phase” 
of His work. However, the time that He was at the Center, He was 
one hundred percent at the Center. He was, you might say, laying 
the foundations for the future, spiritual foundations, and of 
course, with the people who came to the Center, because nearly all 
those who came are today working somewhere or other, even if 
they are in other centers. He was working with people—with people 
for the future. [Now] we see it coming out. 

In ’58 Meher Baba said He was not coming back to the Center. 
And so I said, “If it is so that You are not coming back, then, who 
can come to the Center?” Because it had been so well known be- 
forehand. And Baba, with this very beautiful smile—and He was 
then writing on the [alphabet] board—said, “All those who love and 
follow Me, and those who know of Me and want to know more.” At 
that time I didn’t realize how important it was—“those who know 
of me and want to know more.” Because, as years went on, there 
wasn’t a chance to actually meet Baba, you see. So now that’s the 
one thing that anyone who comes here must know, that the Center 
is entirely for Meher Baba. 

Of course, when you say a thing is entirely for Meher Baba, it 
really doesn’t limit it, because Meher Baba is everything. But they 
can’t come thinking it’s a state park or a camp, or just a nice place 
to stay overnight. Of course, we regulate that by meeting them and 
finding out, or they write. But it’s through somebody who’s been 
here that somebody else hears of it. 
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[The Center is] a retreat that is for renewal of the spiritual life. 
Everyone at some time of their life has known the spiritual life, 
maybe when they were a small child, maybe later. They've had 
some experience, and then it’s faded. The wonderful part is to re- 
new that contact, you might say, with God. Let God, that still small 
voice, speak, and to meet other people who have also come along 
another path, who have heard of Meher Baba, and want to come. 
We're never for want of people coming; they seem to come from 
here and there, and are drawn by His presence. I would even say 
that many people in Myrtle Beach don’t know that the Center is 
here, because of the fact that it’s been here for so long. We don’t 
advertise; it becomes conspicuous by doing so, you see. Baba said 
His message of love and truth must go from heart to heart. 

Baba said several times that the Center was His home. He said 
He’s never been any place that He’s felt more at home, other than 
in India, and that it’s all built, of course, with one purpose—for Ba- 
ba—and with love. And so He said it was His Home in the West. 
He’s also said that in time to come, it would be a great place of pil- 
grimage. I cannot say what that would be, but I know that gradu- 
ally more and more people are coming. And it will remain a place 
of pilgrimage, where people will want to come, not necessarily 
have to stay on the Center, but come, because He was here. 
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2 Darwin: Carving Baba’s Home 
from the Wilderness 


Darwin Shaw was one of the first of the American close ones 
to Meher Baba. His engineering skills were central in the devel- 
opment of the Meher Spiritual Center. Throughout his life, the 
depth of his immersion in God was palpable, and it touched many 
both in his home in Schenectady, and later in his life when he 
lived in Myrtle Beach. The full story of his wonderful first meet- 
ing and his relationship with Baba over time is told in his book As 
Only God Can Love. 


In the spring of 1932, I read an item in our local newspaper, 
The Schenectady Gazette, which told about Meher Baba leaving 
Bombay with a small group of disciples, bound for England and 
America. He was described as a mystic who was regarded by many 
as a modern Messiah. This news item aroused my keenest interest. 
I had been intuitively feeling that the Second Coming of Christ 
would take place very soon, and I felt that wherever he appeared I 
would know about it and would somehow get to him. [3] 

Each time an item about Meher Baba appeared in the news- 
paper, I pointed it out to Jeanne, my wife. She was as adventurous 
as I was, and she shared my interest and enthusiasm in anticipat- 
ing the possible return of the Christ. Finally, on the twenty-first of 
May 1932, while I was checking the newspaper before leaving for 
work, I saw the much-hoped-for item. It said that Meher Baba and 
a group of men had arrived in America, and it mentioned that he 
would be staying at a retreat at Harmon-on-Hudson.[4] 

I was twenty-three years old at the time, married and the fa- 
ther of our first child, a one-month-old baby boy. Jeanne was all 
for my making this trip in order to find out more about Meher 
Baba. With me was my friend Donald Holloway, who had become 
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interested enough in Meher Baba to want to go with me. I drove 
the one hundred thirty miles from my home in Schenectady to 
Harmon-on-Hudson, the place mentioned in one of the newspaper 
articles. Residents of the retreat...assured us that this was the cor- 
rect place and then related the disappointing news that Meher 
Baba was no longer there; he had gone on by train to California. 
We had missed Meher Baba, but the feeling of his presence was 
still very strong. Naturally I felt disappointment at having missed 
him, but [6] I was blissfully happy in the unblemished conviction 
of who he was and the knowledge that, having found some of his 
followers, I would eventually meet him. 

We talked about Baba...and my heart was longingly reaching 
out to him. Josephine [Grabau, later married to Kenneth Ross] 
suggested that I might like to establish an outer connection with 
Baba-—I already felt a secure inner connection—by writing a letter 
to him. This I did, spontaneously pouring my heart out to him and 
offering my life in his service, for his Cause. Josephine and I drove 
over to the nearby post office and mailed the letter. 

Shortly after our return from the post office, we all sat down 
to the evening candlelit meal. Part way through the meal, Baba 
began replying to my letter, with his unmistakable love welling 
through my heart center. I sensed his replies to everything I had 
written in my letter to him, accepting my offer to serve his Cause, 
while flooding my heart and my whole being with his love. As I sat 
there with tears silently streaming from my eyes, the others, sens- 
ing what was happening, ceased eating, as I had done, and were 
also enveloped in Baba’s sweet love. Our heart’s desire had been 
heard and answered by the Divine Beloved. [7] 

Soon after visiting the retreat, Jeanne and I began making pe- 
riodic trips to New York City, which was one hundred seventy 
miles away, to Princess Norina Matchabelli and Elizabeth Patter- 
son’s apartment.... [They] were fairly new to Baba, having met him 
the previous year at the Harmon-on-Hudson retreat. As time went 
on, we also met Countess Nadine Tolstoy, John Bass, Sam Cohen, 
Kim Tolhurst, and others. These gatherings were very informal 
and irregular in frequency, perhaps occurring once every two or 
three months. It was primarily Norina who would share stories 
about Baba. [10] 

In 1933 Kenneth Ross stayed with us for a while at our house 
in Schenectady. Kenneth was from the early English Meher Baba 
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group. He had lived at the retreat in East Challacombe, England, 
and was the brother-in-law of Meredith Starr, the founder of the 
retreat. We all became fast friends, and Kenneth told Jeanne and 
me quite a bit about the retreat in England. As a result of this, we 
became quite enthused about finding a suitable place in the coun- 
try and establishing a similar retreat for Meher Baba in the north- 
eastern part of the United States. We spent a lot of time searching 
out old farmhouses in eastern New York State and western Massa- 
chusetts, [20] and in 1935 (after having physically met Baba), I 
even wrote to him about establishing a retreat. 

In Baba’s reply...he pointed out that the only real and lasting 
retreat is in the spirit of brotherhood and love within, rather than 
in any earthly home or structure built for that purpose. Although 
he did give us his approval for founding a retreat, we gradually 
came to feel that the time was not yet right for actually establish- 
ing one. [21] 

In 1934, Meher Baba made his second world tour, accompa- 
nied by several of his close Mandali (disciples), including his 
brother Jal, Kaka, Adi Sr., and Chanji. Chanji was Baba’s secretary 
at that time, who read aloud the messages that Baba spelled out by 
pointing to letters on a small board with the English alphabet 
printed on it. 

In preparation for Baba’s three-day stay in New York City, 
Princess Norina Matchabelli set up a schedule of appointments 
with people who wished to meet Baba. We were among those who 
were scheduled to meet him on the day of his arrival in New York 
City, Wednesday, December 13. [25] 

We got up very early and were on our way out the door when 
we discovered a cablegram hanging on the doorknob. It was from 
Norina. The cablegram said that due to storms at sea, the ship 
would be late getting in and that our appointment with Baba for 
that day was canceled. But, it continued, we would get to see Baba 
the following day at a reception. 

This was an unexpected setback. I looked at Jeanne and she 
looked at me. We had so much momentum built up in the direc- 
tion of going to see Baba that we wordlessly agreed to ignore the 
telegram. So we went on to New York City that day just on the 
chance that we might catch a glimpse of Baba as he was passing 
through the hotel lobby where he would be staying. We had no in- 
tention of barging in or being a nuisance in any way. 
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The trip to New York City took about six hours, and we ar- 
rived at the Shelton Hotel on Lexington Avenue before Baba and 
his party did. Shortly after we got there, Norina walked into the 
hotel, and when she saw us, she came right over to us. After a 
warm greeting and embrace, [26] she asked, “But my dears, didn’t 
you get my cable?” We admitted that we had but that we had de- 
cided to come along anyway, hoping to get a glimpse of Baba. 
“Well,” she said, “Baba should be coming in any time now. He was 
in the cab following mine.” 

Sure enough, just then Baba came in through the door. He 
was dressed in a long overcoat and wore a fedora hat pulled down 
almost over his ears, with his long hair tucked up inside. 

Seeing him, Norina said, “Wait here; maybe Baba will see you 
for a moment.” Then she walked quickly over to meet Baba, spoke 
to him, and pointed over at us. Baba nodded yes, and they came 
directly over to us. Norina introduced us, and we shook hands 
with Baba. As he and I shook hands, we looked into each other’s 
eyes. 

For me it was an indescribably glorious moment. This was our 
first glimpse into the infinite pools of Divine Love that were Meher 
Baba’s eyes. His handshake might have reached down through 
some two thousand years to clasp mine at that moment. I saw him 
as the Christ, and no words can adequately describe what poured 
forth from my heart as I recognized the Beloved-the living Christ. 
I felt instant rapport with him and experienced a great spiritual 
upliftment. It was like the fulfillment of an “impossible dream.” 

I was overjoyed. Baba’s Beauty, the sweetness of his love, 
which could not be expressed in words—the joy, the sparkling 
wonder of his Being! One could not prefigure him. One could not 
imagine how it would be, what it would be like. He was more than 
one could imagine—much more, immeasurably more. Although 
this meeting with Meher Baba was very brief, it seemed for an in- 
stant as though time stood still, and I caught a feeling of timeless- 
ness in the presence of the [27] Timeless One. [28] 

After meeting Meher Baba in 1934, we had no idea how long it 
would be until we would get to see him again. As it turned out, 
eighteen long years would elapse until our next meeting, which 
took place in May of 1952. Meanwhile, we thought of Him most of 
the time and we longed to be with him physically. This longing was 
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greatly accentuated when late in 1936 some of the Westerners 
were called by Baba to be with him in India for a few years. [37] 

In 1941, Norina Matchabelli, Elizabeth Patterson, and Nadine 
Tolstoy returned from India and settled in an apartment in New 
York City, on the East Side. Baba had instructed them to work 
hard to spread his message, and also to look for a place that would 
be suitable for establishing a spiritual center for him. At first they 
met with people on an individual basis, primarily people they 
knew, who would come to the apartment to hear about Baba, his 
Divine Love, and his mission in the world. Soon weekly meetings 
were being held. [43] 

Before long, the studio meetings evolved into well-attended 
public talks about Meher Baba that were held in large halls in New 
York City, with Norina as the speaker, and myself usually as the 
presenter. These [44] talks were held in the evenings, and...every- 
one dressed in formal evening clothes for these events; I even wore 
a tuxedo whenever I was giving the introduction at Carnegie 
chamber Music Hall. Approximately two hundred people would be 
in attendance at these talks. 

Norina’s speaking style was declamatory, rather than explana- 
tory. She would sit in her big chair on the stage, and as she spoke 
she would gesture dramatically. The acoustics were very good in 
these halls, and she did not use a microphone. She spoke inspira- 
tionally and with dynamic conviction. [45] 

In the early 1940s, a new phase developed when Norina told 
us that Meher Baba had begun to speak directly through her mind 
and voice, and she explained that this was done through “thought 
transmission.” She was so attuned to Baba that even though he 
was in India and she was in New York, he could and did use her 
mind and voice to convey his verbal messages. At first, she spoke 
in this way only to the intimate group, but soon she did so in her 
public talks, as well. She spoke with powerful authority and love, 
attracting large audiences. [46] This work continued until Norina 
and Elizabeth went back to India to be with Baba in 1947. [48] 

During this long period of speaking work in New York City, 
which brought many people to Meher Baba, Norina and Elizabeth 
were also actively involved in carrying out the task given them by 
Baba of establishing a center that would serve as Meher Baba’s 
“Home in the West.” 
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Finally, in 1943, after a long time of searching, Elizabeth sud- 
denly recalled that along the coast of South Carolina were ap- 
proximately sixty-five thousand acres of land which were owned 
by the [50] Myrtle Beach Farms Company, of which her father, 
Simeon B. Chapin, was a founder and executive. It occurred to her 
that some of that land might be suitable for a spiritual center. Ac- 
cordingly, Norina and Elizabeth decided that the latter should 
make a trip from New York to Myrtle Beach, South Carolina, to 
talk with her father about obtaining some of the property. They 
asked me to accompany Elizabeth on this mission, which I did. 

The same day we arrived, Elizabeth and I went to her father’s 
office in downtown Myrtle Beach. He knew about Elizabeth’s deep 
interest in Meher Baba. In fact, both Mr. and Mrs. Chapin had met 
Baba in the early 1930s and were very favorably impressed with 
him and his mission. After a few minutes of chatting about family 
matters, Elizabeth spoke to her father about searching with Norina 
throughout the country for land for a spiritual center for Baba, and 
about how they finally realized that some of the property that was 
owned by the Myrtle Beach Farms Company might be suitable. 

She told her father that she knew he would one day leave her a 
legacy and explained that if he was amenable to the idea, she 
would greatly appreciate it if he could give her that legacy in the 
form of property and bestow it upon her now, for a spiritual cen- 
ter. Mr. Chapin seemed very sympathetic, and he readily agreed to 
Elizabeth’s unusual request. We did not look over any property on 
that trip, as many details had to be worked out before the right 
piece of property could be picked out and given to Elizabeth. [51] 

Norina and Elizabeth made trips to Myrtle Beach to look over 
the property, which ranged along the coast, and of course eventu- 
ally chose the area which later became the Meher Spiritual Center. 
Thus, in exact accordance with Meher Baba’s stipulations for his 
center in America, this tract of land—[originally] comprising some 
eight hundred acres of virgin woodland, which included two 
freshwater lakes a short distance inland from the mile-long ocean 
frontage—was given out of love and from the heart to Elizabeth by 
her father. She in turn, out of love and from the heart, gave this 
property to Meher Baba for the center he wished to establish in 
America. (Several years later three hundred acres west of Highway 
17 were sold, by Baba’s order, leaving the present five hundred 
acres as the Center.) 
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In June 1944, some time after Elizabeth was given title to the 
property, a group of us made a special trip to Myrtle Beach to look 
over the new Center. Included in this early group were Elizabeth, 
Norina, John Bass, myself, Filis and Adele (as I recall), and Frank 
Eaton (who later gave up his job in Schenectady and moved down 
to become a caretaker at the Center, a post he held, serving Baba, 
for many years). [52] 

We met at Youpon Dunes and “Whileaway,” the house next 
door to the south, which Elizabeth and her husband, Kenneth, 
owned. We were all thrilled with the prospect of seeing the Center 
and helping in any way we could in its development for Baba. 

Piling into two cars, with Elizabeth driving one of them, we 
made our way to the Center from the south via “Old King’s High- 
way,” a narrow north-south dirt road paralleling two-lane High- 
way 17. Long since having ceased to function as a public road, Old 
King’s Highway was used only by hunters and fishermen, and it 
was the only road leading into and through the Center. The stretch 
of Old King’s Highway that goes through the Center is now known 
as The Beach Road. 

The Center is located about nine miles north of Myrtle Beach. 
At that time, most of the strand (the spit of land along the Atlantic 
Ocean) was undeveloped woodland dotted here and there by 
wooden Carolina farmers’ houses. The traffic was very light on 
Highway 17, which cut through the dense woodland. Except in the 
town of Myrtle Beach itself, the beaches were virtually deserted. 

As we drove onto the Center property, I was struck by the de- 
lightful quiet beauty of the wild woodlands; it gave one a sense of 
primordial freedom. The car in which I was riding got stuck in the 
sandy road, so we left it and walked easterly to the area bordering 
the lake that later became the main compound on the Center. 
From this central point we began to explore, mostly along the lake, 
to get an overall idea of what the area looked like. 

This was a time of spiritual as well as physical adventure and 
delightful discovery. It has to be understood that we were fired 
with enthusiasm because Meher Baba was going to manifest, and 
we believed that when he did, everyone in the world would come 
to him. We were part of his “team,” helping to prepare for his glo- 
rious manifestation, [53] which we thought was imminent. As we 
walked over the grounds of Baba’s chosen “Home in the West,” we 
felt that Baba was with us. 
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As a way of proclaiming the Center as Meher Baba’s own, we 
spelled out “Baba” on the ground near the beach with shells we 
had collected. Then we scattered far and wide shouting, Baba!” 
“Baba!” “Baba!” I think this was Norina’s idea. At that time there 
was no bridge across the lagoon, and as I called out Baba’s name, I 
walked north around the ravine, over onto the other side of the 
lagoon. This, I knew, was the place Meher Baba had in mind for 
his Center all along, and I felt very privileged to be a part of its de- 
velopment. 

Many trips to the Center followed. Elizabeth and Norina of 
course spent much more time at the Center than any of the rest of 
us. We were working people and could only get away for a few 
weeks at a time, on vacations. Usually, Jeanne would stay home 
with the children, and I would come down to help at the Center, 
doing physical labor. 

Foremost in the minds of all of us was Meher Baba’s promise 
to come to the new Center; all our efforts were geared to develop- 
ing the Center for him and for whatever special purpose he had in 
mind. Although there was no master plan to work from, the Center 
gradually began to take shape. Elizabeth and Norina were in fre- 
quent communication with Baba, and they were guided outwardly 
and inwardly in the unfolding development of the Center. 

Great care was taken to preserve as much as possible the 
natural beauty of the trees and rustic atmosphere as pathways 
were carved out of the woodland. It was soon realized that a road 
leading in from Highway 17 was urgently needed, and so one was 
constructed. This road came in from the north side of the Center 
property, south of the [54] adjoining property known a General 
Spring’s property (later known as Briarcliffe Acres). Named the 
“Old North Road,” it connected up with Old King’s Highway (The 
Beach Road) and wound its way through the woods to the main 
compound. A few years later, a more direct road was put in to re- 
place the Old North Road as far as Old King’s Highway, and this 
road, The Center Road, is still the main route through the Center. 
The green gate at the original road’s entrance on Highway 17 still 
exists, as of this writing. [Editor’s Note: This gate, surrounded by 
trees and brush, is visible directly across Highway 17 from the en- 
try into the Briarwood subdivision; Briarwood Drive is also the 
road which accesses the Sheriar Books store. ] 
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The “Cabin on the Hill” was the first cabin to be built. A very 
small kitchen building—which came to be known as the “Original 
Kitchen”—and bathroom facilities followed. John Bass and Frank 
Eaton had small, prefabricated cabins sent to the Center, where 
they were assembled by carpenters hired by Elizabeth. John’s 
cabin was the Lake Cabin and Frank’s was the Coop. (Although the 
Coop has remained its original size, the Lake Cabin has been ex- 
panded beyond its original size.) I stayed in a very small cabin that 
later became a tool room, and eventually a linen closet. At that 
time, it was located near the Lake Cabin. As I recall, until these 
cabins were built, we stayed at Whileaway and Youpon Dunes. 

Later on, in the 1970s, Elizabeth had some buildings brought 
in on trailers. They included Happy House, the Cove, Cedar Nook, 
Pine Lodge, the Farmshed, which was originally a tobacco barn, 
and the Tree Room. Three of these buildings, donated by Neecie 
Jensen, came from 74" Avenue in Myrtle Beach. [55] 

Conditions were very primitive at first. The kitchen, about six 
feet square in area, was equipped with a propane stove. The “re- 
frigerator” consisted of a wooden box tied with rope and set down 
into the cool lake. A well with a hand pump was installed. There 
was no electricity for quite a while, because new electrical lines 
were not permitted during wartime. We had to use kerosene lan- 
terns and flashlights at night. There were lots of bugs and snakes, 
as well as poison ivy and poison oak to contend with. For years 
everyone was required to wear high boots. Norina and Elizabeth 
would often wear mosquito nets draped over their hats and cover- 
ing their faces. Insect repellent and bush axes were a part of our 
daily defense equipment. 

All of this was taking place during World War II, and it was 
very difficult to get wood for buildings. Elizabeth discovered that 
she could buy some Army surplus buildings, and she would con- 
tract with local workmen who had trucks and other equipment to 
bring them in. Four of these buildings became the Lagoon Cabin, 
the Caretaker’s Cabin, and the Near and Far Cabins. The kitchen 
was enlarged several different times. The Guest House and the 
Lantern Cabins were put up. A bridge across the lagoon was built 
fairly early on, as soon as the lagoon was dredged out to make a 
beautiful area there. There were no steps leading down the em- 
bankment to the footbridge at the time, only a graded path. 
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Baba wanted a structure for larger groups, so when Elizabeth 
heard that a barn was up for sale in Conway, the county seat, 
which is about thirty-five miles away, she, Norina, and I went to 
see it. It was made of pecky cypress, a natural gray, pitted wood 
that never needs painting. Although it was no longer housing ani- 
mals, the well-aired barn contained stalls and even some hay. 
Elizabeth bought the barn (I do not recall the price) and had it 
taken apart, the pieces labeled and brought to the Center by truck, 
and reassembled at its present location. [56] 

A local mason built a fireplace and chimney, in keeping with 
the rustic style of the barn. New hardwood flooring was put down, 
and French doors were installed. Updated windows spanning the 
wall on each side of the fireplace replaced the original windows 
provided in each stall for the animals. Joe Chestnut, a nearby 
farmer working at the Center, donated a large wagon wheel to be 
used as a circular light fixture. At Norina’s recommendation, the 
rafters were painted Mediterranean blue. 

In the early days, before the Center was open to the public, the 
lake was teeming with rather large fish. Seabirds would come and 
dive in the lake to catch their meals. Large alligators also lived in 
the lake. They would sometimes lunge at small prey, and other 
times slowly emerge, glide along silently, and suddenly submerge 
like submarines. When I observed alligators streaking under the 
open-sided wooden bridge spanning the lagoon, I told Elizabeth of 
the danger, and she arranged for someone to attach wire barriers 
along the sides of the bridge. [57] 

Norina and Elizabeth had been staying at Youpon Dunes in 
Myrtle Beach when in 1947 Meher Baba called them back to India. 
My parents, Helen and Aaron Shaw (who first met Baba in 1952), 
stayed at Youpon Dunes to look after that property and Whilea- 
way, the house next door. Their duties included trying to figure out 
ways of creating better drainage of the soil and maintaining the 
cabins in good repair [at the Center]. My parents enjoyed living in 
Youpon Dunes very much, but after [58] about a year, in the 
summer of 1948, they wished to return to New York State. Toward 
the end of July, Baba sent me a cable instructing me, my wife, 
Jeanne, and our three children, Lowell, Leatrice, and Renae, to 
move to Myrtle Beach to look after the two houses and for me to 
look after the Center. 
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In a letter from Elizabeth, she quoted Meher Baba saying, 

Baba has told Norina and myself that he had important 
work to be done at his Center and it is a trust that he gives to [59] 
Darwin to carry them out for him in all detail as Baba wants 
them. For this purpose, Darwin should correspond often and let 
EliNorina [Elizabeth and Norina] know all that goes on regard- 
ing the work or anything else while at Myrtle Beach and they will 
show the letters to Baba at the first opportune moment and get 
Baba’s replies. 

The two works for Baba are to supervise on his behalf the 
building of a house for Baba at the lake, and the mosquito project 
on the property. 

That Darwin should think of Baba in all he does and that it is 
for his eventual coming to America that we are all preparing. 

After requesting a one-year leave of absence, explaining that I 
wished to go to South Carolina and help found a spiritual center, I 
was granted leave from my job in the Department of Traffic and 
City Planning of the City of Schenectady. On October 2, 1948, as 
Meher Baba had ordered, we moved to Myrtle Beach and stayed in 
Youpon Dunes for a year. Besides the use of Elizabeth’s house, 
Youpon Dunes, we also were given the use of her cars. [60] All of 
this was confirmed, together with various instructions in a letter 
from Baba.... 

As you know, the Myrtle Beach Center virtually belongs to 
me as sometime I have to go, stay and work there for the spiri- 
tual upliftment of all mankind; and Darwin looking after the 
Center will indirectly in some proportion be sharing my work in 
the Universal Cause. 

Therefore, I, for the first and last time, want to impress upon 
you (who loves me wholeheartedly) to work with 100% zeal and 
faith. 

But along with this feeling of spiritual service on your part, 
you must have, also, a feeling of responsibility on the material 
level. 

You are one of my intimate ones very dear to me and I trust 
you fully to do this duty of mine with 100% sincerity and to see 
that Youpon Dunes is, also, well taken care of in every respect, as 
Iand my group here will make special use of it during my stay in 
America. 

—Dictated by Meher Baba [62] 
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It was not until years later, during the writing of this book, 
that I realized the significance of Baba’s statement that he would 
make “special use” of Youpon dunes during his stay in America. 
Baba was revealing that he knew at that time how and why he and 
his group would be using Youpon Dunes. After the auto accident in 
1952-the long-foretold “personal disaster” he had said would hap- 
pen in America—Baba and the other injured ones were brought to 
Youpon Dunes to recuperate. Special use indeed! [63] 

The Center was still in the process of development and was 
not yet open for guests. Joe Chestnut, the nearby farmer who 
worked at the Center during the daytime, also served as the night 
watchman on the Center. Various other workmen were employed 
on the Center as needed. Meher Baba had indicated that the two 
most important projects were the building of his house and the 
drainage project, but the building of his house did not get under 
way until after Elizabeth and Norina returned from India in 
August of 1949, although the location was selected and marked off 
with surveyor’s stakes during my time at the Center. 

I used to go to this location at the end of nearly every day and 
spend a few moments quietly looking outward toward the East 
while inwardly trying to tune in to Baba, who was far away in In- 
dia. Those were very [66] rewarding moments for me, as I strongly 
felt Baba’s love and presence. However, at times I would wonder if 
this was really Baba responding or just my imagination. As will be 
shown at the proper time, Baba cleared this up for me in 1952, 
when he visited the Center for the first time. 

The drainage project, undertaken to get rid of the mosquitoes, 
proved to be complicated and time consuming. The project in- 
volved exploring the Center woodlands where large ponds of water 
were trapped due to poor drainage. In addition to the largest 
swamp area, which flowed into the Center from Highway 17, near 
the Old North Road, and extended across almost the entire width 
of the Center property, there were also scattered swamp areas and 
low places where water accumulated. 

While my father was working at the Center, he and Frank Ea- 
ton did some work on trying to drain the low areas near Highway 
17. During vacation periods, I had also spent time exploring the 
swamplands as well as the many low areas throughout the Center 
property to determine the extent of the problem. Clearly, the best 
solution was to drain the large swamp. 
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Reports were continuously sent to Elizabeth and Baba in In- 
dia, including a map showing the areas to be dealt with and, over a 
period of time, several different drainage plans. Each plan was 
thoroughly investigated, and in turn superseded by a more expen- 
sive but better plan. Finally Baba accepted what proved to be the 
best plan. 

The drainage plan that was finally accepted by Baba called for 
some lateral ditches whose purpose was to drain the scattered 
swamp and low areas. They would connect with the main half- 
mile-long [67] ditch, which would be located a few hundred feet 
inside the main Center gate. (This ditch can be seen as one crosses 
over the little bridge on the Center Road.) 

Throughout the several months of preliminary work on the 
project many consultations with engineers, lumbermen, conserva- 
tion people, lawyers, neighboring property owners, and many oth- 
ers were taking place. What appeared to be a relatively simple pro- 
ject turned out to be a very complicated one with endless ramifica- 
tions and details, which delayed the actual work on the project for 
several months. Many initially unforeseen factors had to be con- 
sidered and painstakingly attended to. I sent long and complex 
letters to Elizabeth, who consulted with Baba about every detail. 
She would then send long and equally complex replies to me. Be- 
sides the letters, many cables were exchanged as well. 

The actual work on the drainage project—the surveying and 
clearing of the right-of-way for the ditch, and the cutting and re- 
moving of the trees—was started early in 1949. But the project was 
not completed until the autumn of that year. Baba had wanted the 
project to be under the direction of professional people, and, in 
accordance with his wishes, a Myrtle Beach civil engineer who had 
submitted some drainage plan proposals together with cost esti- 
mates was chosen to oversee the project. Under his direction, the 
right-of-way was surveyed, trees were cut and removed, and the 
ditch was excavated either by a huge drag-line, or by heavy equip- 
ment shovel. 

The water flows in a southeasterly direction, draining into the 
stream known as Singleton’s Swash, which in turn empties into 
the ocean. The drainage project proved to be very helpful in reduc- 
ing mosquitoes on the Center. In retrospect, it is interesting to ob- 
serve how Baba kept Elizabeth and me busy, struggling with the 
drainage project for such a long time. [68] 
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Another project that Meher Baba, through Elizabeth, directed 
me to undertake, was a land use survey. To accomplish this, I 
donned hip wading boots, armed myself with a bush ax, and 
walked all over the entire [original] eight hundred acres of the 
Center property. As I walked, I made a sketch of the terrain and 
wrote notes as to which areas would be the best for various things, 
such as farming, parks, wetlands, etc. Joe [69] Chestnut, the 
knowledgeable local farmer, helped me identify plants and soil 
types. From my notes and sketches, I made a land use map and 
sent it to Elizabeth and Baba in India. [70] 

At this time our neighboring property to the north, now 
known as Briarcliffe Acres, was just being developed, and property 
values were very low compared to what they became later on. Baba 
and Elizabeth decided that since the Center property was rather 
narrow toward the north end, it would be advisable to acquire 
some additional acreage to provide more of a buffer along that 
area. I was therefore directed to negotiate for the purpose of the 
acreage, and, as part of the transaction, to require that a new road 
be put in, running southward from Briarcliffe Center Gate Road to 
the Center property. As I recall, the amount paid for the ten-acre 
property was around ten thousand dollars. Later on, a road was 
put in and named Patterson Drive; it became the “Sheriar Gate” 
entrance to the Center. 

These are some of the activities at the Center that kept me 
busy during that year. Of course, there was also the constant work 
of maintaining the buildings, the grounds, and the roads. [77] On 
weekends, the whole family would work on the Center, which we 
had all to ourselves, practically. We would wash windows, rake, 
and do other odd jobs. We also would go out on the lake in a row- 
boat. During the week, I had to deal with the workmen on the Cen- 
ter, where the draining of the swamplands had begun. [78] 

On August 1, [1949, Baba] sent Norina and Elizabeth back to 
America, with instructions to prepare his Center in Myrtle Beach 
for his coming in the near future. He knew that I could go back to 
my job with the City of Schenectady, and he dictated the following 
message to Elizabeth, who sent it to me. 

I am most happy Darwin did his duty for me with all his 
heart, and taking into consideration his family’s future I decide 
that he joins his old job and to rest assured that he has my love 
and blessings. [80] 
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Elizabeth Patterson and I continued to correspond about the 
development of the Center and Baba’s proposed plans to visit. 
First he intended to come in July 1951 and stay for one year, still 
observing the New Life conditions. Meanwhile, Elizabeth, Norina, 
and the workers continued working hard to get the Center ready 
for his stay. This included finishing the drainage project and build- 
ing Baba’s house. Numerous cables [83] were sent back and forth 
about the difficulties they were encountering and Baba revised his 
plans accordingly. 

Baba finally settled on April 1952 for his first trip to his Home 
in the West, in Myrtle Beach, South Carolina. Thus, the 1940s had 
been a decade of preparation for Meher Baba’s return to America. 
[84] Meher Baba’s arrival in America in April 1952 occurred with- 
out fanfare or publicity of any kind. That was the way Baba wanted 
it. It is hard to believe that the Christ and a group of his close dis- 
ciples could and did quietly slip into America without public rec- 
ognition. [87] Along with his presence, Baba brought Divine Love, 
which not only spread out, enveloping the Center, but extended 
out into the surrounding countryside—how far, we do not know. 
But especially at the Center, Baba’s Divine Love transformed the 
atmosphere in its Sweetness and Beauty. [89] 

As Baba had scheduled our first meeting with him on May 10, 
our family of five...arrived in Myrtle Beach on May 8. Jeanne and I 
had last seen Baba in 1934.... [91] What follows are excerpts from 
Jeanne’s diary [which] convey some measure of the feelings we all 
had as the time approached for us to be with the Beloved once 
again. [91] 

Our great day! Our appointment was for ten o'clock. We had 
many pent-up emotions as we drove through the magic gate into 
the Enchanted Garden-the Center. We awaited our turn, sitting 
outside on benches on the terrace side of the...[Original Kitchen]. 
We saw Filis come out of Baba’s cabin. Her expression of radiant 
happiness drew tears to my eyes. We saw others as we waited. 
[92] Then we were next to go in to see Baba. I entered first. Baba 
was standing just inside near the door with his arms out- 
stretched. With a happy look he embraced me, then Leatrice, 
Darwin, Renae, and Lowell. He gestured for us to sit down. 

Baba was dressed in white slacks and a robe of maroon- 
colored silk. Adi K. Irani was on Baba’s left. Across the room 
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from us sat Meherjee, who was writing down what was said. Dr. 
Nilu sat near him. 

Then Baba said, “Do you know how happy I am seeing you 
all? They (Leatrice and Renee) have not seen me before? They 
love me.” [Lowell had met Baba previously.] Pointing to Darwin 
and me, he said, “They worked hard at the Center. How long was 
it? Every inch is full of their love—Norina, Elizabeth, and the 
Shaws. I like the Center—the lakes, the woods. All of it has a per- 
fect [93] atmosphere.” Then...“It is Baba’s love that loves in you. 
Love is everything. Love God honestly, purely. It is better not to 
believe in God than to be hypocritical about loving God.” 

Baba held Darwin’s hand and seemed to be so still, staring 
into space for a moment. Then he smiled at each of us, his blessed 
eyes full of love. The girls and I couldn’t keep our eyes dry. When 
the interview was over, Baba stood up, and we did also. He 
walked over to us, embraced each of us most lovingly again, and 
saw us to the door. Baba was radiant all the time, except for that 
sober moment when he held Darwin’s hand. We joined the others 
on the patio. 

Sometimes I was aware of what Baba was doing with me, but 
on this occasion I was not. I can only speculate that he was impart- 
ing something to me for work I would be doing in the future. [94] 

Jeanne, the children, and I were headed for Meher Baba’s 
house, which had been constructed on the location selected by 
Baba, at the northeastern area of the Center property. As I men- 
tioned earlier, during the year when I looked after the Center—Sep- 
tember 1948 to September 1949-I would find time nearly every 
day to check the property along the lake for trespassers who might 
be fishing there. I would arrive at the location where Baba’s house 
was to be built and would spend a few moments quietly looking 
out toward the East while inwardly trying to tune in to Baba, who 
was far away in India. Those were very rewarding moments for 
me, as I strongly felt Baba’s love and presence. However, at times I 
would wonder if it was really Baba responding or just my imagina- 
tion. Baba answered that question on this day. [105] 

When we arrived at Baba’s house, the gates to the compound 
were open and Adi drove into the circular driveway to the front of 
the house. After we climbed out of the station wagon, Baba point- 
ed meaningfully toward the lake and the ocean beyond, which at 
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that time was clearly visible from that vantage point. We re- 
sponded by saying, “Yes, Baba, it’s a magnificent view.” 

Baba then walked up the front steps, turned around, and 
snapped his fingers to catch my attention. As I looked at him, Baba 
raised his right arm with his elbow slightly bent and his index fin- 
ger pointing and slowly lowered his arm, pointing toward me. As 
he did this, he looked into my eyes very meaningfully. I was in- 
stantly aware of what it was that he was trying to convey to me. I 
said, “Why, Baba, you are reminding me of how I used to come to 
this place and think of you!” Baba nodded and quickly turned to- 
ward the door, motioning to follow him into the house. 

I feel that this not only was a confirmation for me, but that it 
stands as confirmation for everyone that Baba is aware of our ef- 
forts to reach out to him in spirit and that he does respond to 
those efforts. [106] 

Every day with Meher Baba was very wonderful. Baba’s pres- 
ence was all-pervasive, giving the atmosphere an ethereal quality. 
It was light and sweet, giving one the feeling that the whole scene 
might have been mysteriously transported to some heavenly 
realm. [108] Many people have reported that when meeting Baba 
they felt an unusual familiarity; it was as though they were en- 
countering a dear, vaguely remembered friend from their past. 
This inner recognition would sometimes cause people to feel dis- 
oriented for a short time.... However, for many, this was the rekin- 
dling of love for their dear Beloved and a new beginning in their 
relationship with him. [113] 

Following the instructions Baba had given us on the 14", we 
left Myrtle Beach to return to our home in Schenectady on May 18, 
the day after the Open Day at the Barn. We knew that Baba would 
be starting out soon to go by car to Meher Mount in Ojai, Califor- 
nia. We had been home only a few days when on May 24 we re- 
ceived the terrible news that Baba and those traveling with him 
were involved in a terrible auto accident near Prague, Oklahoma. 

Even though Baba had for some time been saying that a per- 
sonal disaster would befall him, we felt deep shock and anguish 
when we heard about this accident. [113] 

After spending thirteen days in the hospital at Prague, the in- 
jured ones, as well as all of the others of Baba’s party, left and re- 
turned to Myrtle Beach by ambulance, arriving on or about June 7. 
They stayed at Elizabeth’s house, Youpon Dunes, to convalesce, 
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thus fulfilling Baba’s indication to me in the 1948 letter that he 
and his people would make “special use” of the house. [114] 


Meher Baba’s 1956 visit to America was especially wonderful 
for the thirty-nine of us who had the extraordinary privilege of ac- 
companying Baba and the four men Mandali on the entire Ameri- 
can tour: from New York to Myrtle Beach to Hollywood and San 
Francisco. Being with Baba every day, flying with him, having per- 
sonal contact with him so much was quite literally a living experi- 
ence of the Romance of the Soul. I was in a state of awe and won- 
derment most of the time as I contemplated the almost unbeliev- 
able fact that we were in close companionship with the Christ him- 
self. [347] 

Part of the incredible experience of traveling with Baba in 
America was knowing who he was and being amazed, not only that 
he was here on Earth among us, but that he was moving among 
people almost like an ordinary person. Judging from what we 
found out about Baba having groups of his lovers traveling with 
him, I came to feel that Baba’s allowing us to travel with him was 
not just for our pleasure but that in some unexplained way we 
were part of his inner working. 

The first leg of our tour with Baba began early in the morning 
on a drizzly Tuesday, July 24, the day we were to go to Meher- 
Center-on-the-Lakes, as [it] was called in those days. [348] 

Shortly before 3:00 p.m. on that first day at the Center, Baba 
came walking briskly across the wooden bridge spanning the la- 
goon, where many of us were waiting. Baba then led us all down 
the dirt path through the pine forest to the Barn. There he sat in 
the same high-backed chair as he had in 1952. 

Baba brought up the snake problem by telling us to be careful 
and [352] to wear the right shoes: no open-toed shoes, he indi- 
cated. If we saw a snake, we were to say “Baba!” and it would not 
hurt us. He said that even if we stepped on a snake but remem- 
bered to say “Baba” it would go away without harming us. But, he 
emphasized, if we were wearing open-toed shoes—even if we said 
“Baba”—the snake would not go away! 

On another day, Jeanne was standing outside the Original 
Kitchen when she heard a suspicious rustling sound, presumably 
from a snake, in the brush nearby. Just then Baba came along and 
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pointed authoritatively toward the brush, and the noise immedi- 
ately stopped. 

After breakfast in the mornings, [353] Baba and the men 
would walk down the footpath and cross the picturesque bridge at 
the lagoon, where nearly everyone waited for them. This would 
always be a joyful scene, with Baba greeting everyone with pats, 
hugs, and loving smiles. 

Much of Baba’s time was spent in the Lagoon Cabin, where he 
received individuals and groups, giving us all many opportunities 
to be with him for precious moments of personal contact. He 
would inquire after our health, answer questions, and give us the 
incomparable blessing of the Divine Love that continuously radi- 
ated from him, lifting up our spirits and in his own inner ways in- 
spiring us to discard worldly ways and draw closer to God. 

On many mornings, Baba led us all along the path through the 
beautiful woodlands of the Center to the Barn, where he sat in the 
big chair by the fireplace while we would gather around him, sit- 
ting on chairs or the floor. Sometimes Baba told us, with Eruch 
interpreting his gestures, about his life in India, gave discourses or 
had short messages read out, generally by Don Stevens. All of the 
messages that were read out during the course of the entire tour 
were later compiled into the little book Life at Its Best. [354] 

On Wednesday...Baba invited us all—about eighty people—to 
walk with him from the kitchen up along the winding path to his 
house. When we arrived in Baba’s garden, he walked over to the 
edge of the slope overlooking the lake and the ocean beyond. 
There he sat down with his back leaning against a tree. The area 
was quite open at that time, and we sat on the ground facing Baba. 

Baba wore a garland of seven sand dollars, which were sup- 
posed to represent the seven main evolutionary stages, from un- 
conscious stone to conscious man. In a happy mood, Baba reached 
over to Dr. Ben Hayman, who sat near him, and took his cap off 
and put it on his own head. [357] 

Baba led us all to his house and, as the most gracious host, 
stood on the porch welcoming each one as we entered. [358] Baba 
came in and sat on the bed in his bedroom while many of us 
crowded in there with him for a few moments. After a short time, 
Baba smiled at us and gave us his usual sign of dismissal, and we 
all walked back to the main part of the Center in a happy and re- 
flective mood. [359] 
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On Sunday, July 29, in the morning, we all walked to the 
beach with Baba. Baba had also prearranged with my daughter 
Renae to lead him to Gator Lake, a small pond near the south end 
of the property that had a reputation as an alligator hangout. 
When we got to the path to Gator Lake...Baba gestured to Eliza- 
beth, “Where are the alligators?” 

Elizabeth replied, “I don’t know, Baba. They’re usually here.” 
We then all continued on to the beach. 

When Baba and the group arrived at the beach, Baba walked 
briefly into the ocean and stood there for a few moments. Nariman 
Dadachanji, who was standing near us, declared, “Now, your 
shores are safe!” [378] 

Monday, July 30, was our last day at the Center. We left the 
Center mid-morning, most riding in a chartered bus. Baba rode in 
a car. At the airport in Wilmington, North Carolina, where we 
boarded our plane for Washington, Baba mingled with us, smiling 
and giving all a sense of great joy as a part of his family. [381] 


On May 19, 1958, the two-year wait to see Baba again was 
ended, and the gathering that became known as “the American 
Sahavas” took place at the Meher Spiritual Center in Myrtle Beach. 
[Sahavas is the Hindi word for “a gathering of devotees in the 
company of a Master.” ] 

A few weeks before coming to America for the 1958 Sahavas, 
Baba sent the following message from Mahabaleshwar, India: 

Iam coming to America solely to give my sahavas to my lov- 
ers, and I want each of you to come with the longing to receive 
just that. I want this sahavas to be above all a close [415] com- 
panionship between your Beloved and his lovers; and if you wish 
to maintain this unique relationship, then do not come with ques- 
tions or the desire to hear discourses and explanations. Come 
with preparedness to receive fully whatever I may give you, with 
the thought of being completely resigned to my will. 

My suffering is becoming daily more intense, and my health 
is daily getting worse, but my physical body continues to bear the 
burden of it all. Despite it all I will hold the sahavas. I expect from 
you a deep understanding of my self-imposed suffering, which is 
begotten of my Compassion and Love for mankind. Also under- 
stand, therefore, that I will not undergo medical examinations or 
treatment for my injured hip either in America or Australia. No 
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doctor or treatment will be of any help before the pain I am un- 
dergoing has served its purpose. Remember that my coming is 
entirely to give my sahavas to you all. 

This sahavas will be unique in the sense that you will witness 
and share my present universal suffering by being near me as my 
fortunate companions—being with the Ancient One, who will at 
the same time be completely on the human level with you. [416] 

The days that followed were truly days of intimate compan- 
ionship with our Beloved. Baba gave personal interviews to all of 
the various groups and individuals who attended. We would all sit 
around him while he gave many talks at the Barn (all of which had 
also been given at the Indian Sahavas). We walked with Baba, 
played with Baba, and experienced the incomparable wonder of 
companionship with him. 

We were deeply grateful that Baba had come to us, and, while 
we were very sympathetic about his suffering, the joy at seeing him 
again and impact of his love seemed to somewhat mask the pro- 
found significance of that suffering. Even so, my experience of the 
Sahavas was one of indefinable suffering and blissful love. [418] 

Baba was still suffering from his hip injury sustained in the 
December 1956 automobile accident in India and walking was 
painful, so a special chair was prepared for moving him about 
some of the time. As it turned out, most of the time a group of 
young male dancers carried Baba in the chair... 

Two hundred twenty-five of Baba’s lovers gathered with him 
at the Barn. We sat on chairs, the carpet, or the floor, clustered 
around Baba, who sat in a large chair near the fireplace. 

Baba explained to us the meaning of sahavas. (I rely on The 
Awakener for exact wording on quotes, unless otherwise noted.) 
Baba said, “What is sahavas? It is companionship with God. It 
means that I come to your level or you rise to my level. We are not 
on the same level. Either I come to yours or you come up to mine. 
Sahavas means God becoming Human.” 

Baba continued, “Relax and stretch and be comfortable. Feel 
at home because I have come down to your level. I want you to be 
here in spirit as well as physically.” [420] 

[At different times, Baba elaborated:] 

“What I want is your love and obedience one hundred per- 
cent.” Baba repeated. “I want one who does his best. In the time of 
Jesus I said the same thing: leave all and follow me! And the same 
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thing in the time of Krishna and Zoroaster. I do not mean you to 
leave all your responsibilities, but that [421] my will becomes 
yours. My will should be your pleasure.” [422] 

“You will see me only in memory. When I drop my body, I will 
remain in all who love me. I can never die. Love me, obey me, and 
you will find me.... Only your love will be accepted. I want only 
your love.” 

Baba then said, “It is impossible to obey me one hundred per- 
cent unless you have one hundred percent love for me and accept 
me one hundred percent as God incarnate. So it is for you...to do 
my will.” [424] 

“You yourself do not change; all is in you. You do not go to 
‘geographically’ higher levels. As the angle of vision of conscious- 
ness changes, your experience changes. In the end you experience 
yourself as God, which is the ultimate experience, the real experi- 
ence. All other experiences of the gross, subtle, mental worlds are 
illusion. So are all the states of heaven, hell, limbo, planes. Don’t 
seek them anywhere but within you. Eventually, to become your 
own Self, you have to love me. There is no other solution.” [458] 

Baba told us that when we ask how to love him we are insult- 
ing love. “I can tell all how to obey me, but there is no answer to 
how to love me.” Baba said, “Love me in the way you understand 
love,” he counseled. 

Baba went on to say, “I can tell you how to obey me. Do any- 
thing I tell you, even at the cost of life itself. And if you do obey me 
one hundred percent, with all sincerity, at any cost, it will be 
greater than loving me. Obedience is greater than love. But who 
can obey me? Only one rare one can obey me.... Just do whatever I 
tell you to do. 

Then the discourse “The Lover and the Beloved” was read: 

Beloved God is in all. What is then the duty of the lover? It is 
to make the Beloved happy without sparing himself. Without giv- 
ing a second thought to his own happiness, the lover should seek 
the pleasure of the Beloved. The only thought a lover of God 
should have is to make the Beloved happy. 

Thus, if you stop thinking of your own happiness and give 
happiness to others, you will then indeed play the part of the 
lover of God, because Beloved God is in all. [459] 

Meher Baba’s last Sahavas in America came to a close...Fri- 
day, May 30. We all went to Wilmington, North Carolina very 
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early in the morning with Baba and spent the last few minutes 
with him in the airport. 

Baba remarked, “I am in you all. But I only can enter your 
heart when you have driven out everything else.” He added, “I am 
God. I am in you all. But I feel shy; I do not enter your heart if I 
find there the slightest impurity.” 

Baba said, “I never come and I [478] never go. I am present 
everywhere. Isn’t it wonderful that I never leave?” 

Then, after embracing a few people, despite having previously 
announced a prohibition on embracing him, he was placed in a 
wheelchair and taken to the plane. We waved goodbye to him and 
he waved back to us through his window on the plane. 

This was the last time Meher Baba came to America. The cir- 
cumstances of this American Sahavas were unique. Our Beloved, 
out of love for us, had journeyed all the way from India, while en- 
during an ever-deepening suffering for mankind, to give us the 
incomparable blessing of his companionship, and to allow us to 
share his suffering in a small way. [479] 
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3 Adele: Serving Those 
Who Served Him 


Adele Wolkin first heard of Meher Baba during her college 
years in the early 1940s, and was part of many of the first jour- 
neys to the new Center. Adele retired to Myrtle Beach, where she 
was an active inspiration to many until she passed at the age of 
ninety-seven. A few of the sections about Adele’s first meeting 
with Baba and some of her other experiences are quoted or para- 
phrased from the article “Awakening To God,” by Jeff Maguire, 
printed in Glow International Journal, August 1992. 


When I first heard of Meher Baba I was working on my Mas- 
ter’s degree in philosophy at Columbia University. I was a seeker, 
and I was desperate, because my brothers were involved in World 
War II at the time, and I needed to understand how to reconcile 
what I felt was at the heart of everything—namely God-—with the 
terrible hatred that existed. Then I found that the classes being 
offered on the other side of the street, in Union Theological Semi- 
nary, were much more appealing. 

One day Filis Frederick was a guest in one of my classes, and I 
was quite impressed with her comments. From that very first day 
we developed a great friendship that continued until the end of her 
life. Filis was the first to introduce me to Eastern thought. Some- 
time in late 1943, Filis had attended one of Norina Matchabelli’s 
talks, and she thought I’d be interested. 

So we went to one of the private talks at the home of Elizabeth 
Patterson, where she lived with Norina and Nadine Tolstoy. I had 
been feeling a little unsure of whether I would go or not, but I re- 
ceived a pre-vision where Norina appeared and alerted me to the 
fact that I must come. As I was traveling by bus down to Eliza- 
beth’s apartment on 67* Street, I recall thinking, “This is stran- 
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ge—this is a very real crossroads in my life, a real moment in time,” 
and I was overtaken by a sense of unusual upliftment. 

When I arrived, I was immediately impressed with the love 
atmosphere. On the wall was the painting of Baba with the beauti- 
ful, glistening eyes, which is now in Baba’s house. I felt very com- 
fortable there, and I observed that I couldn’t think negatively; the 
critical mind was not operating as it usually does. I told Filis that I 
felt so comfortable there, so much at peace. 

As we entered, Norina was already seated. There was a spe- 
cific tall chair that she sat in—the same chair that is currently in 
the Barn at Meher Center. As Norina spoke, her eyes were closed, 
and she emanated something very pure, and very, very loving—just 
a rarified atmosphere. She would answer questions that the heart 
had pondered for a long time, and it was through her, and also 
through her “spiritual thought transmissions” from Meher Baba. 
Years before Baba had prepared her for this work by having her 
speak about Him in various places in India. 

Listening to Norina, I was very drawn. It wasn’t the external 
beauty, although she was always very beautiful in a mature sense, 
but she had a way that conveyed Baba. At times, later, I noticed 
that the back of her head was very much like Baba’s. I’ll never for- 
get that. She spoke as a voice transmitting Baba. Her voice 
changed to some small extent; Filis and I both noticed this differ- 
ent kind of a voice. And what she said was clarification, in a cosmic 
way, and in a way that is relevant to your daily life, just like Baba. 
He talked in terms that were metaphysical, and also very practical. 
Filis turned to me and said, “Yes, this really touches your heart so 
much!” It was so different from the academic atmosphere. 

This was when we first heard of Sadguru Meher Baba. We 
were in the 1940s, and He was known then as Sadguru, not Avatar. 
But Norina was the chosen one to spread Baba’s message in the 
West. While she had been in India, Baba would very deliberately 
have her go with Adi to designated places and give talks on Him, to 
develop her confidence and poise in speaking. I always felt that 
she gave the clarion call to America. So we began to be interested 
when we began to understand the teaching of this Sadguru. We 
went there many, many times, and always with a sense of real ex- 
hilaration, a sense of a wonderful new transition into...something, 
not knowing how to define it. 
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At one point it was said through Norina’s transmissions that 
there were two people who Baba was drawing closer. Filis and I 
wondered, “Who are those two?” and we looked around, curious as 
to whom they were. Then one night Norina invited Filis and me to 
stay. We had met Norina at the very tail end of her travels with 
Elizabeth to find a spiritual center for Baba, and she shared with 
us that the final condition for obtaining the land for a Center in 
Myrtle Beach had just been fulfilled. This condition was that the 
Center was given to Meher Baba from the heart, for it was con- 
veyed to Elizabeth through her father and mother. 

Norina let us know that they were beginning to prepare for 
Baba to come to America, and she invited us to help them, to live 
with them in New York, and also to come with them to Myrtle 
Beach. So, after much difficulty getting permission from our par- 
ents, we moved in with them with the purpose of helping them 
prepare for Baba. 

At that time, Norina was giving all the directions. Baba had 
said that Elizabeth and Nadine should listen to Norina as she had 
His spiritual thought transmissions. So it was Norina who was, so 
to speak, the moving finger behind it all at that point. She was liv- 
ing in the most humble manner. She had one little room and a 
very limited wardrobe. She was always extremely clean and neat, 
but it had nothing to do with trying to play the role of someone 
who was the wife of a prince. She repeatedly wore a very simple 
wardrobe, usually black velvet, something very classical but sim- 
ple. She continued to give talks, including private talks to Filis and 
me, speaking in first person, as Baba. She would always be talking 
about the Beloved, how Baba is important in our lives, what He is 
doing, all that was necessary to know about His advent, and how 
He was indeed the Christ, here to remedy this upside down world 
which He would bring right side up. 

Years before, while they were still living in India, Baba had 
said that His work in the West would be done by women. Elizabeth 
had received five conditions for the spiritual center that Meher 
Baba wanted her to find for Him: virgin land, equable climate, til- 
lable soil, fresh water, and given from the heart. She and Norina 
had been sent to the United States to find a suitable center, and 
they were still searching when we first met them. Then, in 1944, 
the final condition of being given from the heart was met. That 
was the tapestry Baba was weaving. Baba approved of the land in 


64 WAVES AND WAVES OF LOVE 


Myrtle Beach, and cables began flying back and forth about every- 
thing they did. 

Now we were preparing for Baba and His Mandali to come to 
America. The Meher Spiritual Center was a wilderness when we 
first began to go down. We made many, many trips to what was 
then just a primeval forest; its natural beauty was amazing—yet 
much needed to be removed to make it habitable! 

We would stay in Youpon Dunes, Elizabeth’s family home on 
the beach near 33" Avenue in Myrtle Beach. But to go onto the 
Center, we had to come wearing a jungle hat and high boots, as it 
was infested with mosquitos, snakes, and alligators. Elizabeth and 
Norina were totally focused on Baba all the time-totally. Every- 
thing was Baba. The land wasn’t cleared yet, and it took the great 
talent of Elizabeth, who was just a genius with nature, to deter- 
mine just who would be brought in to clear the land and to prepare 
the property. It took Norina to determine where the bungalows 
would be placed; she had been born in Florence, Italy, and it was 
her artistic perspective along with Elizabeth’s that determined 
where to put all these bungalows. 

Elizabeth was the prime example of a selfless worker. She was 
really the prototype of what Baba would like in the Western world, 
because she was a karma yogi to the hilt. One day, Elizabeth just 
got up and said, “I’m going to Conway.” She became very clear- 
headed and just knew that she could buy this Barn to serve as a 
larger gathering place for when Baba would come. Her intuition 
and business sense were absolutely stellar. And what Elizabeth 
and Norina did there was out of this world. We had a hand in do- 
ing many things there, but it was foremost an opportunity to keep 
focused on Baba. 

At that time, nobody would be able to come here except by the 
invitation of Norina and Elizabeth. Two stalwarts who came to 
Myrtle Beach were always Darwin Shaw and John Bass. Darwin 
had been the main person to introduce Norina’s talks. He was a 
very inspired person, and at times one would think that he, too, 
had spiritual thought transmissions; you would clearly feel Baba’s 
love through him. 

For the early surveying, there were also visits by Dr. Donkin. 
He came on different trips, and when he was here, we were under 
pledge not to let people know that he was here. Baba didn’t want 
people to know that Donkin was here because they’d want to meet 
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him. Of course, Dr. Donkin was the author of The Wayfarers. But 
he was a cartographer, a brilliant, brilliant man. He also later put 
the strapping under Baba’s bed, which was made especially for 
Baba according to what He was used to in India. He knew exactly 
how to do it. Baba said he liked it better than a western mattress. 

Another visitor there was a man named Sam Lewis, who was a 
Sufi—you might have heard of him as Sufi Sam. He had a real in- 
terest in organic farming, so he stayed for a while and started a 
little organic farm not too far from the original kitchen. Later, 
when I was teaching with Ute Bowman in the Montessori school, 
Sam would come and entertain the children. He was an interesting 
character, and quite a comic. 

We lived in New York with Elizabeth for three and a half 
years. After a while, Nadine Tolstoy took very ill with Lou Gehrig’s 
disease. She was actually Countess Nadine Tolstoy, and Baba 
wanted them to keep their titles for the connections, and they had 
wonderful connections. Nadine would be driven down to the Cen- 
ter with the rest of the company, and I would take care of her there 
on the balcony of Youpon Dunes. I used to have to read her alpha- 
bet board because she couldn’t speak. She was a remarkable 
woman, and it was a great, great privilege to have her as my first 
opportunity to care for someone, because in that way, Baba 
showed me my potential as a nurse. And it was also wonderful, 
because she was an outstanding woman. People would come to 
console her, and she’d console them. 

So we continued to go back and forth from the Center, and 
gradually it began to take form. But always, Norina and Elizabeth 
were the heart and the mind of the Center, Baba’s true disciples, 
who were prepared to do the essential design and work as his 
principle workers, but ever mindful that Baba was behind it all. 

Then, at the end of 1947, Elizabeth and Norina were called 
back to India to be with Baba. While they were there, Baba told 
Norina that the work of the spiritual thought transmissions was 
over. This was very difficult for her without any assigned work 
from Baba, and soon after she became ill, although I do remember 
that when she returned to America, she continued to give talks to 
groups, but without the spiritual thought transmission, just as 
anyone who is a great lover of the Beloved might do. 

Baba sent them back to Myrtle Beach in 1948, and they were 
absolutely sure that He was coming right away. But it seemed that 
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each year He said He would come. Baba said to “have everything 
in readiness: I am coming”...in 1948, then in 1949, up until 1952. 

Finally the time came. We had waited for eight years, and I 
should say the impact was cumulative after reading about Him, 
and doing the work the women assigned to us in preparation for 
His arrival. Now we were to be with the God-Man! He was to ar- 
rive at Idlewild Airport, now Kennedy Airport at 4:30 am, rest a 
day, then take the train toward Myrtle Beach. 

Baba had written that He wanted Filis and me to be His guests 
at the Center, so we felt it was a very great privilege. We were in- 
vited for one week—the greatest week of my life. We drove down in 
early May with Fred and Ella Winterfeldt, and stayed in the Lan- 
tern Cabin. Then, on May 10", we met Meher Baba. 

At 10:00 in the morning, Filis had her appointment about fif- 
teen minutes ahead of me. She later wrote His “eyes, like black 
diamonds, looked lovingly into mine. I felt my heart overflow with 
His love. He seemed so familiar, so intimate, so close.” 

Delia DeLeon brought me to the Lagoon Cabin to join Filis 
there. Baba was relaxing on the chaise lounge that is now in Baba’s 
House, and He appeared to be completely focused on what was 
happening as I was being brought in. When I saw Him, His arms 
were spread wide, and His eyes felt very familiar to me. Of course 
at that time His physical body was undamaged; He was in His glo- 
rious, very beautiful fifty-eight-year old body. 

I was very unsteady. I had been living with women whom I 
admired and felt were so much more worthy of Baba, but I never 
felt worthy to meet Him. Yet, He was very reassuring, and the 
whole ambiance was very relaxed. I had the impression of His lov- 
ing anticipation to see us, so there was this sense of “I am God the 
Father and God the Mother.” His embrace was the climax of so 
much anticipation...and He put me at ease. 

The following quotes are from Meherjee’s notes about those 
first moments with Him: 

Baba said to me, through Meherjee, “I heard about you from 
Norina and Elizabeth, and I hear from within.” Imagine Him say- 
ing He’d heard about me! There’s no one who is more truly the 
Compassionate One, and in countless ways Baba has outstandingly 
shown that compassion. 

He continued, “When I see such souls who love me, I feel very 
happy and strong. People like Filis are intimate ones. I love you 
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because you love me so much.” To both of us he said, “I heard so 
much about both of you, Filis and Adele, from Elizabeth, Norina, 
and Donkin, and Margaret—and I heard from within. I am so 
happy that at last I have seen you. You are not nervous?” We both 
answered, “No.” 

“I am overjoyed. Are you happy?” Baba asked. We both an- 
swered that we were. He continued, “No more happy than I am in 
seeing you. When you know Me, you will love Me like a little child. 
Iam a child, grown up.” 

Then He said to me, “You are like Mani to me.” When Meher- 
jee said that, with his Indian accent, I thought he was saying that I 
was like “money” to Him! I must have looked bewildered. Baba 
had him repeat it three times. Finally, Meherjee said, “Baba says 
you are like Mani, Baba’s sister!” It was humorous. 

Baba then continued: “I love humor. I love to tease, and work 
hard here and in various places while I’m talking to you now—and 
today Filis and Adele have met Me. And when you love me with 
pure, simple love, there should be no barrier. Love—pure and sim- 
ple—then all doubts go away. Until then, mind gets tempted to 
doubt. Even if love is there, the mind goes on working and think- 
ing this is right or wrong, but love does not bother. Do you love me 
honestly?” We both answered yes. 

“What more can you do for the Beloved? I want love, nothing 
else. Love me and let God love us. That is what I want. When you 
love Baba, God will love you. And God’s love means everything. So 
Filis and Adele both, I am very, very happy. One who is the hum- 
blest of the humble is the greatest of the great, but it has to be in 
all honesty and in all truth. Better not to believe in God than to be 
a hypocrite. So let us love, love, love. All else is illusion. So Adele, 
what more can you do, if you really love me? Do you love me?” 

“Yes, Baba.” 

He loves us! That’s all Baba would talk about—just loving Him 
and how all else would follow. The feeling I got was that Baba, in 
His perfection of Love, is giving you something eternal. He is the 
Divine Father, the Divine Mother, and the Divine Beloved. He has 
given the example that is inscribed forever in my heart, and it is so 
purifying. You can read great philosophy, poetry, see great art and 
great theater, but you do not have the ability to have that kind of 
pure example. I mean, the purity of Baba is such that you can’t 
fathom—He is the gauge! By just being there, just measuring up 
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against Him, you naturally, without His saying so, have derived 
something forever, eternally, that will allow you to know what it is 
when He talks about the pure in heart. And that is why the guilt 
that you feel when you are not pure in heart, thought, word or 
deed is intensified, so that you are a much more sensitive person. 
That’s the final result. What impressed me most about Baba was 
that when I embraced Him, it was just such a purification experi- 
ence. Baba makes you feel very family-like. He told Filis and me: 
“You are part of my family.” 

I had been working on a Master’s degree, and Baba said, 
“Well, just finish that. That’s good discipline!” But I just couldn’t 
finish it, and I told Him that. I looked awful about it, and hung my 
head. Filis said, “You looked as if you were ready to go into the 
ground when you said it.” But Baba looked very proud, and very 
cheerful, and wiping away all worry, he said, “Don’t worry. I am 
your Master’s thesis!” 

In the evenings Baba would call us all—Elizabeth, Margaret, 
Delia, Filis and me—into the Guest House, the house where Me- 
hera, Mani, and the Eastern women stayed. Norina was not there; 
she was not well enough. Those evenings were just priceless. Baba 
would either play games with us, have us tell a joke, or He would 
just talk about the schedule for the next day, something like that. 
He also called us in many times to His house. There was one game 
that we played: Baba said, “Think of a number and see if you guess 
the right number.” And so we went through all the numbers, and I 
said, “Number 11.” Baba said, “That was it.” Eleven days after- 
wards was May 24", Baba’s accident. 

There was no real program in 1952, but on May 17, Baba 
opened the Center for one day, and about seven hundred people 
came, I believe. On that day, people would come to the Barn and 
be led to Baba. For the black people, Baba would stand up and give 
them a very, very special reception. He didn’t stand up, to my 
knowledge, for others. This was in 1952, the year the Supreme 
Court began hearings on several cases that eventually eliminated 
separate public schools for black and white students. 

Filis and I were given a little job to do, which was to direct 
everyone to the return path as they came out of the Barn after see- 
ing Baba. Some of the different people emerging were just over- 
whelmed, like when Harold and Virginia Rudd came. They just got 
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so blissed out, I had to follow them out into the woods to keep 
them from getting lost. They really had to be watched! 

But Baba’s emphasis was always love. I remember His first 
message: The first one was “Let these words be inscribed in your 
heart; nothing is real but God. All else is illusion. God is Love. 
Love God.” 

In ’56 I again had the joy of being with Baba when He re- 
turned to the Center. I stayed in one of the cabins near the Guest 
House. Norina was not well; it was near the end of her life, and I 
was helping in her care, as was Ella Winterfeldt. Baba came to see 
her a number of times, and also prescribed some homeopathic 
medicine for her. She was ambulatory, but she needed a great deal 
of quiet and rest. During one time when Baba was with her, I 
heard Him tell her, “You have repented enough.” He gave her His 
handkerchief, which is sometimes on display at Baba’s house with 
a history of Norina. When Baba gave her this handkerchief, He 
told her to keep it with her to remember Him, and she did, and 
with this, let her know that her work was done. He left her with the 
full conviction within her that He was with her always. 

The compassion that He showed was continual and limitless. 
With regard to myself there were numerous outstanding instances 
of this compassion. In one of them, during the 56 Sahavas, Baba 
wanted to send a report to His beloved, Mehera, the purest soul in 
the world, the one who He said was His very breath. So Mehera 
was, of course, very, very dear to us. We had met her in 1952, and 
we had had exchanges with her. 

One beautiful day at the Center, Baba requested of each to 
write a letter to her about our activities and what He was do- 
ing—Filis, Beryl Williams, Bili Eaton, and myself—to report on 
what He was doing. The next day Baba asked for the letters, and 
both Filis and Bili presented Him with their letters. I didn’t have it 
completed, and I told Him that, and the same with Beryl. Then, 
later in the day, again, Baba asked us, and I still had not completed 
it, and nor had Beryl. Naturally we felt a little sheepish about it. 
My feeling of inadequacy was very strong with them, with Filis in 
particular, because she had such good literary skills. I wasn’t really 
jealous of her, because I just accepted: that’s Filis. And Bili, too. 

Then Baba said, “All right,” and that was it. But in His Divine 
way, I was seated next to Him, and He gave me paper and pencil, 
and said to me, “Please write.” I took down a very beautiful letter 
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that He dictated, a literary masterpiece! Baba told me to read it 
back, and then He told me to sign it. But I added something: “As 
dictated by Beloved Baba.” He asked me, “Did I say that?” That’s 
where His compassion came in. And He added, “No, that’s your 
letter; it goes to her like that.” And never did she know that I 
didn’t write it. It was plagiarism to me...but it was His order! 

I returned for the Sahavas with Beloved Baba in 1958, served 
as a nurse in India during 1962 and 1963, then later moved here to 
Myrtle Beach during the 1970s. After living in California for the 
next thirty years, I moved back, to once again make Baba’s Home 
in the West my home. I have been here since 2007, enjoying the 
ongoing sahavas that His Home provides. 

Regarding the Center, the overall emphasis was always spiri- 
tual training. Baba called the Center “the playground of selfless 
service, the abode for one and all.” He said that spiritual progress 
in the West is through karma yoga, which is the path to God 
through selfless action. And naturally, the only selfless person is 
Baba, but He tells us that we should try, even though we can’t be 
truly selfless—that it is good to do work wherein you forget your- 
self. What Baba had me learn by way of nursing was something of 
service and obedience. In my own consciousness, I wanted to 
know what it was like to be obedient, above all, but partly because 
it was so difficult for me to come to real decisions. 

Of course, now we understand that one of the features of the 
Avatar is to raise our consciousness, and the next step is intuition, 
and then higher insight, and advanced stages of consciousness, 
which come through disciplines of one sort or another. We all 
want to know, “What is my path?” How can we speed up our path? 
It’s always the question. Then I realized that that was exactly what 
Baba wants: that you struggle to know what IS your intuition and 
His will, and when is it just selfish willfulness. I mean, it’s going to 
go on until the seventh plane. 
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Part 2 — The 1950s 


Baba Comes to His 
Home in the West 


After years of preparation, the Meher Spiritual Center was fi- 
nally ready, and it was officially opened by Meher Baba during the 
first of His three visits, in May of 1952. He returned to the Center 
in 1956 and 1958. 

For many, Baba’s visits were a glorious and thrilling reunion 
with their Beloved. For others, who were devoted to Baba but had 
not yet met Him, it was the fulfillment of their deepest longing—a 
dream come true. Still others felt inexplicably compelled to come 
to the Center, little knowing that the One residing in their hearts 
would suddenly appear before them in human form. 
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Kitty: A Sacrifice 
So Love Alone Would Prevail 


Kitty Davy was an English woman who lived with Meher 
Baba in India for many years. She first came to the United States 
with Him for the opening of the Meher Spiritual Center in 1952. 
Though it was said that she longed to return to be with Him, He 
had asked her to stay to help Elizabeth at the Center, and she 
spent the rest of her life cheerfully serving Him in that capacity. 

Delightful, intuitive, wise, unintentionally funny, and im- 
measurably energetic, Kitty was experienced by countless pil- 
grims to the Center as a dear friend who brought Baba to the 
core of every conversation. As the Center gradually became more 
widely known as Baba’s “Home in the West,” and as the number 
of pilgrims continued to increase over the years, Kitty was ever a 
primary source for those seeking to learn about the Avatar. 

Our chapter on Kitty is short, but Kitty stories are legendary, 
and there are many contained in this book. In addition, her auto- 
biography, Love Alone Prevails is an incomparable account of 
living a life of surrender. More intimate experiences about life 
with Kitty are told in the book, Dilruba Days, by Catherine Haas 
Riley, edited by Lois Breger, both of whom worked with Baba’s 
aging matchless women Mandali of the Meher Spiritual Center. 

Our story of Kitty, below, is reprinted from an article enti- 
tled, “Kitty Davy,” by Filis Frederick, a wise woman in her own 
right, who first met Kitty during Baba’s first days at the Center in 
1952, when she and Adele Wolkin were invited to be His guests. 
The next year Filis launched The Awakener, a journal dedicated 
to Meher Baba. To celebrate its first thirty years in publication, 
Filis wrote this story as part of a series about the women Man- 
dali, “Heroines of the Path: Baba’s Work with Women of the 
West,” from The Awakener, Volume 20, Number 2, pp 39-43. 
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England was the first Western country visited by the Avatar of 
the Age, and 32 Russell Road, Kensington, London, Kitty Davy’s 
family home, was the first place He stayed. The year was 1931, 
eight years before World War II, the same year Gandhi first visited 
England. In fact, he and Baba arrived on the very same boat, the 
Rajputana, at Marseilles, September 9. Gandhi's mission was the 
liberation of India, Baba's mission was, of course, the liberation of 
mankind, with, as His target on this first visit to the West, a group 
of very special souls. 

It was an attack of pleurisy that led the young piano teacher to 
visit Meredith Starr's retreat at East Challacombe, North Devon- 
shire, and so hear of Meher Baba for the first time. Her brother 
Herbert had discovered this retreat through an ad in Light, a 
metaphysical journal. On July 17, 1931, came Baba's cable to 
Meredith, "Love calls Me to the West. Make preparations." Mere- 
dith and the group he had drawn together carried them out and 
Kitty's family home was chosen for His first visit. 

That very first evening under the same roof with the Master, 
Kitty together with her brother Herbert and Margaret Craske, fell 
under the spell of the Beloved. She was one of those who saw Him 
alone that evening: 

"I was impressed with Baba's long hair and His kindly face 
and manner. My eyes filled with tears. I spoke to Him only of my 
brother, who was so soon to depart for China. Baba said not to 
worry—He was sending Herbert for His work." 

Margaret told her that in the middle of the night Kitty had 
jumped up from the floor and, going to her bed, shook Margaret 
awake. Margaret said, "What is the matter? Anything wrong? Why 
are you weeping?" Kitty replied, "He is so wonderful, so lovely." In 
the morning, she had no recollection of this. And thus began a life- 
time of dedication to her Master, Shri Sadguru Meher Baba," as 
He was called then in the thirties. 

Of all the Western women Baba has contacted, Kitty is one of 
those who has spent the longest time in actual day-to-day resi- 
dence with Him, and thus holds a unique position from which to 
describe what it was like to follow the living Christ, day-to-day, 
month to month, year to year. Knowing this, I had asked her years 
ago to write up her reminiscences for The Awakener Magazine, 
which she kindly did, later adding more material and publishing 
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her book Love Alone Prevails. Fortunately, she had kept continu- 
ous diaries, and her book as no other, gives a coherent story of life 
with Baba from 1931 to His demise in 1969. It is a wonderful book. 
I can only give a few highlights here. 

It was at Meher Center in Myrtle Beach, in 1952, that I first 
met Kitty. Baba had arrived from India with twelve disciples, six 
men and six women, two of whom were Westerners, Rano Gayley 
and Kitty Davy. I'll always love Kitty for her wonderful advice. I 
was very shy, hanging in the background when others crowded 
around Baba. "You must go up close, Baba likes that," she told me. 
So I did, and it was true. Baba liked you to show that you always 
wanted to be near Him. Another point Kitty stressed was always to 
be on time, and more than that, to be early; then you might win 
the sweetness of a few extra moments, maybe an extra embrace, 
from the Beloved. In Kitty you always felt such a generosity of 
sharing Baba with you. Whatever possessive feelings about Him 
she must have had (everyone does, in the beginning) were com- 
pletely worn away. 

As in India, Kitty was involved at the Center in making Baba's 
meals. I was helping her wash up when the phone rang, and Rano 
gave Baba's message: "Filadele [Filis Frederick and Adele Wolkin] 
are not to do any work while they are My guests at the Center." 
Baba not only knows what is happening everywhere, but how to 
play the perfect host. And, as workers for Baba, you can see how 
His Western women also, played hostess graciously to so many 
seekers, following His example. (Who, at the Center, has not 
tasted Kitty's delicious stew, or her rice-and-dal?). I recall too a 
little scene in the Hotel Roosevelt in Los Angeles, in ’56, of Kitty 
cooking spinach and rice for Baba on a little Sterno stove on the 
rug in her hotel room. On this same '56 trip it was only Kitty who 
had a copy of Baba's Prayer of Repentance. When Baba asked us 
all to stand and say it, Kitty ran to get it, and recited it for us all. 

These little memories of Kitty—her quick and ever-present 
alertness to the needs of the Master—come back to me as I write. 
Her selfless service is unique. But as with the others, the shine and 
polish came through many years of discipline with Baba, which 
she describes so well and so honestly in her book. It is hard to 
imagine today that Kitty had "moods." But as she says in her arti- 
cle Come and See [Meher Baba Journal, August 1939], Baba 
makes you face up to the truth of yourself. "There is no escape in a 
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life lived in a group, living at close quarters...every detail of the life 
of each is known to the Master. For example, someone insults you, 
calls you names, calls you a liar. Immediately your ego is hurt, you 
boil inside, and if resentment is not controlled, it shows itself in 
anger and excitement. In this way you feed the ego, and instead of 
decreasing, it increases. Shri Baba, who sees all, calls both parties 
together. He rebukes, He scolds for this lack of control and lack of 
love, saying: ‘If you cannot love each other, and it appears that you 
cannot, then take practical steps to see that you do not fight and 
can give in to one another. When you begin to feed the ego with 
the help of the mind and you feel resentment and excitement ap- 
proaching, start laughing, start dancing, go outside for a moment 
till the mind is under control. But control at all costs!!’” 

She remarks: “How slow all are to learn this lesson of control! 
But obedience to Baba's order makes it easier, especially His last 
words: "Now go, forget about it and do not brood. Throw it all over. 
Be happy, be cheerful. This is My order.” So one learns to “jane 
do” [Hindi, pronounced jah-nay doh], let it go, and forgive, from 
the Divine forgiver. The blue bus tours were an especial testing 
ground for learning to control moods and reactions. 

In India and in Europe, Baba made good use of Kitty's mana- 
gerial talents. She was often the one chosen to "hassle" the travel 
agents to make the constantly altered arrangements on His trips to 
the West (Cannes, Portofino, Avila, etc.). She was involved in find- 
ing "the perfect boy." And in the ashram, for a long while, she was 
in charge of the kitchen. 

This is one of the first "Kitty" stories I heard, before I met her. 
Baba, before He went away on a mast tour, laid out the menu for 
all: bread and tea for breakfast. One woman wasn't feeling well— 
could she have her bread toasted? Kitty yielded. But everyone 
knows how good toast smells. Soon all were having toast. Then— 
what good is toast without jam? It soon became toast and jam for 
all. On His return, Baba, discovering all this, "ticked off" Kitty, and 
she was demoted from her reign in the kitchen. The lesson: orders 
must be followed out literally, or as Kaka used to say in his hu- 
morous homilies to Westerners, "No suggest." She says: 

"Baba's orders had to be obeyed to the letter. Be assured that 
if you did anything contrary to what He said, He was sure to know 
about it and would call you to explain. No one who has not lived 
near Baba can ever believe how every detail of everybody's life 
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throughout the day was His concern. It might have been your food, 
your health, your bath, your special work, your home ties, but 
whatever it was, it was also Baba's interest. How He also did His 
spiritual or universal work was a puzzle to me, but He said, 'This 
must be so. I work all the time, whether I am thinking of the but- 
ter, bread or milk. I do My universal work simultaneously. I can- 
not rest unless I work. When I work, that is My rest. My work is in 
restlessness." 

The first week when I was Baba's guest at the Center, in ’52, 
He stirred up many vivid dreams in my head every night, then He 
made me tell Him each one the next day in front of the women. 
One night I had an amazing dream of Kitty dressed in a nun's 
habit, with sparkling dark eyes. Somehow I knew she was St. 
Theresa d'Avila. [In the dream] I asked her how we should proceed 
on the Path, especially, should we join a spiritual order or go it 
alone? She said, "That is a question that can only be answered 
when Baba comes again." And there was Baba coming up the stairs 
with His illimitable smile! I woke up and looked out the window 
and saw Baba looking at me with the exact same smile. When I 
related the dream to Him, I left out the part about Kitty being 
Theresa—I was too shy—but it was interesting that Baba, looking 
into my eyes, spelled out immediately on His alphabet board, "My 
four favorite saints are St. Theresa, St. Catherine, St. Francis and 
St. Augustine." For me, He authenticated that Kitty was the St. 
Theresa type. Baba called her "Saroja", meaning Lotus; the Saroja 
Library at the Center is named for her. 

Coming from a typical upper-class English family (Kitty was 
presented at Court, white feather headdress and all), she was a 
member of the Anglican Church, and, as she relates in her autobi- 
ography, devoted to Jesus. She had read the lives of the Christian 
mystics. Though she had surrendered her life to Baba as her living 
Master, in the beginning she did not identify Him as the Christ 
until one very rainy Easter morning in North India. Baba usually 
gave her permission to go to church on such a holiday. But as the 
rain poured down, and she gazed at Baba, she suddenly realized, 
He is the Christ. There was no need to go to Church to find Him. 

In 1952, Kitty assumed she would be returning to India with 
Baba, But He asked her to stay in America and help Elizabeth with 
the running of the Center. I am sure when He came again in 56 
and ’58 she longed to hear Baba say she would return with Him, 
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but such was not His will. She was too valuable for His work in this 
country. In a sense, she took Norina's place at Elizabeth's right 
hand-in fact, Baba used to cable to "Elikit." Not only her gift for 
managing everyday details (who can forget Kitty barreling around 
the Center in her golf cart, checking out the cabins?), but her 
warm personality, her intuitive way of dealing with people and 
their problems, was a great addition to the charm of the Center. By 
the 60s great numbers of people were visiting the Center—with the 
60s problems! Kitty gave unsparingly of her time and caring. 

For example, you have waited outside on the porch of Eliza- 
beth's house so long.... Finally the screen door to her office opens, 
out pops Kitty, her grey hair in a bun. "Are you a book or a prob- 
lem?" she asks. (It is through Kitty [in those days] that you would 
order books at the Center). You are scheduled for a half-hour visit. 
In between your "sobs and throbs" as it were, the telephone rings, 
someone pops in with a message, the cook asks for directions, 
Beauty (a very misnamed dog) needs attention...no matter, those 
deep brown caring eyes (so like Baba's at times) have looked 
within you, seen what you need, and you come away with the cheer 
and reinforcement you need. The "pretty brunette" Kensington 
music teacher is now "teaching" new souls how to follow Baba, by 
a loving word, a thoughtful kindness, but most of all by the exam- 
ple of her lifetime surrender to the Master. 
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5 Henry: In Search of 
the Highest Meaning 


Henry Kashouty, a judge, an excellent trombone player, and a 
long-time lover of Meher Baba, was always a stalwart supporter of 
Baba’s cause. As a young man, he boldly undertook to tell about 
Meher Baba on national television, and has long been a powerful 
speaker about Baba in his home of Hampton, Virginia, at the Cen- 
ter, and in many gatherings through the decades. 


At a very early time in my life, I don’t even know when, I had a 
natural preoccupation in my mind with looking for something that 
had the “highest meaning that I was capable of recognizing.” Look- 
ing back, that was always in my mind. I never thought about what 
other people thought; I just assumed that this goal was the same 
with every human being. 

The “highest meaning” had some reference in my mind to 
what it was that I could most admire. This did not relate to any- 
thing metaphysical, but simply meant focusing upon the most im- 
portant thing I could recognize, which generally had to do with 
knowing people, reading about people, or imagining about people 
who had a quality in their behavior that was admirable. 

My career in law wasn’t something I really longed to do; I had 
an uncle who was a lawyer in Washington, D.C. I was looking, and 
very naively, I thought that when you went to college, you would 
become informed about the meaning of life, but I soon learned 
that college would not quench my thirst. 

In the early stages, this search related to my own behavior and 
actions. In the beginning, I would preoccupy myself with what 
would give me pleasure, but at some point I recognized that these, 
maybe sensual things, were limiting me. And so I was able, step by 
step, to recognize that they were keeping me from qualities that I 
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could see in other people that were so admirable, even though I 
wasn’t living it myself. 

For that reason, I started to do things that would disburden 
me from that which kept me from the most meaningful thing I 
could recognize. So if I were hungry, I wouldn’t eat. If I wanted to 
go out with a girl, I wouldn’t do it—all of those obvious things. And 
by avoiding those little things, but trying to do that which at the 
time I could recognize as admirable, it was a gradual process, like 
when it’s dark and slowly the sun begins to rise and it becomes 
clearer. I felt I was going in the correct direction, in that it was 
making me feel that this was the real experience. And from seeing, 
or imagining, or reading about individuals who were so admirable, 
I knew that this was also something that could include everybody. 
So that was reinforcing my effort. Gradually, I began to experience 
something inside, nothing mystical, but something intuitive—val- 
ues that existed. And even though they were not in my life, I knew 
that they existed, and for me at the time, that was the highest 
meaning. 

I was introduced to two books: Cosmic Consciousness and the 
Bhagavad Gita, and when I read them, I was astounded; I knew 
what they were saying! It was an eye-opener. Then I heard about 
Ramakrishna; I got all of the books related to him, and I read it all. 
The translator was a man named Nikhilananda, a scholar who 
lived in New York City. I wrote to him and said, “I am tired of 
reading about the reality that I am convinced exists. I must meet 
someone who experiences it.” He told me to come visit him when 
he got back from France. 

So I had found out before Baba that there was a reality that 
was magnificent, that had to do with forgetting all of your limita- 
tions and focusing on what you could recognize, and putting it into 
your actions. It was a struggle, but it was so necessary for me at 
that stage to find this. At some point later I remembered what 
Baba said about those experiences; I think it was in 1956, when I 
first saw him. I was relating to Him some of these impressions that 
I had, and He acknowledged, “Those experiences were real, but 
you had no spiritual responsibility then.” Of course gradually, as 
time goes by, all of us understand what that responsibility is—put- 
ting Him before self. 

Then, what happened was, before I could go visit Nikhi- 
lananda, my friend Elizabeth Sacalis, who had grown up with my 
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wife, Kecha, came down to visit us in our apartment in Hampton, 
Virginia. I told her I had become aware of all of these incredible 
things that had the highest meaning, over and above job or any- 
thing physical or circumstantial. And I said that it is so formidable, 
it is like granite in the physical existence. This was like a contra- 
diction, or an awakening. But it was more powerful than anything 
else, and it included the highest possible meaning that I was able 
to recognize. 

So I told her all of these things that I had discovered within 
myself. I might have related it to some philosophers, but it was 
primarily something I could recognize as the most important 
thing, and it included everybody. As a generalization it was some- 
thing that any normal human being, seeing these qualities in an- 
other person, would find admirable, above and beyond physical 
circumstances, so it was real. 

Elizabeth was definitely not like ordinary young women. Her 
father wanted her to focus on conventional things, but she wasn’t 
interested in anything like that. So I shared with her what I had 
learned, what I was able to recognize as the meaning of life, and 
that this was a total preoccupation with me. She told me that when 
she went back to New York, she was walking on clouds. Thus she, 
similarly, was focusing on what had the highest meaning for her. 

As a thank you for what Kecha and I had shared with her, 
Elizabeth had found this book in an off-Broadway bookstore, 
which she sent to us. The title of the book was God Speaks. That 
was when it first came out in 1955. When I got the book in my of- 
fice, I opened it and looked at it, read the inside of the hardback 
paper cover, and then I looked at the picture of Meher Baba. I saw 
Him looking out at me...and I knew He was the one! I was looking 
for someone: I had been thinking: “If I’m here, and I understand 
this much, there must be someone who knows much more. When 
that book came, I knew that He was the one. I knew who He was. I 
knew He was who He said He was. So, it was tremendously uplift- 
ing to me to know that He existed. 

I immediately called Elizabeth and thanked her for the book, 
and then said, “He is the one! Find out how we can meet Him!” 
And I waited to hear from her. Waiting to hear a response from 
Elizabeth set up an emotion where each day seemed like an eter- 
nity. I heard nothing, heard nothing...but it couldn’t have been 
more than three or four days. So I finally called her, and she said 


IN SEARCH OF THE HIGHEST MEANING 81 


she had gone to the publisher in New York and was told that Me- 
her Baba had been here in 1952 and they did not expect Him to 
return. 

But there was the address on the back of the book-—the ad- 
dress in India. So I wrote a special delivery airmail letter: “Dear 
Meher Baba. I read your book and it had great impact on me. I 
want to meet you, and I don’t think that’s impossible,” although 
under my circumstances, it was actually a most impossible thing, 
and I would normally never have said that. 

I received an airmail reply giving me instructions as to whom 
to contact in New York. I think that it was the Florsheims, but in 
any case, I did what I was told to do in that letter. The second let- 
ter from Baba was relating to my connection to Him: “Your con- 
nection with me is of long duration. You are one of the fortunate 
ones.” That was not strange to me, just as it isn’t strange to other 
Baba people, which is a relatively small group compared to the 
population of the world. I knew who He was, and thus it felt like a 
very natural reception. 

Baba allowed me to write to Him, and I constantly struggled 
to find words to express “the most important thing in exis- 
tence”—to praise Him. He was beginning to stay in my mind, so I 
didn’t feel I needed to see Him. But I did see Him in New York at 
the Delmonico Hotel in 1956, before He came to the Center. There 
were all these people, and different groups, and John Bass was 
making sure the list of names was clear, and that everyone would 
be called to see Baba. 

The room that Baba was in had a separate door that exited 
into another room, which exited into the corridor. I thought, “I 
just need to watch Him.” So I stationed myself right at the door, 
because every time somebody came out, I wanted to see how He 
moved, how He moved His hands. I knew that I would be able to 
see something, because I knew who He was! But I didn’t see God, 
even though I knew He was That, so the next best thing was to 
stare at Him. Whenever the door would open, and every time it 
opened, I would be transfixed, wanting to see Him. And this hap- 
pened several times. 

Then, one time the door opened, and nobody came out, and 
Eruch said, “What do you want?” I had already seen Him, and I 
had been totally dissatisfied, because I couldn’t get into my mind 
what was appropriate to say to Him. So now I was wrestling with 
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that question as well. Suddenly, my name was called, Kecha wasn’t 
there, but I went in. 

Baba was on a chaise lounge, and I reached down and em- 
braced Him. I was trying to find what I needed to say, but it was 
impossible. The best thing I could come up with, which I whis- 
pered in His right ear as I bent down, was, “I adore you!” But to 
me it was totally inadequate. I don’t even remember what hap- 
pened in that room. And then when I exited, I was in that kind of 
dilemma. Here was God in human form, and all I could come up 
with was “I adore you”? I was still struggling to get my mind fo- 
cused on what ought to be said to Him. 

Then Kecha came back. She’s a tremendous person, but for- 
midable: “Oh, you’ve already been in to see Him?” she asked. I was 
astounded. I wondered if she expected me not to go in when I was 
called in? So I was in that state of mind, and she was in her state of 
mind. It was incomprehensible! And then, in those states of mind, 
we were both called in! 

We walked in to Baba’s presence, and He looked at us, and He 
gestured, putting His hands on the side of His cheeks, pursed His 
lips, and, with eyes wide open, rolled His eyes back and forth, con- 
veying shock. And shock was in our minds. He knew. Kecha was 
kneeling in front of Him, and she had earrings on. Baba pulled off 
one of her earrings, took her hand, put the earring into her hand, 
and rolled her fingers up. I don’t remember what else happened in 
there, but I was trying to make my mind comprehend what it 
needed to comprehend in order to be in the presence of The Most 
Important Fact of All of Existence. I was not equal to it. And I 
don’t remember anything when we came out again! 

At that time, in 1956, I didn’t have any money, so I couldn’t 
afford to go down to Myrtle Beach. I was just starting my law prac- 
tice then. I regretted that. I had a brother who had a little money, 
and who would have gone with me to the Center in 1956. So it was 
my shortcoming, the way I looked at it. But I now recognize that 
everything that happens is meant to happen, but that doesn’t keep 
you from trying to focus more and more. 

Actually even before Baba came back in 1958, we did come 
down to the Center; before that, very few guests had been here. 
Kitty got Baba’s permission for us to come ahead. Elizabeth, Kitty 
and Eileen Coates were there. So we drove down, and when we got 
here, it was raining. We’d been driving in a convertible and it was 
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leaking. When we finally arrived, we went down to the kitchen 
where they were all waiting to have dinner with us. And Elizabeth 
said, “You know, youre late.” That was the beginning! We stayed 
at the Cabin on the Hill. 

Then, when Baba came in 1958, all kinds of people were here. 
I was doing the best I knew how to focus on Him, and I had to 
watch every movement of His. I think at that time, Kecha and I 
were working in the kitchen serving food to everybody. That’s 
when several of us men created the “Alligator Club.” Frank Eaton 
played the saxophone, Willoughby played the bass, I played the 
trombone...and there were others. I didn’t have my trombone with 
me, so I went to town and rented the most awful trombone; that’s 
Baba’s way—He gives you the worst equipment! 

So we were in the Barn, playing for Baba. We looked so ridicu- 
lous—grown, middle-aged men, each one wearing a red Swiss hat 
with a feather on the side, and making up the most inane things, 
like having a great need for national security. Baba’s body was just 
bouncing; He said it was the most he’d laughed in this incarna- 
tion! Our jokes were ridiculous, but they were really funny! We got 
a big baby carriage and we pushed Dana Field in, wearing a baby 
hat on his head. Baba was roaring; I mean, He made no sound, but 
His body was bouncing up and down. We gave Baba a little tin 
monkey, and if you squeezed a little ball, it would clap its hands. 
So they asked that any time Baba liked something, if he would 
squeeze the monkey. He was laughing so much His face got bright 
red. The dancers were also there, and Baba was just playing with 
the whole group. 

Then, while we were playing Begin the Beguine, Baba ap- 
peared to go into a kind of trance. Immediately the Mandali made 
a circle around Him so nobody would touch Him. At that moment, 
I was in the middle of a solo, and everything had stopped. In a 
flash it came to me: I’m going to finish the solo. I can’t even say it 
was intuition; I just did it. Then, from where I was standing, I 
could see Baba’s face, and it was like carved granite—that immo- 
bile. There was not a sound from outside—nothing! All sound was 
gone. It was the most incredible reflection of Him. 

After everything was over, all the performers—the dancers, the 
Alligator Men, including the band—were to get an embrace from 
Baba. As best as I can recall, I was the last person, and when I got 
to Baba, Baba gestured as if He were holding a trombone, then as 
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if he were playing it, sliding it back and forth. It looked as if He 
were actually playing! It was totally unexpected. Then He looked 
at me and gestured with His thumb and forefinger together, and 
He kissed me on both cheeks. Everybody else was getting one kiss; 
I got two. So I thought, “I made the right decision to keep playing!” 

I was always staring at Baba, staring at Him as He walked 
here and there. Then, Baba was in the Lagoon Cabin, and He 
would see everybody who came to the Center—and there were 
about a hundred and fifty people. When people came to the Cen- 
ter, Kitty’s and Elizabeth’s instructions were that everybody was to 
see Baba in the Lagoon Cabin when they arrived. So we all had 
that contact with Him. But then afterwards, He’d call this group, 
or this person or that person for a second time, and in my mind, 
the Most Important Thing That I Was Aware Of wasn’t calling 
Henry...He wasn’t calling me. 

So I was trying to wrestle with that in my mind. Kecha was 
there, but I didn’t say anything to her; I was trying to deal with it. I 
don’t know how long it lasted, but it seemed like a long time, be- 
cause I was trying to rise above it, but I couldn't. I had to resolve it 
with the highest level of honesty and selflessness that I could mus- 
ter. The Most Important Person In The World to me was seeing 
this one and that one, but He was not calling me for a second visit 
with Him. 

I had to reconcile it. And the only way I could do so was to 
find, in the end, what was the truth: He is God. If He does not 
want to see Henry, His will should be my will. And it actually be- 
came my will. I was in a state of bliss I had never experienced be- 
fore! We were called in minutes after that, and by then I didn’t 
care. If He had said I would be God-realized tomorrow, or what- 
ever exalted statement might be directed from the God-man to any 
one of His devotees, it made no difference to me. 

So I was in there with Him; the Mandali were also there, and 
some others. Kecha was kneeling down, and I was in this state. No 
words made any difference to me. He was pointing to me and tell- 
ing everybody, “Do you realize he’s a rare gem?” He asked each 
one. The final one He said this to was Fred Winterfeldt—he and 
Ella and I were close, because I always went to New York. Fred an- 
swered, “Well, I don’t know what kind of gem, Baba, probably a 
diamond in the rough, but he loves you very much!” But the im- 
portant thing was, words didn’t make any difference; it was the 
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surrender. I had never experienced anything like that before. I 
didn’t care. 

I was massaging both of His legs. I started with His right leg, 
from the knee down, and Baba was beaming through His entire 
conversation with Kecha. Kecha was very matter of fact, very 
straightforward. One of the things she said was, “Henry wants to 
go to India with you, Baba.” He said, “What would you do if I take 
him?” And she answered, “Well, I’m coming too!” Then someone 
joked that we’d just do nothing but go sightseeing around India, 
which was very strange. But the important thing was that nothing 
bothered me. Then at some point Baba asked Kecha, “Who do you 
love more, Henry or Me?” Without any hesitation, she said, in a 
very matter of fact voice, “It’s because of You that I’m able to love 
Henry.” And Baba almost came out of His chair! He leaned for- 
ward and came up a little bit. He reached down and pulled her up 
to Him and embraced her. Kecha said later, “He put that in my 
mind. I never would have thought of that.” 

My total preoccupation was that I really didn’t have to go to 
India. Once I found out that He existed, I knew that His Reality 
was in everybody, and therefore, I knew I had to find Him where I 
was. Even though I wasn’t experiencing Him within myself, I knew 
I had to, and that was my preoccupation all the time. So when I 
wrote to Him, I would try to find the words that would reflect the 
incredible fact that He existed. It was in 1958, Baba told the Man- 
dali, “Such love-letters from a lawyer!” and He made a gesture for 
long sheets of paper. They all got a laugh out of that. 

But the important point is, He exists, and He is me. That 
doesn’t mean I had mystical experiences—I didn’t. He did say, “I 
veiled you for my work.” Who knows what that means? But I think 
it’s the same with all of us. I am satisfied that every one of us who 
recognizes the God-Man during an advent, whether we see Him or 
not, are all veiled. There was something He said to me that made 
me realize why we're veiled: When we have conviction that He is 
who He says He is, being veiled causes each one of us, in our own 
way to the best of our ability, to struggle to keep Him in our 
minds. Baba told me in one of His letters that He uses that strug- 
gle to remember Him, while being veiled, to do His work for the 
entire creation. Baba uses our struggle. 

From things that He has said, even though this is the advent 
of the God-Man and consequently results in the awakening of the 
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heart of the entire planet, He has said, “Those who recognize Me 
consciously during My advent are a rare few.” But because it is the 
advent of the Avatar, every human being gets an awakening. To 
point out the totality and the enormity of that advent and His im- 
pact on all life in the duality that we call creation, He said, “even a 
blade of grass gets a push forward.” 

So with human beings, the most critical thing for all of us to 
struggle with—because we know we have to really make up our 
minds to struggle—is to put Him before self. When? In every single 
continuous moment! Because, what I learned from Him is the 
impossible-to-grasp: the enormity of the relentless mind, which 
He said is a prison. You have one thing, one thing that can take 
you out of that prison of untold numbers of lifetimes, and that is 
Him, the God-Man. 

After that I would go up to New York and give talks about 
Baba, along with Fred and Ella Winterfeldt. It was the blind lead- 
ing the blind, but I did everything I could. Once I was on television 
talking about Baba; it was broadcast over several states. I won- 
dered, “How can I be equal to the Most Important Fact That In- 
cludes Everybody?” When I got to the building where the show 
was going to be telecast—and, my dear God, there was a line of 
people waiting to get into the building—I found out they were com- 
ing to hear me! I got sick! I felt totally unequal to it. I had to go 
into make-up, and there were people staring at me thinking that I 
was a celebrity...and I was trying to focus my mind, with all that 
impossibility. 

When I got up there, they told me that the host, Alan Burke, 
“will eat you alive.” But that didn’t worry me; I was worried about 
my ability to say what needed to be said about the greatest Fact In 
All of Existence in a way that was understandable! Then, finally 
this man came in, very tall, immaculately groomed, but with the 
most unfriendly, steely cold blue eyes I’ve ever seen...and it was 
Alan Burke! But I wasn’t worried about him; I was only worried 
about what I was being called to represent. We got called in, and I 
felt like I was being called to my execution. 

There was a round table, and two comfortable leather chairs. 
Baba had said, “Now is the time to make My name known.” It was 
1967, before I had given any talks. But Irwin and Edward Luck 
were there, as well as three other Baba lovers, and a lot of young 
people. Alan Burke introduced me, then turned to me with a very 
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unfriendly expression on his face and said, “How do you know 
Meher Baba is God?” 

I didn’t even think, but looked straight into his eyes and an- 
swered, “I don’t know that He’s God. He says He’s God, and I be- 
lieve Him.” Then I had the thought, “Baba put that in my head!” 
From that point on, he couldn’t have been nicer if I were Baba 
Himself. 

After the talk people from the audience could ask questions. 
One was a young man with a three-piece suit and a crew cut, with 
the most disturbed look on his face. I had wanted to be absolutely 
clear about who Meher Baba was—God in human form—and that 
He had come before, as Mohammed, Jesus, all the way back to Zo- 
roaster. This young man was obviously a very sincere Christian, 
and he asked, “How can you say that he was Jesus?” I could feel 
the pain in him, and he was obviously sincere, and very gentle. 

Alan Burke started to take him apart with words, intellectu- 
ally. I put my hand on Alan Burke’s arm and said calmly, “May I 
say something?” Alan said, “Of course,” and I started to talk to this 
young man...I don’t know exactly what I said to him, but I wanted 
him to know, to the best of my ability, those things that would 
melt the sense of alienation. His face started to relax, and then he 
actually started nodding. Later Irwin and Edward said, “Did you 
see what happened with that guy?!” It was all Baba’s doing. 

One of the things that was a big help to me was that I was giv- 
ing them good news; I was telling them that they were all included 
in a destiny, that every single person is going to be exposed indi- 
vidually, eternally, and that experience is infinite. That was an 
enormous help! But I was doing it with the kind of conviction that 
was justified, because I know who He is! That resonates...and no 
one is excluded. 

Later I came down to the Center, and this elderly woman was 
driving out when I was coming in. She rolled the window down, 
looked at me, and said, but with a smile, “You have ruined my 
life!” It turned out that she was a teacher; she had seen the pro- 
gram, and became a Baba follower. See, Baba does this. It’s Baba 
doing everything. Our job is to focus on Him. When I got home, 
the producer of the TV show called me and said, “We have had 
more mail and telephone calls from your program than from any 
other program we have ever done.” So, we don’t know what Baba 
is doing. He’s doing it. We do our best to make it clear to others. 
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I’ve come down to the Center over the years and shared my 
story. Typically, I come down, I’m very busy traveling and getting 
settled...and then the next day I feel Baba’s presence all over the 
place, and my mind quiets down. What’s important to share is 
something that I honestly believe to be the greatest help to me, 
and I feel if it’s such an enormous help to me, then it will be to 
those who are hearing me, and that is that Baba is totally, one 
hundred percent now. This Center is His Home, and this place is 
impregnated with quieting your mind! 

I don’t sleep much, and in order to stop thinking with any in- 
tensity, I use something from what Baba has said, but these are my 
words, simplifying it. In my mind I hear Baba saying it: “A quiet 
mind is a powerful tool, and I am the key to a quiet mind.” Baba 
always is, has always been, and will always be only now. Now. This 
is our chance: now. It’s incredibly important. This is the greatest 
awakening! That’s our struggle. I have my arena; you have your 
arena, but it’s a rare few. The important thing is, Baba’s doing His 
work. We don’t know what it is, but it’s infinite. So He’s using our 
struggle to give the greatest awakening that has ever happened. 

What does a quiet mind require? Baba said, “The mind is a 
prison,” and in my mind, it is a fixity of one’s consciousness which 
is absolutely a prison. I likened that fixity to being as big and for- 
midable and wide and tall and solid as a block of granite. That’s 
the fixity of human consciousness. And that fixity—lifetime after 
lifetime after lifetime—is a prison. It is unrelieved separateness. 
That’s ego—unrelieved separateness. Now the work begins: Re- 
member Me, say My name, surrender to My will. Put Me in your 
every thought. If you don’t remember Me, youre not going to be 
inspired to put Me before yourself. 

For me, it was enough that Baba existed. That’s why I didn’t 
ask Him anything. But the one thing I did ask Him was about the 
Discourses. In the original Discourses, Baba had said something 
like, “Those with special circumstances can ask for guidance.” So I 
wrote Baba one time about praising the fact that He existed. 
Baba’s response was, “There is no time for special circumstances. 
Just hold on to my daaman with both hands.” That was the end of 
that question. 

We were at the Center in 1958, and it was the day before Baba 
left. He said to get up early in the morning and follow His car to 
Wilmington Airport. When we arrived in Wilmington, Baba went 
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into the airport. There were these marble pillars, and Baba was 
sitting at the base of one of them. I guess there were about a hun- 
dred and twenty people, all kneeling around him, row after row 
after row, and I couldn’t see Baba. I could only see the backs of all 
the people, but I could hear Eruch’s voice translating Baba’s ges- 
tures. I was over talking to William Donkin, but I could hear every- 
thing Eruch was saying. Then at one point, I felt that I should be 
over there with the group. So I told Donkin that, and he said, 
“Yeah, go ahead.” 

I went over; I was on the outside. I knelt down, with my head 
bent down, listening to Eruch, as everyone else was in the rows in 
front of me. But when I looked up, suddenly there was no one sit- 
ting in front of me, and I could see Baba. And He turned His head 
to me...and blew me a kiss! But I didn’t realize until I got back to 
the Center, “My God, there was no space there!” There was no way 
our eyes could have met because of the people between us...but He 
does what is needed for each one of us. Then I was thinking: I 
don’t have those experiences; I’m like a clod of granite. So that was 
a beautiful gift. 

But the most important thing, because I had it in me before 
He even said it: The last thing He said before leaving the airport, 
smiling at us, “Isn’t it wonderful; I never leave you.” But that was 
already granite in my head, because I know He exits! So this was 
icing on the granite! 
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6 Ralph and Stella: 
We Just Stood There, Transfixed 


Ralph and Stella Hernandez headed to Myrtle Beach with the 
idea that they were going to meet someone on the higher planes 
and then go on a vacation, never expecting to actually meet God! 
Sixteen years later they moved their family to be near the Meher 
Spiritual Center, where they stayed for the rest of their lives, ra- 
diating Baba’s love and supporting both His Center and the ever- 
growing nearby community of Baba’s lovers. 


Ralph: We had never been interested in spirituality or phi- 
losophy, or God-or anything worthwhile, most likely. But about 
eight months before we heard about Meher Baba, in early 1955, 
that changed. Along with two other couples, we started having 
these little meetings to discuss spiritual things, and gradually 
these meetings grew. Within six months there were about twenty 
to twenty-five people. 

There was one quote from Mary Baker Eddy that really stuck 
with me, and that was, “As you think, so shall it be.” This became 
important because of an accident that I was involved in one rainy 
day. I was coming home with this friend who was a realtor; he had 
been showing me a piece of property. I had just bought my first 
new car—a blue Ford Fairlane, and I was very proud of it. We were 
driving down this road where a new sewage system was being in- 
stalled, and there were huge pipes lining the side of the road. I 
wasn’t driving very fast, but all of a sudden the car went out of 
control and the right wheels slid into the gully by the construction. 
As I was trying to get the car back on the road, I had this thought: 
“We are going to be alright,” and at that moment I lost conscious- 
ness. The car struck these huge pipes, completely demolishing the 
car, folding it in half like a U, and we were thrown out of the car 
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into the middle of the road. Someone nearby came running to us, 
and by the time he got to us, we were both getting up off the road; 
there was not a scratch on either of us! After that I said to myself, 
“My God, there must be something else other than what I know.” 

I was about thirty-seven years old at the time. Stella and I al- 
ready had three kids, and I was working as a waiter in a hotel on 
St. Petersburg Beach. About that time this fellow, Dana Field, 
came to work in the same hotel where I was working. He also got a 
job as a waiter, but I could tell he was not a waiter at all; he just 
needed a job. On the first day he was there, we were ready for the 
customers, but they hadn’t started arriving yet. We were walking 
around this round table, and Dana looked at me and he said, “You 
know, I have a Master.” I thought he was crazy. But he had just 
come back from The Three Incredible Weeks, and he was full of 
Baba. “He’s coming to this country, and people who are interested 
are going to see Him in Myrtle Beach....” 

Because I had just gone through that experience with the car 
accident, I paid attention to what Dana was saying. I told him 
about the group that we had, and right away he was interested, 
because his purpose in coming to Florida was to let people know 
that Baba was coming. Nobody had listened to him up until that 
moment, and when I told about our group, he invited himself right 
away. He came to the meetings, bringing pamphlets and photos of 
Baba. Some people liked him and some didn’t. 


Stella: I didn’t take him very seriously, because he had all of 
these strange ideas. He was a very strict vegetarian—he just ate 
dried fruit and nuts. He wouldn’t sit by a woman because he would 
get their sanskaras. 


Ralph: But every time he quoted something from Baba, his 
presentation was so strong, so powerful, and so true, that some of 
us took it in. And out of the group, three couples went to see Baba 
in May of 1956. 

A beautiful thing happened there, and I wasn’t aware of it un- 
til much later on: after we came to see Baba, we went home and 
wanted to tell everybody about Him. We were overwhelmed by 
His beauty, His appearance, and His love. But nobody listened to 
us. Except for the other two couples who also went to Myrtle 
Beach in 1956, we gradually lost contact with all those people we 
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had been meeting with, so we figured it was all Baba’s doing. Baba 
had picked us, set us up, gotten us ready, and brought us to meet 
Him in 1956. 


Stella: When we were first considering going to meet Baba, I 
thought, “Well, why not; let’s go.” The three couples who decided 
to go were all friends of ours, and I thought it would be so much 
fun to get away from the kids for a change, and I needed a vaca- 
tion. So I came to the Center with the idea that I was going to have 
a good time. I figured, “How much time can this Meher Baba take 
up? After all he doesn’t talk. So we'll go see Him, then take off and 
have our vacation!” Well, I had a surprise coming. 

The first day we got here, we were scheduled to meet Baba at 
10:00 that morning. We got there at 9:00, and parked where the 
Refectory is now; there was nothing there at the time. We were 
walking down the path in front of the Caretaker’s Cabin, and just 
before we got to the door of the Original Kitchen, Baba came out. 
He was standing right in front of us! Baba was making some mo- 
tions with his hands, and Adi was translating to someone. We just 
stood there, transfixed! I don’t even know how to describe the feel- 
ing that went through me. It was fantastic. It’s really hard to de- 
scribe. It was very, very special. And it was so unexpected. We just 
stood there! We didn’t know what to do. 


Ralph: When we first saw Baba by the Original Kitchen door, 
He took our breath away...His beauty...His coloring...His align- 
ment.... When we had made the decision to come, we didn’t know 
what we were coming to see. We didn’t know anything about this 
Truth that we are aware of nowadays. Our idea of coming to see 
Baba was that we were just coming to see this man-sort of a phi- 
losopher who didn’t speak. We were actually perturbed as to His 
not speaking. “How is he going to communicate with us?” we won- 
dered. But after meeting Baba—after that first glance—the idea of 
His not speaking went out the window. We were completely taken 
in by His beauty. 


Stella: After that I was always running after Him, wanting to 
see Him, and wondering, “Who is this man? Why do I feel this 
way? Why do I have these feelings?” I was jealous of everybody. If 
he even looked at someone, I felt jealous. All of these emotions 
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were going through me, and I could not understand them. I didn’t 
know what to make of them, and it was that way the whole time I 
was with Baba. 


Ralph: After we saw Baba there for those first few moments, 
he motioned something to Adi, then went down the steps, over 
across the bridge, and up the hill. I could see Him over on the 
other side. I went down the steps as well, and walked over by the 
Boathouse, my mind trying to comprehend what was going on, 
and this strange fear I had about Meher Baba. I was pacing back 
and forth, sort of meditating, and one of those times as I turned 
around, I looked towards the bridge, and Baba was just stepping 
off the bridge, coming my way. I looked up and found myself gaz- 
ing into His eyes. Our eyes met, but He kept on walking and went 
quickly up the steps. At that time, in 1956, Baba was very agile; 
when He walked along, you practically had to run behind Him. 

When Baba went up the steps, something took place inside my 
chest. There was a lump in my throat, and tears in my eyes. I could 
hardly think. I stood like that for a few moments, and then thought 
to myself, “I don’t want anybody to see me like this.” So I walked 
down on the lake path behind the kitchen and stood there all by 
myself, sobbing, tears in my eyes, my mind swimming. I was there 
for about ten minutes, or so. After a while I heard that the people 
who had come from Florida were now to meet Baba. The six of us, 
along with Dana who had brought us, were all called into the La- 
goon Cabin. 

When I first went into the Lagoon Cabin, Baba was on the 
chaise lounge that is now in Baba’s house. He was sitting there. I 
don’t know who else was in the room. My eyes were all on Baba. I 
saw Baba at different times in different ways. Sometimes He 
looked very strong to me; other times He looked very mild. On this 
occasion He looked very small, like a really nice man. 

I looked at Baba, and I couldn’t take my eyes away from Him. 
I didn’t know what was going on other than I was looking at Baba. 
He asked several people, “Are you happy to see Me?” and “Who is 
your wife?”—things like that. And while all of this was going on, I 
wanted to tell Him what had happened to me. It just wanted to 
come out. 

I started to say something, and someone else spoke up. He 
stopped that person and He asked me, “Did you want to say some- 
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thing?” I answered, “Yes, Baba. When I saw you by the boathouse, 
you took my breath away.” And He said to me, “I take away very 
little, and I give the infinite ocean of Love,” as He gestured, 
spreading His arms out wide. The idea that He didn’t speak was 
completely forgotten, because He was so elegant in His motions. 
He had a body language like nobody else—His eyes, His hands. I 
was so attracted to Him that nothing at all distracted me. And I 
understood things when He referred to me, better than I had ever 
understood them before that time. 


Stella: Even when we had the appointment with Baba, I just 
stood there staring at Him. I wasn’t aware of anybody else. Eruch 
was there, but I don’t remember him at all. There was only Baba. 
And I don’t remember going out; I just found myself walking away 
from all the people. 


Ralph: We were staying off the Center in downtown, and we 
came to the Center almost every day at 8:00. Each day I enter- 
tained the idea of asking Baba so many questions. My mind was 
working, and I wanted to know this and that and the other thing. 
Yet every day, after seeing Baba for a little bit, I’d forget about the 
questions. Finally, I realized that it was better not to ask any ques- 
tions, and that the questions I wanted to ask were a lot of foolish- 
ness, although in time they were all answered anyway through the 
different experiences of that week. 


Stella: Baba was often having interviews in the Lagoon Cabin 
with new people as they arrived, so we were always standing 
nearby on the outside, hoping to see Him and always conscious of 
Him. That’s how we would spend our time. Then He would take us 
to the Barn, and we would all run after Him to the Barn. 


Ralph: We were like kids going to a fair or a carnival. There 
was a bench right near the Lagoon Cabin, and I sat down there. 
Every time they opened the screen door as people came in and out, 
I would look through the door and get a glimpse of Baba in there. I 
stayed there and stayed there. Once Baba got up and went to the 
little washbowl in the corner near the window. He got some water 
and splashed it on His face, and I could see Him very clearly from 
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where I was sitting. I always think that Baba did that for me be- 
cause I was waiting there. 

One time we were sitting on the extension porch, which used 
to come out from the dining area of the Original Kitchen. We were 
listening to a recitation of Victor Hugo by Harold Rudd. Now, 
Harold Rudd was a very dramatic fellow. There were a whole 
bunch of people sitting on the porch, and Baba was with us. As this 
recording was going on, I had the thought, “My God, are we going 
to sit here and listen to this with Baba sitting right here?” I looked 
over at Baba; just then He looked at me, and in a very expressive 
way, with his eyebrows arched up, He put his hand out to the side 
and shrugged, as if He were agreeing with me. 

But a little while later I received almost the opposite experi- 
ence. We left the Original Kitchen and went outside where there 
was a lady who wanted to recite a poem that she had written to 
Baba. It was a beautiful gesture, but in my mind, I had the same 
comment as before. At that moment, Baba gave me a glance—He 
frowned at me. He didn’t have to talk; I could see from His disap- 
proval that I should watch my mind a little bit...and you knew 
when He was directing something to you. And as I think about it, 
there were maybe two hundred people there, and almost every- 
body had some experience with Baba. It wasn’t through talking at 
all; it was communicated by a little glance from Baba, or perhaps a 
little motion by Him. Something would take place. 

Another time Baba asked us to walk up to where we parked 
the cars, where the Refectory is now. We were following Him; I 
think we were heading toward the Barn. Baba stopped and told us 
to form a ring around Him, to look into His eyes, and to “think of 
the God in your souls.” That was some experience to look into 
Baba’s eyes like that! 

At one point, a jet came by and broke the sound barrier. Baba 
said, “All of you know that a jet just passed by and you are con- 
scious that it broke the sound barrier. At the same time there are 
ants on the floor. They are going about their business, and they do 
not have that awareness of the jet breaking the sound barrier. In 
the same way, you are not aware of what God is, or this high state 
of consciousness. You are just like the ants.” 

In ’56 we also went to the movies, to the theater, and to 
Brookgreen Gardens. While we were in Brookgreen Gardens, there 
were some Catholic priests walking up and down, looking at the 
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statues. We spent a couple of hours there, and every once in a 
while our two groups would pass; they'd be coming this way and 
we'd be with Baba going that way, and then we’d meet them again 
going in the other direction. I wondered what they would think if 
they knew God was right next to them! 

We went down to the beach with Baba, which you can see in 
the movies. We were all there with Him—about a hundred and fifty 
to a hundred and seventy-five people. Baba asked us to look for a 
perfect shell; He wanted to take these shells to the ladies in India. 
We all went looking around, and we would bring shells to Him. 
Some of them were really nice, and Baba would look at them, then 
smile, gesturing that they were very nice. With others He would 
frown, and seem to say, “My goodness, you would bring this to the 
lady Mandali?” This went on for a half an hour or so. But everyone 
was looking for shells, and they got quite a few beautiful shells. 

Then we started walking back into the Center. I was walking 
on Baba’s left, and just beyond the parking lot, Dana Field, who 
had told me about Baba, came running with a shell. “Hey, look, 
Baba, I found a perfect shell!” I had the thought, “Well, look at this 
damn fool, after the whole thing is over, here he comes running 
with a shell!” But with His right hand, Baba put his thumb and 
forefinger together, suggesting it was perfect. Then Baba put the 
shell in his left hand and gave it to me, with a very stern look on 
his face. And boy, did I feel foolish! I still have that little shell...and 
more humility. 

On the last day we went to see Baba at His house to say good- 
bye to Him. All the men were invited. When I got there, He was on 
the porch, and He opened the screen door and invited me in. I felt 
that it was the most beautiful invitation that I had ever had in my 
life! I got such a great feeling from it, and as I was walking through 
the house, I was floating on cloud nine. 


Stella: In the meantime, I was having a hard time; I was jeal- 
ous, because Baba was paying so much attention to Ralph and I 
didn’t feel that He was paying any attention to me. But after we 
went back home, one of the things that stayed with me that Baba 
had said was “If you don’t love me, just think of me.” In other 
words, don’t be a hypocrite. Since we had just heard of Him, I kept 
wondering, “Am I really sincere?” He had kept saying, “Be sincere 
in your love for Me,” and it really was bothering me. I struggled, 
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partly because I had also learned that I didn’t really like myself the 
way I was, and partly because I continued to worry about whether 
I was sincere in my love for Baba. 

But then I had a dream. I hardly ever have dreams, and if I do, 
I don’t remember them. In this dream Baba had invited all these 
people to Myrtle Beach, and He was going to let us know who was 
sincere and who wasn’t. And there I was in a long line; all of us 
were standing in line, waiting to find out. I could see all these 
people going in; some would come out and they would be crying, 
while others would come out and they’d be very happy. This took a 
long time, as they were going in one by one and Baba was letting 
them know if they were sincere or not. Finally, my turn came. I 
went in there, and Baba embraced me, and, it was all fine! But I 
know Baba gave me that dream to make me feel better, because I 
really had been suffering for quite a long time. 


Ralph: When Baba returned in 1958, we had taken the kids 
out of school to come and see Baba. We had a hard time because 
the school didn’t want to let them go. They said that if they left, 
they wouldn’t pass their classes, and by the time we got back, I 
don’t think they had turned a page in any of their studies. But it all 
worked out. Anyway, we brought the whole family. At that time 
our eldest son was seventeen, our daughter was thirteen, and the 
youngest boy was eight. When we came to see Baba, the whole 
family went into the Lagoon cabin. 

When we walked in, Baba was sitting there having a little con- 
ference with his Mandali member, Nariman Dadachanji, so we 
were standing there for a little while. I could hardly contain my- 
self; I wanted to embrace Baba so badly. Finally, finally, He turned 
towards us and gave us a smile...and I fell apart; I started crying 
like a baby. I cried and cried. You could have heard me from the 
Original Kitchen. It wasn’t that light sobbing; it was a loud out- 
burst. I kept on and on, and I think maybe Baba thought, “This is 
enough;” He took me by both elbows, and it stopped. I was crying 
like that in front of my seventeen-year-old son, and my other chil- 
dren. They were probably wondering, “Why would Daddy cry like 
that?” They still talk about it. 

Whenever I was near Baba, even when we had the appoint- 
ment with Him, I just stood there staring at Him. I wasn’t aware of 
anybody else. Eruch was there, but I don’t remember him at all. 
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There was only Baba. And I don’t remember going out; I just 
found myself walking away from all the people. 


Stella: When Baba returned to America in 1958, it was after 
He had the auto accident in India. He told Kitty and Elizabeth that 
He wanted Margaret’s male dancers to be the ones to carry Him in 
that lift chair...and my son wanted to carry Him so badly! He kept 
pestering the dancers every time they went some place. They’d be 
around the chair, and when Baba would come, he kept asking. 
Well, Baba finally let him. He was so happy! So he’s in the movies 
carrying Baba. Even now he says, “I'll never forget what Baba gave 
me as long as I live!” 

One day we all went with Jane Haynes to her theater. It was 
just a little way down the road from the Center and later became 
the Shriners Auditorium and then a go-cart track. Baba always had 
a whole bunch of children around Him; they always flocked to 
Him, so He was sitting in the front of the auditorium surrounded 
by this whole bunch of kids. I was sitting behind Him looking at 
Him from the back. I was sort of meditating, thinking about Him. 

All of a sudden Baba turned around and put His forefinger 
and thumb together in the sign He often used when He was 
pleased with something. I looked around and there was nobody 
there, only me. But I didn’t think it was for me. Then right when I 
looked back at Him, He turned around again and gave me that 
sign a second time. I think He recognized that I was thinking of 
Him, and He let me know. I appreciated so much that He did. 


Ralph: One time there was a whole bunch of people around 
the Lagoon Cabin. Baba was inside, and all of a sudden Adi Irani 
came out of the Lagoon Cabin, and he lit a cigarette. 


Stella: That’s when we were all trying to quit smoking. We 
thought Baba wanted us to quit, and we were telling people that 
they should quit. 


Ralph: We were going to get God Realization by quitting 
smoking! Anyhow, Adi came out there and he lit a cigarette, and 
took a big puff with a lot of gusto...and everybody immediately 
went for their cigarettes! 
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Stella: Baba must have sent him out. 


Ralph: I’m sure he did...I know he did, because Adi would not 
have done something like that on his own. Baba probably sent him 
out there. 


Stella: We had quit in ’56, so then we felt that everybody 
should quit, and I guess Baba did it to set us straight, and maybe 
some other people as well. Baba says He comes down to our level. 


Ralph: That’s one of the biggest gifts that Baba gave us—His 
understanding of our humanity. Around Him you felt it and you 
knew it. Every day you wanted to come and get some more. Every 
day we were anxious to come to the Center. Most of the people 
stayed off the Center. We would go to the Center from 8:00 in the 
morning until 8:00 in the evening. 

People always ask us if Baba ever asked us to do something, or 
if He ever gave us an order. The only order He gave me was at the 
Barn. I was there, as was Mrs. Patterson and maybe a few of 
Baba’s close disciples. We hadn’t gone in yet, but Baba was sitting 
inside in a chair. I was very lucky because I was right in the middle 
of the porch by the screen door, and as I was looking inside, I 
could see Him. I remember that a friend of mine was with me, and 
Filis Frederick was also there. Baba leaned over and motioned to 
me to come in. This other fellow thought Baba was referring to 
him, so he started to go in. And Baba motioned, “No, no,” and then 
looked at me and motioned, “Come in here.” So I started going in. 

It must have taken thirty seconds to get to Him, but in those 
thirty seconds I must have had a hundred thoughts. I was think- 
ing, “What does He want? I wonder what He wants with me. What 
is He going to make me do?” I kept walking and walking until I 
stood by Him, still having these thoughts, and He gave me a very 
questioning look. At different times I saw Baba in different ways. 
This particular time He looked sort of frail to me, and His skin ap- 
peared sort of translucent; it’s hard to describe. But He looked at 
me and He asked, “Would you do something for Me?” And I said, 
“Yes, Baba.” 

Now, Mrs. Patterson was sitting right across from Him, and 
she gave me a couple of glances, with those big blue eyes that 
seemed to say, “I wonder if this guy knows what’s taking place!” 
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Baba looked at me again, and said, “Would you be happy to do 
something for me?” “Yes, Baba,” I answered, but I was still won- 
dering, “What is He going to make me do?” 

“I want you to go out to the parking lot and stand there. When 
people come, you tell them that we went out to lunch, and that 
we're coming back in about an hour.” And that’s what He wanted; 
that was the order He gave me. When He came back, His car came 
around in front of me. He was sitting in the back seat, and He mo- 
tioned for me to come forward. Then He signaled with His forefin- 
ger and thumb together...then swept His arms out, as if to say, 
“Good! Now go on,” to let me know my duty was done. 

There were certain times when Baba seemed to be in different 
kinds of moods. When Baba was happy, everybody was happy. 
When He was very serious, everybody got serious, and very quiet. 
And sometimes He would get into a mood where it appeared that 
He was out of His body. He would be sitting there with His eyes 
open, and His hands moving quickly, but when you looked at Him, 
it looked like He was not there. It seemed as if He had gone off 
someplace. This would last for four, five, six minutes. Everyone 
would become very quiet; nobody dared to move. It was a very 
tense situation. 

I remember one such time in the Barn just as everyone was 
leaving. Baba started to get up, then He stopped. I was standing 
right in front of Him. He looked up, and He looked so helpless to 
me. I started to take a step toward Him to help Him. Whatever 
mood Baba seemed to be in, we could not help but also feel it, and 
respond to it. 


Stella: And another special thing I remember very much, was 
that He invited all the women to His house. He had invited the 
men first, and then we were invited. We were all standing in line, 
going in one by one. There was someone standing in line in front 
of me who was very nervous about going in to meet Baba, and I 
was trying to calm her down. Finally it was my turn to go in. Baba 
was seated in the corner, in the big chair by the fireplace. I went 
in, and knelt in front of Him. He embraced me and gave me a pic- 
ture of Himself, and that’s all I remember! I don’t remember see- 
ing the rest of the house; I don’t remember how I left that house; I 
don’t remember anything. The whole experience was so fantas- 
tic—just that contact with Baba. It was very beautiful. 
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Ralph: That was before Baba was to leave in 1958. When He 
invited the men to His house to say goodbye to Him, I had expec- 
tations from the great feeling I had received in 1956 when we had 
seen Him there. But when I walked in the door, He was talking 
with somebody, and He put his hand out without even looking at 
me. It was one of the coldest receptions I’d ever had in my life! I 
think it was because when you expect something, then perhaps 
you don’t deserve it. 

But when we went to say goodbye to Baba at the airport in 
Wilmington, everybody was allowed to come in. Baba was sitting 
on a little platform that was there, and there were some very tense 
moments. Everybody was very quiet. Then He said, “Even though I 
never go and I never come, this will remain as my last trip to the 
West.” And it was a very beautiful moment with Baba. 


Ralph: Then, in 1973, we moved to Myrtle Beach. 


Stella: Several others and I used to help take care of Kitty to- 
ward the end of her life. She was a character. So many people 
would come to her with their problems. She was in the office 
where Jane is now, and she was there all day. People would come 
to her with their problems—Baba problems, relationship problems, 
sex problems—everything. She would listen to anything. Then she 
would call different people and ask, “What does this mean? What 
does that mean?” 

We would bring food for Kitty, and right after Baba’s House 
was open, we would have lunch with her. Sometimes she would 
invite people just spur of the moment. “Stay for lunch,” she’d say 
to them. There were times when we’d have a hard time stretching 
the food, because we never knew how many she’d invite. But we 
always managed. 


Ralph: Kitty was there, and all these young people from the 
sixties started coming to the Center with all kinds of ideas and 
thoughts and aspirations. She became like the mother of all these 
kids. They all came to her with their problems, and she also had a 
way of connecting people with what they needed-like helping 
people get jobs. 
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She was a lady of few words. She had a job to do that Baba had 
given her to do—and that was to take care of the Center. In the 
early days she used to go around and check all the cabins, making 
sure that the guests had everything that they needed. She knew 
every detail about the Center. I think she knew every cup and plate 
on the entire Center—the cabins, the roads, even all the trees...and 
she was very frugal. 


Stella: You should have seen the sewing that she had done-— 
the patching. One time she called me over to patch a little dish- 
towel—something one could buy for twenty-five cents. Sometimes 
something would already have a couple of patches, and I had to 
put another big patch. Every so often she would give me huge 
bundles of things that needed to be patched. 


Ralph: We think she didn’t do that just for the hang of it. She 
wanted to set an example not to waste. She used to go to Church 
every Sunday, and she participated in all of the ceremonies, be- 
cause she had to be in touch with what was happening in town, as 
far as the Center was concerned. It affected the Center. 


Stella: You can’t imagine what it was like in those days. You 
couldn’t go downtown with any little thing that said “Meher Baba” 
on it—no pictures, nothing. She wouldn’t let you. She kept Baba 
very separate from the community. I think she did this because 
people weren't ready, and we needed to learn to be tolerant. 


Ralph: In those days there were rumors that the Center was a 
nudist colony. People would like to talk. Mrs. Patterson was asso- 
ciated with the Center, but also with the business that her father 
left her, and she had to interface with that community. So she had 
to be conservative regarding Baba in this small town. That’s still 
somewhat true. 

About 1965, when the young people from Chapel Hill started 
learning about Baba, my daughter was there. At that time Kitty 
took Marshall Hay under her wing, and she looked after Marshall 
very strongly. 


Stella: Once we were going to go to visit our son in California, 
and Elizabeth kept sending messages to us; she wanted to see me 
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before I left. I was busy packing and getting the house ready, and 
she must have sent three people over to tell me. I finally went just 
before we were ready to leave. Elizabeth was sitting in the dining 
room at Dilruba. I went in and asked, “Elizabeth, did you want to 
see me about something?” She looked at me and said, “Take Baba 
with you.” And that was all. It was the last time I saw her, because 
she passed away before we returned. I’ll never forget it. 

We used to have her for lunch over here—Mrs. Patterson and 
Kitty. In the early days we would have parties over here, or we’d go 
to the beach. We’d have fish fries, or Ralph would smoke some 
fish, and we’d invite the whole community. They were such big 
gatherings; everybody would come. Kitty, Elizabeth and Jane 
would also come. We would have more fun. 


Ralph: But the way they lived their lives, was with Baba in 
mind and heart at all times. They did all of their actions for Him. I 
suppose they would say to themselves, “I think Baba would like me 
to do this, or to do it this way.” It isn’t something they talked about 
very much. Of course they would speak of Baba, but we could 
watch it—it was more their behavior. 


Stella: That’s what Baba tells us, to live our lives, but to always 
keep Him with us. We have to learn to do that, and that’s what 
they did. Baba was always with them. They really did it. 
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7 Larry: “Look Mommy, There’s God 


Larry Karrasch first met Meher Baba as a child, and imme- 
diately recognized Him as God. Despite his age, his devotion to 
Baba was apparent, and this afforded him many opportunities to 
be in Baba’s presence, many of which were captured on film. 
Larry and his wife Rita now live near the Center, and can often 
be seen at Baba’s House. Larry has many times shared his stories 
about meeting Baba as a child. 


My parents, Ted and Annarosa Karrasch, were long time fol- 
lowers of Meher Baba. They both first heard about Meher Baba in 
1950. At the time, my mother was studying to be a Sufi under Ivy 
Duce in New York City. When she heard of Meher Baba, she 
thought to herself that if Meher Baba ever traveled to the United 
States again she would make it a point to see Him. That wish soon 
came to fruition when she learned that Baba was coming to Myrtle 
Beach in the spring of 1952. I was four years old at the time. 

I met Baba a total of six different times. The first meeting was 
in Myrtle Beach in 1952 and then in Ivy Duce’s home in New York 
City where Baba was recovering from His first automobile acci- 
dent. I also met Him in 1956 at the Delmonico Hotel in New York 
City, where my mother was one of the Hospitality Committee vol- 
unteers. We both had the privilege of being at the hotel every day, 
morning until night, while Baba was there. Then we flew down to 
Myrtle Beach and spent the whole time with Baba while He visited 
the Center that year. I met Baba again in 1958 at the Center. I was 
one of the few children to meet Baba all three times at His Home 
in the West. The last time that I got to see Baba in the physical 
form was at the 1962 East-West Gathering in Poona, India. I feel 
very lucky to have met the God-Man so early in my life and to have 
grown up knowing about Him. 
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Every person who has met Meher Baba while He was in the 
body has a story to share with others—our intimate moments with 
Him, our experiences, and the feelings we felt at the time. These 
are some of my stories and feelings that I experienced with Him. 

The beginning of this account is perhaps my mother’s story of 
her desire to meet God since she was a little girl, and how it led up 
to that very first meeting with Baba in the Lagoon Cabin on a 
sunny spring morning in May 1952. She could have been consid- 
ered a searcher of God. From a young age, she attended Catholic 
School in Brooklyn. She would always complain to her mother that 
what the nuns taught about Jesus didn’t seem to make any sense. 

When she was older she became a Rosicrucian. After my 
mother and father got married, during the war, in 1943, they were 
living in a tiny apartment in the Bronx. They became chiropractic 
patients of a Dr. Jerry Abrams, and through him my mother heard 
about Sufism Reoriented and met Ivy Duce. Though my father re- 
mained a devoted Catholic, it was through Ivy Duce that my 
mother first heard about Meher Baba. 

In early 1952 there was word that Baba would be coming to 
His new Center in Myrtle Beach and that newcomers would be 
welcomed. My mother began to make plans to see Baba. It was de- 
cided that Jerry, my mom and dad, and I would make the two-day 
journey to Myrtle Beach by car. 

I can remember when the day came; it was warm and sunny. I 
was looking forward to the trip. I really didn’t know how far we 
were going or whom we were going to see. I just knew it would be 
near a beach and the ocean. We arrived in Myrtle Beach in the af- 
ternoon of the following day. They had booked rooms to stay at the 
Ocean Forest Hotel. 

The next day in the late morning all four of us drove to the 
Center to see Baba for the first time. We walked slowly up the path 
to the Lagoon Cabin and around to the door that faced the lake, 
which was the only entrance at the time. 

I remember putting my face up to the screen door and peek- 
ing in. Baba was seated, and He motioned for all of us to come in. 
As we opened the screen door and walked in, there was Baba in a 
white sadra. My mother later told me that there was a brief si- 
lence, then that silence was broken when I pointed to Baba and 
said, “Look, Mommy, there’s God.” 
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Baba cracked a huge smile and then beckoned for me to come 
closer. I wasn’t afraid of this strange man as I would be of other 
individuals. I walked forward and He rested me against His knee, 
giving me an embrace. Then He got up to embrace my parents and 
Jerry. He asked about everyone and how they got to know of Him. 
After some time He gave us all another embrace and we left. 

My mother recalled thinking, as she was walking away from 
the Lagoon Cabin, that she had traveled all this way to meet a liv- 
ing Perfect Master, and instead, she felt that she had just met 
God-the God whom all her life she was waiting and wanting to 
see. We all returned to our hotel in silence, each with his own 
thoughts of the meeting with Baba. A day or two later my grand- 
mother, my aunt and her husband, and my uncle drove down to 
see Baba for their first time. We all happily went in for a second 
interview with Baba together. We stayed a few more days at the 
hotel and then returned home. 

Then, near the end of May, we heard the terrible news of 
Baba’s automobile accident in Oklahoma. Baba was driven to Ivy 
Duce’s apartment in the middle of November for part of His recu- 
peration before leaving for England. Many of the Sufis got to 
spend time with Baba. Filis Fredrick wrote in her accounts, [from 
Lord Meher, Volume 11 & 12, Page 3876], 


“A boy at about the age of four came out of Baba’s room rid- 
ing on his father’s back. Filis asked, “Whom have you just met?” 

“God!’ The little boy declared.” 

That little boy was me. So we were allowed to be with Baba for a 
second time. 

Then, on Thursday July 19", 1956, the day before Baba was to 
arrive in New York City, my mother and I went to the Delmonico 
Hotel to meet with the Hospitality Committee headed by Marion 
Florsheim and the other volunteers. Everyone took note of what 
needed to be done before Baba would arrive. The next day my 
mother and I left for the Delmonico Hotel early in the morning, 
loaded with shopping bags. In them was a large white cotton che- 
nille bedspread, a china bowl which was used to hold white grapes 
for prasad, a vase for flowers, a metal tray for fruit and a white 
table cloth for the table that would be next to Baba, which held the 
bowl and tray of fruits. The tablecloth that covered the table had 
been hand embroidered by my mother in a pattern matching the 
china bowl. Fruits and flowers were also set up in Baba’s room. All 


"LOOK, MOMMY, THERE'S GOD!" 107 


of these items can be seen in the Dave Garroway black and white 
film of Baba from 1956. After things were arranged we went down 
to the hotel lobby to wait for Baba’s arrival from the airport. 

Baba arrived at about 9:00 am. He greeted all of us as He en- 
tered the hotel, then went to His room on the 18" floor. In a short 
while Baba asked all of those who were present to come up to His 
room where He again greeted everyone together. We then pro- 
ceeded to go back down to finish decorating the interview rooms. 
About four hours later Baba proceeded with the private interviews. 

After a while Baba called in my father, my mother and me. 
We greeted Him and then He asked how we were. My parents 
were having marital problems at the time and freely expressed 
their difficulties to Baba. He asked that they try and work things 
out. My dad was not fully resigned to Baba being God, although he 
respected Him as a holy person. He was still devoted to his Catho- 
lic faith. It was towards the later part of his life, about a year be- 
fore he died that he told me he truly believed Baba was God. 

Baba told us to love and think of Him always. Then He pro- 
ceeded to tell us our nickname, the TALS for Ted, Ann and Larry. 
He would write to us as “Dear TALS,” or end a letter with “My love 
to the TALS.” Baba used nicknames for other people as well, such 
as Fredella, Pegandy, Elinora, Filadel, and Hurricane Harry. 

At this point in her life my mother wasn’t sure whether she 
wanted to remain a Sufi or to attend the Monday night group 
headed by John Bass and Fred and Ella Winterfeldt. Mrs. Duce 
told her that she couldn’t attend both, that she would have to 
make a choice. My mother felt all was Baba. She asked Baba to 
help her with her decision. His reply was that either way made 
Him happy, “as long as you love Me.” Later, at Myrtle Beach she 
told Baba that she had made a decision; she would join the Mon- 
day night group. She said, “I feel I cannot serve two Masters, espe- 
cially since I believe you to be God.” Baba was very happy with her 
response; He smiled and held up His hand and gave His circle 
sign, with His thumb and forefinger touching together. 

The next day, Sunday, my father, mother and I arrived at 
Longchamps Restaurant at about 4:30 p.m. for the wonderful din- 
ner with Baba. At 5:00 p.m. Baba entered and everyone stood up. 
Then, when we were all seated and in place, Baba walked around 
to all of the tables and greeted everyone. In one of the films I can 
be seen kneeling on a chair trying to get a better view of Baba. Af- 
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ter the dinner a large cake was wheeled in. Baba cut the first slice. 
Each one of us was also given a tiny flag of Baba’s seven colors 
with each piece of cake. 

While we were eating our cake Marion Florsheim came over 
to our table and asked my mother if I could help garland Baba 
along with Bobbie Fernez. Bobbie was the niece of Mike and Anne 
Kohanow, who first met Baba in 1952. We walked up to Baba and 
garlanded Him together. Baba bent forward to help us place the 
garland over His head, then He kissed and embraced each of us. A 
photographer named Rosenthal snapped the black and white pho- 
tographs that are printed in Lord Meher. Bobbie and I went back 
to our tables to finish eating our birthday cake. 

Soon Marion Florshiem came back to our table in a frantic 
state. She said we would have to garland Baba all over again for 
the movie cameras, as the movie photographers were eating their 
cake at the time and missed the event. They wanted to have it on 
film. So we got to do it again! This time as I garlanded Baba I be- 
gan to back away, and as I did, Baba caught my right arm, pulled 
me toward Him and spun me around to face the cameras. He then 
proceeded to hug me, holding me in His arms for some time. This 
is the scene that you see in the films Meher Baba’s Grace and You 
Alone Exist. Many people have told me that Baba and I form the 
shape of a heart. Our heads form the top of the heart shape and 
Baba’s right elbow forms the point at the bottom. I guess after it 
was all over I walked away dazed. A little later Baba again walked 
around the room and then asked all of us to come up to the front 
tables to greet Him. A photograph of my mother and I are seen in 
Lord Meher at the moment we were greeting Baba. 

People have asked me what it was like to meet and be em- 
braced by Baba. When I think about those moments, or see them 
on a film, it brings tears to my eyes, and emotions well up inside of 
me-especially now as an adult and after all those years, to see my- 
self as a child on film with Baba. I still miss His presence so much. 
Those moments of love outpouring from Baba were wonderful. 
They will be a part of my being forever. Being with Baba in the 
body was a unique experience that is hard to describe. It was a 
melding of the hearts, a feeling of happiness. This experience is 
what I miss now-that melding, that brief moment of oneness. It’s 
hard to find that feeling. One now has to learn how to do it without 
Baba’s physical presence. It is extremely hard to do, even today! 
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Monday was to be the last day of Baba’s stay in New York City, 
and a sightseeing bus tour of Manhattan was arranged by the 
Sufis. The tour list filled up quickly and my mother wasn’t able to 
get spaces for the family. I had really been hoping all day that we 
could go on the tour with Baba the next day. To make up for the 
disappointment, that evening my Dad gave me a ship model that I 
had been wanting, the “SS United States Ocean Liner.” I can be 
seen in one of the 1956 films at the Wilmington Airport, holding 
this big box, which was probably about as half as big as I was, 
when we arrived the next day. 

While we were packing to leave the hotel, I asked my parents 
if we could see Baba off on His sightseeing tour before leaving to 
return home. They both had no objection. When we got to the bus 
I could see Baba looking out through the open window; He was in 
the first seat in the front of the bus next to Eruch. One could see 
that Baba was getting impatient to get going. He kept turning 
around asking Marion Florsheim, through Eruch, pointing to His 
wrist, “How much longer?” 

Marion would reply, “It’s not yet 5:00 p.m.—just a few more 
minutes, Baba, as the bus is not filled yet.” 

Baba got more impatient, and through Eruch said, “Let’s go!” 
waving His hand in an upward motion. 

Baba pointed to the three of us and to a couple of others, in- 
cluding Tex Hightower, who was also standing there to see Baba 
off. Eruch leaned out through the open window over Baba’s shoul- 
der and said, “Baba wants you to get on the bus immediately.” We 
all jumped on! 

We took off right away. My mother and I had a seat on the left 
side of the bus, three rows behind Baba. We were diagonally in 
line with Baba. We could see His every action! My dad was just a 
few rows in back of us. First we went down to the UN. The bus 
stood in front of the semi-circular driveway while Baba did some 
special work there. Baba then told the bus driver to go up 3"¢ Ave- 
nue, across to 5 Avenue, driving slowly past the expensive 
apartment house residences, then up to 79' street. We took the 
park transverse across Central Park to the West Side. In the mean- 
time, our sightseeing guide, who had been trying to announce the 
places of interest, realized Who was in control, and took a seat. 

At the end of West 79" Street, Baba asked the bus driver to go 
onto the West Side highway. The bus driver said it was illegal for a 
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bus to go on that highway. Baba said, “We will pay for your ticket.” 
The driver, being convinced by Baba, proceeded to enter the high- 
way heading south. When we went past the giant ocean liners, 
Baba ordered the bus to go slower. 

We exited off at 42"4 Street and headed east to Times Square, 
where we were stuck in rush hour traffic for quite a while. When 
we got to 42™ Street and Madison Avenue, Baba asked the bus 
driver to make a left turn. The driver pointed to the sign, which 
read “No Left Turn from 4:30 to 7:30 p.m.” Baba told the bus 
driver to ask the policeman at the intersection. The driver ex- 
plained to the officer that he had tried to tell Baba it was illegal at 
this time of day. The policeman looked at Baba, and Baba smiled 
back and waved to him. The policeman said to the driver, “Wait 
here until the light turns green, then proceed into the intersec- 
tion.” The policeman then stopped all traffic in both directions, 
motioning for the bus driver to make his left turn. We all cheered 
the officer as we passed him, and we proceeded back to the hotel. 

I was on cloud nine. I got to ride on the bus with Baba and I 
got my favorite model kit as well! Baba really knew what had been 
in my heart all the day before and also when we were standing in 
front of Him at the bus stop. He just made things happen. I guess 
He felt my love for Him and my wish, as a child, to be in His pres- 
ence as much as possible. We also learned never to be late with the 
Avatar; if anything, be early. 

Many of those who met with Baba in New York also followed 
Him to Myrtle Beach. I remember a good part of our days at the 
Center in 1956 were filled with waiting for Baba outside of the La- 
goon Cabin. He would sometimes go off on short notice to the 
beach or the Barn or for a walk. No one wanted to miss any event 
with Him, so everyone hung around. 

As a boy of eight, I would get restless and like to play down at 
the lake. Since there was no TV, my parents had brought a plastic 
model kit for me to work on at night when we were in the motel, 
and it kept me busy. It was a model of a PBY Seaplane from World 
War II. I had finished it in a few days and the next day brought it 
to the Center. While my mother and father were outside the La- 
goon Cabin, I asked them if I could go down to the lake to play. I 
had put enough glue in the seam to make the seaplane watertight, 
and I wanted to see if it would float. 
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I jumped into the Gondola, which was tied up at the dock, and 
went over to the other side facing the open water. Now was the test 
to see if my model would float. Sure enough it did...that is, in the 
beginning. Then it began to take on water, and at the same time it 
started to drift away from the Gondola. I guess I panicked and 
tried to retrieve it. Stretching too far, I fell into the lake, head first. 

I was terrified that there might be an alligator somewhere, so, 
grabbing my seaplane, I jumped back into the boat. Soon, I ap- 
peared before my mother, dripping wet, with legs and shoes cov- 
ered in mud. Just at that moment Kitty was passing by. She took 
one look at me and said, “Baba must know of what has happened.” 
(Baba always wanted to be notified of whatever occurred on the 
Center.) Kitty went into the Lagoon Cabin to tell Baba, and He told 
Ned Foote to drive us back to the motel so I could change. I re- 
member feeling really bad about creating this entire problem. 

I also remember riding in Ned’s brand new 1956 four-door 
Cadillac Eldorado. It was a robin’s egg blue with a white top. It had 
a blue leather interior with plush carpets...and here I was, sitting 
on some towels in the back seat all wet. My mother sat with Ned in 
the front. I changed and we drove back to the Center. When we 
returned, Kitty said to my mother, “Baba wants you and Larry to 
see Him in Lagoon Cabin, right away!” I thought to myself, “Now 
I’m in trouble with God!” 

As we walked in, Baba asked if I was okay. I said, “Yes, Baba,” 
and apologized for the problem I had created. He motioned me to 
come closer and gave me an embrace. Then He said to be careful, 
and pointing, He said, “There are big alligators in that lake!” It was 
more than a tease; it was also a lesson. Later on Baba would al- 
ways warn us about Maya’s treachery, and how He cannot always 
protect us from danger, even though He is God. He said that Maya 
right now has a strong hold in the world, so He wants us all to be 
careful and aware. 

On the morning of Sunday, July 29", Mike Loftus knocked on 
our motel room door and told us he had just received a phone call 
from someone on the Center letting him know that Baba was 
planning on walking to the beach early that morning. We all hur- 
riedly got dressed, and without breakfast, piled into Mike’s Ford. 
My dad and grandmother remained behind and would come to the 
Center later. When we arrived on the Center we learned that Baba 
had already left for the beach along with everyone staying on the 
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Center. My mother told Mike to drop us off at the crossroads; she 
wanted to try and catch up with Baba. With a quick step we both 
rushed off down the road to the beach, leaving Mike and my uncle 
Bob to park the car. I remember almost dragging my mother’s 
hand to walk more quickly down the road. 

We went around that first curve in the road toward the Barn 
and we were making headway. We started towards the second big 
curve in the road, and about halfway down, suddenly, we saw Baba 
emerging down the road in front of us from the left side of the tree 
line, with the Mandali close behind Him. They were returning 
from the beach. Behind the Mandali everyone else followed two 
and three abreast. When I think back now of what my mind per- 
ceived, it was as if one were standing on a railway track looking 
through a telephoto lens at this huge freight train as it appeared 
around a curve, first the engine and then all of the cars behind it, 
with more cars appearing slowly as the train rounded the curve. 

My mother and I just stood in the middle of the road, crest- 
fallen. We had missed such a great opportunity to be with Baba! 
We stood there, our hearts sad, as Baba came closer. Just before 
Baba’s train was upon us we moved to stand on the side of the 
road to let them pass. We figured we would fall in behind once 
Baba passed us. But Baba stopped right in front of us. He pointed 
to us and then with both arms waved them to His sides and lightly 
opened and closed His hands. Eruch said, “Baba wants you both to 
walk with Him holding His hands, one on either side.” 

We took our positions. I was on Baba’s right, my mother on 
His left. He grabbed our hands in His and we started to walk. 
Every once in a while I looked up at Baba, and Baba looked down 
on me. We walked together almost all the way back to the cross- 
roads. This was the longest time that I was ever in physical contact 
with God. When I look back and think of those moments walking 
with Baba, what comes to mind is that when Baba was looking 
down at me, it was as if He were saying, “Isn’t this much better 
than going to the beach and looking for silly sea shells? Look at 
what I am giving you.” Looking back at that moment standing on 
the road in front of Him, I think Baba sensed in my soul how I 
wanted to be with Him as much as possible and He gave me those 
moments to be with Him for what felt at the time to be an eternity. 

On our last full day at the Center, Baba gave everyone the af- 
ternoon off to pack so He could complete last minute details be- 
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fore He left. The next morning we got up very early to leave for the 
Wilmington Airport. When we arrived, all of us lined up to say our 
last goodbyes. We were all in tears, not knowing when we would 
see Him again. 

Baba had hinted strongly during His stay in Myrtle Beach that 
the next time we would have the opportunity to meet Him would 
be in November 1957, in India. In the early summer of 1957, Baba 
sent a circular to all the groups that no child under the age of four- 
teen, Eastern or Western, would be allowed to come to the No- 
vember Sahavas in India. I was extremely upset because I was only 
going to be nine. At the next Monday Night Meeting, I told Fred 
Winterfeldt my reaction to this news. He suggested that I write to 
Baba to tell him how I felt about not seeing Him, and also that it 
would mean that one of my parents would have to remain at home 
with me. So I wrote to Baba requesting a special exception for the 
rule. Here is the letter with Baba’s response, written to my mother 
by His sister Mani: 


September 18", 1957 


Dear Ann, 

Just rushing these few lines to bring you the good news. I 
was only able to bring your letter to Beloved’s attention yester- 
day, and the happy surprise received just about floored poor 
Eloise [one of Mani’s pen names].... Knowing Baba said “No chil- 
dren under 14” (either for the Easterners or Westerners during 
the Sahavas) I felt quite sure what the answer would be, and the 
moral of the lesson for me has been “Never forget you never 
really know”. As I finished the letter, Baba said “If Larry comes, 
will they all three be able to come?” On my saying yes He nodded 
definitely and said “Write that Larry can come.” 

Tell Larry that Baba knows he will obey and knows his Love 
for Baba. His Love to you all. 

Well Ann, dear Larry’s faith is what many of us ‘grown ups’ 
can learn from, & I’m very happy to share in his and his parents’ 
happiness. 


With fondest love from Mehera & myself, 
Love to Larry 
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Am sure you will send the names to Energy and tell her of 
Baba’s permission for Larry to attend the Sahavas. 

If the letter sounds a bit staccato-ish it’s only my haste so 
that it reaches you as fast as possible—though I’ve no doubt Larry 
knows the answer already! 


Of course I was overjoyed. But as it turned out, instead of a 
Sahavas in India in 1957, Baba made a last trip to America in 1958. 

As I mentioned earlier, my parent’s marriage was not a good 
one; there would always be very violent and physical arguments. 
More and more, my home life was becoming chaotic, and this re- 
flected in my schoolwork and my behavior. I was becoming fearful 
and disruptive. My mom and dad both worked in Manhattan and 
both had about an hour train ride each way to work. So my mother 
made arrangements for my care during the day with an Irish 
Catholic family by the name of O’Connor, who lived one floor be- 
low us in the same building. They were very strict Catholics—fish 
on Fridays, no movies not rated by the church, etc. But I consid- 
ered their son, Tommy, to be my best friend. 

When we would play together, Tommy would brag about his 
medals of Jesus that he wore around his neck, and how the Bishop 
or the Pope blessed them. He said that they would protect him 
from any harm. We would get into arguments about who was 
God—Jesus or Meher Baba. He also told me how I was going to go 
to hell because I believed in this devil, Meher Baba. This was quite 
scary for a ten-year-old kid. But I still believed Baba to be God, my 
Father, and I understood the concept that He was also Jesus. But 
it got to the point where Tommy’s mother said to mine, “Ann, I 
can’t keep taking care of your child if he is going to keep telling my 
son Tommy that your Meher Baba is God. He’s a bad influence.” 
So my mother explained to me that not all people felt the same as I 
did about Baba. 

One day, a few weeks before Baba was to come to the Center, 
my mother saw an advertisement in the newspaper by Saks Fifth 
Avenue about a process whereby they could put a black and white 
photo onto a 14-karat gold disk using a photo-engraving process. 
It was covered with a plastic coating, which sealed the engraving 
and kept UV light from fading it. The disk was about three quar- 
ters of an inch in diameter. In my mother’s mind, this would be 
something of a comfort for me. For a while I had been wearing a 
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small medal of the Infant of Prague that my grandmother had 
given me. When my mother showed me the ad and asked me 
whose picture I would like to have on it, I exclaimed, “Baba’s!” She 
was happy with that. 

We saw Beryl Williams at the Monday Night Meeting. Beryl 
was the person who made Baba’s photographs available for His 
followers in the United States. I picked out a thumbnail photo of 
Baba. These photos were being made by Baba’s brother, Behram; 
they were very small and had been touched by Baba’s hand. The 
photo I chose was the one where Baba is putting His index finger 
to His lips as if in silence. To me He was also going “Shhhh!” 
meaning, “This is also our little secret.” After a couple of weeks I 
got my medal, we picked out a chain in a rope design, and I began 
to wear it. I now had my own medal of protection with God’s pic- 
ture on it, and I truly felt more secure and less fearful of life. 

I was happy that we would be seeing Baba again. I counted the 
weeks and the days until we would be leaving on our trip to Myrtle 
Beach for the 1958 Sahavas. This time we would be traveling by 
train instead of flying. I remember that we left Pennsylvania Sta- 
tion about noon or 1:00 p.m. in the afternoon. The train was called 
the “Silver Meteor.” There was my mother, my grandmother, John 
Bass and myself. 

I remember my dad saying goodbye at the station platform. I 
had hoped he would be coming as well, but he wasn’t able to get 
days off from work. As the train pulled out of the station my dad 
started to walk fast, waving his hands goodbye keeping up with the 
train as I looked out through the window. Then he began to walk 
faster as the train picked up speed, almost all the way to the end of 
the platform. Now that I look back, it was like a scene that one 
would see a hundred different times in the old black and white 
movies—the sad goodbyes. 

It was a long train ride. My grandmother had made sand- 
wiches for us for the trip. We finally arrived in Florence at about 
three or four in the morning the next day. The trip had taken four- 
teen or fifteen hours. When we exited the station everything was 
so peaceful and quiet in the early morning, unlike the big city we 
had left behind. We hired a private car to take us to Myrtle Beach. 

We all stayed at the Treasure Cove Motel, except for John 
Bass, who had his own cabin that he had built on the Center. That 
cabin has since been expanded and is now called the Lake Cabin. 
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We washed up and ate breakfast in a small diner across Route 17 
from the motel, then went back to sleep. It was the day before we 
were to meet Baba on the Center. 

I was so happy that we didn’t have to travel all the way to In- 
dia to see Baba, and that He had decided to come to America 
again. This time there were two hundred and twenty-five devotees 
who had traveled to Myrtle Beach to meet Baba, and many were 
staying at our motel. The next day we traveled early to the Center 
in cars with other Baba followers staying at the Treasure Cove. 

My mother and I, along with my grandmother, waited outside 
Lagoon Cabin to be called in to see Baba. When we were inside I 
was so happy to see Baba again! He gave each of us an embrace 
and asked, “Where is Ted?” When it came to my turn with Baba, 
He asked how I was. I moved closer and quickly showed Baba the 
gold medal that I was wearing on a chain with the photo engraving 
of His picture on it. I immediately asked Him if He would bless it 
for me. Baba pointed to Himself and made a face of surprise, hold- 
ing both of His hands up. Then He grabbed the medal in the palm 
of His right hand and as He did that, He appeared to be tightly 
squeezing it, scrunching His face with extreme effort. To me, at the 
time, it seemed as if He were putting the whole power of the Uni- 
verse into it. After this I thanked Him, and I hugged Him. 

My mother went on to express concerns she had for my well- 
being. My parents were still having serious quarrels. Again Baba 
asked her to try and resolve her differences with my father. He told 
her not to worry about me; He was looking after Larry and guiding 
his life. “Larry is a very old soul. He will grow and love Me, and 
grow and love Me, and one day do great work for Me.” 

I sometimes wonder what that great work is. I know my life is 
not over yet, but I sometimes think the great work could have been 
all of the multi-media shows that I designed and worked on when I 
was in the Society for Avatar Meher Baba-shows for the public 
celebrations of Baba’s Birthday and the anniversary of His Si- 
lence—and of all of the individuals who were brought closer to 
Baba through seeing those slides and films. Or maybe Baba meant 
my next life! 

When I left the Lagoon Cabin I was so happy, I thought to my- 
self, “I have a medal blessed not by a Priest or a Bishop or the 
Pope, but by God Himself!” I was literally jumping for joy! My 
mother wanted me to remain close to the Lagoon Cabin in case 
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Baba would unexpectedly emerge. I asked her if I could play down 
by the lake. While I was playing, for some reason I looked down at 
the medal, I guess to admire it. The protective coating over the 
photo was beginning to peel off. I ran back up the steps from the 
lake to the Lagoon Cabin in a panic and showed my mother what 
had happened. She asked, “Were you playing with fireworks?” 

I said with certainty, “No, not on the Center!” Then she calmly 
said we would get it fixed when we returned to New York. 

On our return we brought the medal back to Saks Fifth Ave- 
nue for repair. They said they could re-coat it and it would be as 
good as new. In the meantime, I kept wearing the chain, for I had 
felt that it was blessed as well. After a couple of weeks, I got the 
medal back; it looked great. 

Within about a week the same thing happened again. Again 
we marched down to Saks and waited another couple of weeks for 
repair. This same procedure went on about three times! Finally, 
the last time we were in the store, my mother talked to the woman 
who was the buyer for the jewelry department, who said, “We have 
never had this problem and it is very strange, it must be defective. 
We can replace it with a brand new one.” 

“No!” I yelled. 

She asked, “Did a priest or rabbi or some spiritual person 
bless this?” My mother explained what had happened. The lady 
went into the back and after a few minutes emerged; she had 
talked to her boss. “We have decided that since the process is de- 
fective and you will not take a replacement, we will credit your ac- 
count for the cost of the medal, but you will have to pay for the 
gold chain that it is on.” We all agreed. Slowly over time the pho- 
tographic image of Baba faded. It is now just a blank gold disk, but 
it will always have whatever energy Baba put into it with the 
squeeze of His hand. 

The next day, after Baba had greeted those who had newly ar- 
rived at the Center, we all assembled in the Barn. There were over 
thirty children of all different ages on the Center this time. The 
children’s presence in the Barn that first day was a disturbance to 
Baba, with all their talking. He said it was also a disturbance to the 
adults. He made the rule that from tomorrow on, none of the chil- 
dren would be allowed at the Barn during the meetings. 

Accordingly, Elizabeth hired someone to take care of all the 
children during the time that the parents were at the Barn with 
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Baba. The children spent that time playing on what is now the 
playground area. But I was miserable not being able to sit near 
Baba in the Barn. I sat around the whole time moping and not get- 
ting involved in any games. 

While I sat there, I got an idea. When my mother returned I 
asked her if I could go over and ask Fred Winterfeldt to ask Baba, 
when he sees Baba in the Lagoon Cabin in the afternoon, if I could 
go to the Barn if I promised to be quiet. Fred did ask and Baba said 
yes—provided I remained quiet. I was ecstatic! Soon some of the 
other children were allowed, if they were quiet. But not all the 
children were allowed back. 

The next day while we were waiting outside of the Lagoon 
Cabin, to further get into Baba’s good graces again and to show my 
appreciation, I got an idea. I was looking at Baba’s new car that 
Elizabeth had purchased for Him. It was a beautiful new 1958 
four-door Ford Fairlane 500 in turquoise blue and white. I noticed 
that all the chrome had gotten dusty from driving on the dirt roads 
of the Center. So, I pulled out my handkerchief (which I still have) 
and started to dust off the chrome on the bumpers. Kitty came by 
and said I was doing a great job. She showed me where to find 
some old towels in the Original Kitchen and pointed out the loca- 
tion of an outside water faucet that I could use. Soon almost the 
whole car was wiped clean. Some of the adults helped me with ar- 
eas I couldn’t reach, such as the middle of the roof, the trunk and 
the hood. 

When Baba came out of the Lagoon Cabin, Kitty made a fuss 
and specifically let Him know that I had cleaned His entire car 
with a little help from the adults. He patted me on the head as He 
got in the car. Once seated in the car, He motioned to me through 
the open window to come closer, and then, He gently stroked my 
face. I was so grateful for the loving attention that Baba gave to me 
at that very moment because of the limited physical contact He 
gave to His devotees during this Sahavas due to His physical pain 
and Universal Work that He was engaged in on the Center. 

A few days later, while my mother and I were with Baba in the 
Lagoon Cabin, He reiterated that she should not worry about me. 
He told her, “I am watching him. It is because of his past connec- 
tions with Me from previous incarnations, and because of this 
connection that he has brought you and Ted to me.” He gave my 
mother the order that I should receive a very good education. 
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When we returned home in 1958, my mother took me out of public 
school in the Bronx and enrolled me, in the following fall, in the 
Rudolf Steiner School in Manhattan. Rudolf Steiner’s philosophy 
was that we are all spiritual beings living in a physical body. I also 
fulfilled that order by graduating from the Illinois Institute of 
Technology in Chicago with BS and MS degrees. 

Baba pointed to us and then pointed to both of His eyes and 
He said then that His glance was on us: “My nazar is on both of 
you always.” He would also reiterate this in later letters to us. 
When Baba said to us, “My nazar is on you,” I already knew that, 
even as a young child. Ever since I can remember I could see two 
eyes looking at me, whether my eyes were open or closed. Next to 
them, I would also see little lights, as if I were looking at stars 
through a ship’s porthole window. I would only see these things 
clearly in a darkened room or at nighttime, and I would have to 
concentrate on them. When my eyes would be closed it was as if I 
were seeing the images in my mind. 

When I was about seven, I told my mother what I was seeing. 
She said, “Let’s describe it to Fred Winterfeldt.” He also con- 
firmed, “This seems to be Baba’s nazar.” As an adult I am now 
able to see more than two eyes. I sometimes see the eyes with the 
brow of the forehead. If I meditate on it long enough I see Baba’s 
whole face. What I see is hard to describe 

During the 1958 visit, my mom, grandmother and the other 
women were invited for tea at Baba’s House. By the fireplace in the 
living room there was a tray of gifts sent by Mehera, and the 
women were assembled to receive them from Baba’s hand. My 
mother received a sterling silver stickpin with an enameled face of 
Baba. My grandmother received one of Baba’s handkerchiefs. 
Then Baba asked my mother through Eruch, which was quoted in 
The Awakener, [Volume 5, No. 3 Page 48]: 

“Where is my little lover?”—meaning her son Larry. Ann re- 
plied, “Did you want me to bring him?” Baba shook His head, 
then reached over to a tray of gifts and felt among them. Finally 
He held a small snuffbox and said that it was filled with His Love, 
and handed it to Ann to give to little lover.” 

When my mother gave me the gift and explained that it was 
filled with Baba’s Love, I didn’t know what that meant. I was sur- 
prised, and a little disappointed to be given a snuffbox. The snuff- 
box was about two and a half inches high and elliptical in shape. At 
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first I wished that I might have received toys like the other chil- 
dren received, such as dolls for girls or toy elephants and horses 
for the boys. But when I pulled off the lid of the snuffbox and took 
a whiff; it had a fragrance all its own, emanating, as sandalwood 
does. Once we returned home, my mother put the snuffbox in her 
special cabinet for Baba treasures. Every once in a while I would 
take it out and smell the inside. In the fall of 1967, I left home to 
attend college in Chicago to study Industrial Design. Then, on 
January 31, 1969, I received a call from my mother early in the 
morning, telling me that Meher Baba had dropped His body. She 
later called back confirming this after Dr. Kenmore received the 
cable from India. I was so devastated that I would find empty 
classrooms in the evenings to cry so my dorm roommate and 
friends would not see me, and so I could have privacy in my grief. 

After returning home to New York for spring break, I took out 
the little snuffbox and opened it, hoping to find some comfort—but 
the special perfume was gone; it merely smelled like a wooden 
box. I didn’t realize the meaning of this until Mani told the story of 
the “gong that died.” This was the gong that was sounded at Me- 
herazad to summon the Mandali to come to Baba’s room when He 
needed them. After Baba dropped the body, it was discovered that 
the gong had also expired; it no longer rang, but only produced a 
thud when struck. 

I remember well inhaling Baba’s fragrance when embracing 
Him. When I was a young boy, I thought it was special cologne 
that Baba always wore. When I embraced Baba I would bury my 
nose in His neck and smell this fragrance. But, it was only after 
returning home from the 1962 East-West Darshan in Poona that I 
finally associated that this fragrance was actually emanating from 
Baba himself, and this was the same fragrance that was in the 
snuff box. I can describe it as a combination of roses, gardenias, 
and lilium, a type of lily. Years later I told my wife, Rita, that when 
these flowers were placed together in the Lagoon Cabin, their 
combined fragrance was so similar to Baba’s scent and what origi- 
nally emanated from the snuff box. 

After my mother’s death in 1994, I inherited many Baba 
treasures, including some sacred clothing items: three sadras and 
two coats, including a pink coat of Baba’s that had been sealed up 
in a plastic bag since the late 1960s. When Rita and I opened the 
bag to check on the condition of the coat, this distinctive fragrance 
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was released. I immediately said to Rita, “Quick! Smell this; this is 
what Baba’s fragrance was like.” The fragrance lingered in the 
room for just a brief moment and then it was gone. She was lucky 
enough to smell that same fragrance. 

Three days before Baba was to leave the Center in 1958, Kitty 
had suggested that the children should give Baba a sort of going- 
away gift from them in the Barn one morning. Again, from The 
Awakener, [Volume 5, No. 3 Page 56], 

Baba entered the barn at 10:00 am. Children offered flowers, 
and little Larry Karrasch gave Him a toy airplane he had made. 

I had wanted to give Baba something lasting, something he 
could take back with Him to India to remember me by. At the time 
I considered myself an accomplished model builder, so I had the 
idea of giving Baba a model of the airplane He flew in from India 
to the United States. He had flown on TWA, and their transatlantic 
plane at that time was the Constellation, partly designed by How- 
ard Hughes. Its signature characteristic was its three-finned tail 
section. I persuaded my mother to help me with this idea, and she 
asked Mike Loftus if he would assist us in finding the model. He 
drove us to several stores in Myrtle Beach. After several tries, I 
found the exact model kit. One problem was that it was molded in 
silver and the white colored areas would have to be painted on be- 
fore putting the TWA decals. No problem, I thought to my little 
self. ’'m good at painting too! 

Within the first night I had the fuselage all together. I would 
give it a coat of paint tonight and put the wings and motors on to- 
morrow. Tomorrow came and still the paint was tacky. My mother 
assured me it would dry. But we were in the South with 100% hu- 
midity and no air conditioning! That night it was still tacky. I was 
in a panic. My mother had one excited kid on her hands. I cried 
out, “I want to give this plane to Baba at the Barn! He can’t get 
paint on Him; it’s never going to dry”. 

That evening we again dragged Mike Loftus out to help me 
find the right model. The only model I could find that didn’t need 
to be painted and was already molded a color, was a two engine 
DC-3. It would have to do. I put it together that night, added the 
decals and presented it to Baba in the barn the next day with this 
big running excuse: 

“I wanted to give you a model of the plane you came over 
from India on, but I painted it and the paint wouldn't dry for two 
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days, so I got this model of this airplane which is similar to the 
one you flew on from NYC to Wilmington airport.“ 

Baba took the plane, smiled, gestured to me to come close, 
and He embraced me. I wonder if that plane is still stored some- 
where in India. 

The day before Baba was to leave; He invited all of the men 
and boys to His house that afternoon. As we entered, Baba was 
seated in a chair, and He presented to each of us a prasad candy, 
then a big hug. We did not know at the time that this would be our 
last going-away embrace. Later He asked all of us to go out into 
the garden. A chair was brought out to Baba for Him to sit on—the 
small light green one that sits in His bedroom—and it was placed 
in the shade of a large magnolia tree. 

Baba talked to us for a while. Then He began the game of 
throwing candies as prasad to everyone. Baba was throwing can- 
dies here and there, and all the way to the back. I was sitting up 
close to Baba in the front. Baba suddenly made believe He was go- 
ing to throw a candy to the back of the garden then landed one 
right in my lap! When we left we were only allowed to kiss His 
hand and then leave. 

Baba departed for the Wilmington Airport before the rest of 
us on the morning of the 30. Three small buses were sent to the 
hotels to pick up the people and drive us to the airport. When we 
arrived, Baba was seated in the terminal and greeted all of us as we 
arrived. We waited with Baba for His plane to depart. 

There were no last-minute hugs or kisses from the Master; we 
had to rely on only our visual senses and body movements to ex- 
press our feelings through our tears and sadness of His departure. 
When my grandmother, Theresa, said goodbye, she asked Baba 
“When will I see you again?” 

Baba responded, “Not in this lifetime.” At the last moment we 
realized that this would be the last time that Baba would be visit- 
ing the United States, though He had clearly stated this several 
times during His stay with us on the Center. He said the next time 
He would meet us all in India. But I didn’t care that it would be 
India, as I had my special exception from Baba Himself to come to 
India no matter what the age limit would be! 

As Baba made His way to the airplane we all tried to touch 
Him one last time, most of us with tears in our eyes or outright 
crying. Then, we could see Baba seated at the window of the plane. 
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We all waved our goodbyes as the plane taxied away, and watched 
as it raced down the runway and slowly rose into the air. 

The four of us who had all come down on the train together 
waited at the airport for a bus to take us to the railroad station in 
Florence. We composed ourselves, and talked happily about Baba, 
the lovely trip, and our time with Baba, until the bus finally ar- 
rived, and we began our homeward journey. 

When I returned to New York City, I missed having Baba in 
our presence and I was now sad that He was gone. My life was 
back to the usual—finishing school and looking forward to summer 
vacation, which was almost here. But I was happy to have been 
with Baba and that I had my medal blessed by Him to protect me. 

It has now been about fifty years since Baba dropped His 
body. My life and that of others who met Him changed on that 
day, in that Baba always wanted us to write to Him if we had any 
major problems or decisions to make, and for some of us, there 
was no longer that feeling of security from being able to contact 
Him in that way. 

For example, I remember writing to Baba because I wanted to 
marry a certain girl when I reached the age of eighteen. Baba 
wrote back that He disapproved of this decision and said, 

Now that you have conveyed His message to dear Janet and 
Larry, Baba wants you to give them scope to carry out His in- 
structions. He wants you not to worry over their future. If they 
obey Baba’s instructions implicitly their future is bound to be 
bright and cheerful; if not they will learn through their own mis- 
takes at every step. 

I did follow Baba’s order, even though it was very difficult 
for me at the time. However, my faith in Him gave me the courage 
to follow through on His guidance by remembering what He had 
said to me in the Lagoon Cabin in 1958—that He was guiding my 
life. And of course, then I met Rita, who is such a wonderful com- 
panion in Baba. 

Since Baba dropped His body, I now approach each life 
challenge knowing that He is still guiding me. I believe that we are 
the makers of our own suffering. We can alleviate some of this suf- 
fering in our lives through developing our intuition and following 
the path on which Baba’s inner guidance leads us. 

Now I try to act on that inner connection to Him for this 
guidance and decision-making. I find that in my life this can be 
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accomplished through whole heartedly loving and thinking of 
Him, and relying on His guidance, which one arrives at through 
love, obedience and following His teachings. Baba says we need to 
listen to His voice deep within our souls. This is the voice of inspi- 
ration, intuition and guidance. In this way we will always receive 
God’s voice of guidance within ourselves, and know how to live our 
lives to please Him. 
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8 Jane and Wendy: 
A Deep Longing Fulfilled 


Jane Barry Haynes came into Meher Baba’s orbit through 
Elizabeth after Norina passed away. Jane brought awareness of 
Meher Baba to thousands at the New York World’s Fair, then, 
with Baba’s permission, moved her family to Myrtle Beach, 
where she helped in the running of the Center for many years. 
Her wholehearted devotion to Baba and gracious presence in- 
spired many. In this story, her daughter, Wendy Haynes Connor, 
gives a glimpse of her mother’s awakening to Meher Baba, and 
tells of her own magical experiences as a child with Baba, Eliza- 
beth, and Kitty. 


My life with Meher Baba really began when my mother met 
Elizabeth Patterson for the first time in June of 1957. Elizabeth 
was our link to Baba, and she made our family her family. My 
mother was Jane Barry Haynes who played a key role in the life of 
Meher Center from the mid-1960s through the mid-1990s, and she 
was president of the board of directors of the Center for fifteen 
years after Elizabeth’s passing. 

Mother wrote a beautiful account of her experience of coming 
to Baba in her book, Letters of Love for the Ancient One. She 
shares openly about how superficial and meaningless her life was 
before Baba, how she struggled with feelings of unworthiness, and 
how undeserving she felt of God’s love. Yet, from childhood, she 
had a deep love for Christ and a deep longing to know Him. Des- 
perate for God’s love, Mother cried out to Him for help and, in His 
perfect timing, Beloved Baba answered her heart’s cry. We will re- 
turn to Mother’s story of meeting Baba later on, but first I want to 
give you some of the background story of how my family was 
drawn into Baba’s orbit. 
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We were all from Durham, North Carolina—my mother and 
father, and my two older brothers, John and Charles. Mother had 
been an actress and director from early on and was well known for 
her work in regional theater. In 1954, she was asked to come to 
Myrtle Beach to direct the summer theater at the Ocean Forest 
Hotel, a grand old hotel built in the 1930s in the luxurious style of 
the Vanderbilts and the Rockefellers. In those days, summer stock 
was quite special, and stars like Veronica Lake, Charlie Ruggles, 
Sylvia Sydney and many others would fly in from all over the coun- 
try to perform here. In fact, in 1959, the Myrtle Beach Playhouse 
was ranked seventh among regional theaters in America. 

The family was not new to Myrtle Beach. Mother had been 
coming here since 1947 when she was carrying my eldest brother, 
John, and by 1954 my grandparents had built a summer home in 
Windy Hill. That summer is when Mother met Zasu Pitts for the 
first time. Zasu had begun her career as a silent screen film star, 
continued in talkies, and in her later years starred in shows as a 
comedienne in television. Now, Zasu knew about Baba because her 
best friends were Mary Pickford and Douglas Fairbanks, Jr., who 
had thrown a reception at their home in Hollywood for Baba in 
1932. Zasu was out of town at the time and missed the party. 
When she returned, all that her friends talked about was Meher 
Baba: “Oh, you missed Him; He was so beautiful.” Zasu never for- 
got Baba’s name. 

During the summer of ’54, the subject of Meher Baba didn’t 
come up, but Zasu and Mother became good friends. At the end of 
the run, Zasu said: “Jane, darling, one day, you will have your own 
theater and, when you do, I'll come and open for you.” This was 
quite a promise because the star was in demand. Mother laughed 
and said: “That will never happen.” 

Fast forward to May of 1957, when a significant detail in the 
tapestry of Mother’s story of coming to Baba unfolded. Seemingly 
out of the blue, Mother had an extraordinary inner experience that 
she later recognized as a profound spiritual awakening. Out- 
wardly, everything appeared the same but inwardly she felt as if 
she were breaking into pieces. Unbeknownst to her at the time, 
she was undergoing a deep spiritual crisis. Mother emerged from 
this experience in a state of confused wonder, seeking answers to 
the universal questions about life’s purpose: “Who am I” and 
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“What am I doing here?” This marked the beginning of her real 
life. 

During this period, my mother and father decided to separate. 
So Mother accepted a job at the Myrtle Beach Playhouse and we all 
moved here. Mother remembered Zasu’s promise and called her: 
“You were right! I have my own theater! Will you come?” Zasu said 
she would, and she flew out from Hollywood in June. The season 
began with a comedy called “Solid Gold Cadillac.” 

So here was this huge star—but how to entertain her? After the 
play opened, Zasu was free in the daytime and there wasn’t much 
to do. However, there was a tour going on of elegant homes in the 
area. Mother remembered a home she had seen in Briarcliffe Acres 
when she was doing a promotion for the theater. So she called the 
lady, who was, of course, delighted to have the famous star come 
to her home. Well, the lady turned out to be Eileen Coates, a Baba 
follower, who had met Baba on His first visit to the Center in 1952. 

Near the end of the tour, Zasu turned to Eileen and said, 
“What about this Master—Meher Baba? I would like to see Him.” 
(Elizabeth said later she suspected Zasu had seen the notice of 
Norina’s passing in the newspaper.) Mother overheard as they 
made plans for a trip to the Center and suddenly two memories 
flashed through her mind. One was a picture of Meher Baba in her 
father’s newspaper—he was the editor of the Durham Sun—along 
with the words, “Myrtle Beach” and “spiritual.” (The article was a 
reprint from the Associated Press announcing Meher Baba’s visit 
to America.) The second memory was of driving past the Center 
one day with my grandmother who remarked casually, “You know, 
some great person came there from India.” At the time, Mother 
barely registered the remark. 

Overhearing the conversation between Eileen and Zasu, 
Mother said she would like to go along, but Eileen made no reply. 
A plan was made to meet Zasu at Jane’s theater, as it was so close 
to the Center. That night, Jane had a vivid dream of a tall, unusu- 
ally shaped fence, and heard clear sounds like celestial music com- 
ing from within. She felt people inside and they were joyous. 
Mother was outside alone. When she woke up she had no memory 
of the dream. 

On the appointed day, Mother opened the theater so Eileen 
and Zasu could meet. Eileen arrived but no Zasu! They waited and 
waited but she never showed up. It turned out Zasu’s car had bro- 
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ken down on the way; remarkably she never did see the Center. 
Finally, Eileen became exasperated; she knew Elizabeth, Kitty and 
Margaret were waiting for them at the Original Kitchen and it was 
very hot. So she turned to Mother and said, “Well, you'll have to 
come, because I’m not going empty-handed!” 

Interestingly, Elizabeth had attended Jane’s theater on the 
previous night. Just before Norina passed away, she had told 
Elizabeth, “When I die, do not mourn for me, Bettina, (her nick- 
name for Elizabeth); let me go to Baba.” And this would become 
another detail in the tapestry of Mother’s story. It so happened 
that Elizabeth had bought subscription tickets earlier that spring. 
Thus, the night of the memorial service, she decided to take Kitty 
and Margaret to the theater. Now, Jane, as the producer, was 
rarely out front, but, this particular night the ticket fellow sud- 
denly got sick, so she was at the front door checking for late com- 
ers. Elizabeth would tell the story later that, as they walked up to 
the entrance—Elizabeth walked slowly because she had scoliosis 
due to a fall from a horse as a teen—she looked up and saw a very 
beautiful woman standing there. Jane greeted them warmly say- 
ing, “Come in, I’ve been waiting for you,” and as she said that, 
Elizabeth immediately felt a familiarity with her. Mother, however, 
had no memory of it at all. 

So it was the very next day that Mother saw the Center for the 
first time. From the moment she passed through the green gate at 
the entrance by Pine Lodge, a feeling of peace instantly washed 
over her. She was deeply struck by the beauty of the Center. Eliza- 
beth welcomed her explaining that she, Kitty, and Margaret had 
met her the night before at the theater. Not once did they even ask 
about the star. 

Soon after Mother met Elizabeth and Kitty, she took me to 
meet them. I will always remember that first meeting. I was five 
years old, which tells you what a precious memory it is for me. 
They were living at Elizabeth’s home, Youpon Dunes, which was 
also the house where Baba had recuperated from His car accident 
in 1952. Built in 1936, Youpon Dunes was originally the home of 
Elizabeth’s father, Simeon Chapin. It’s still there on North Ocean 
Boulevard. From the street, what you see is actually the back of the 
house, as the front faces the ocean. You drive onto the property at 
the basement and garage level and you have to walk up quite a few 
steps to the main entrance. 
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Mother got me all dressed up in a pretty white dress and fixed 
my hair, so I knew we were going somewhere special. As we drove 
up, Elizabeth was standing at the top of the stairs in a beautiful 
royal blue dress—one of her favorite colors. Her hair was almost 
pure white by then, and the sun was shining on her head—she 
looked radiant. As I began walking up the long flight of steps, I 
looked up and the top seemed very far away...it almost felt as if I 
were going to heaven! In a sense, I was! 

We reached the top, and Elizabeth leaned over and, with a 
beautiful smile, said, “Hello...vou must be Wendy. You may call 
me Aunty Boo.” I found out later that, when she was a child, she 
couldn’t say “Elizabeth” so she called herself “Boo.” Later, as her 
nieces and nephews came along, they called her Aunt Boo, so she 
told the three of us—my two older brothers, John and Charles, and 
me-that we could call her “Aunty Boo.” This, of course, made us 
feel quite special. 

Then, all of a sudden, this ball of energy came bustling to the 
screen door—and it was Kitty. She opened the door and said, with 
her charming British accent, “Oh, oh, you must be Wendy. Yes, 
yes, we've heard all about you.” Then she said, “I’m Kitty.” I had 
never met anyone with the name Kitty, so I said, “Kitty, like a kitty 
cat?” She raised her index finger, and held it, bent at the knuckle, 
in front of her mouth, and let out a big chortle that sounded like, 
“Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh.” Whenever she got really tickled she would do 
that. “Oh, yes, like a kitty cat,” she laughed with delight. 

I immediately felt at home with them, as if ’d always known 
them. They were such loving, accepting, and completely natural 
people. I understood years later that, through knowing these ex- 
traordinary disciples, Baba had given me a precious first glimpse 
of His Divine Love. Without understanding it consciously, I expe- 
rienced His love through their selfless lives of wholehearted love 
and service for their Beloved. 

Happily, we saw Kitty and Elizabeth every day. They loved 
children, and while we often saw Aunty Boo, she had many busi- 
ness responsibilities, so it was Kitty who was able to carve out 
some time to spend with us. Back then, the Center was not a re- 
treat; it was a place of sahavas only. People who had met Baba 
would come for short visits—folks from the New York group, like 
John Bass, Marion Florsheim, Fred and Ella Winterfeldt, (who 
ended up moving here to serve as caretakers for the Center), Har- 
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old and Virginia Rudd from New Jersey, and Ned and Dorothea 
Foote from D.C., to name a few. 

I remember going with Kitty for walks on the beach with 
Elizabeth’s little dachshund, Banjo—who had been to India and 
back! He was quite old, and deaf and blind but he was still able to 
walk on the beach with Kitty, his faithful friend of many years. 
Kitty loved to walk on the beach. She walked so fast that she was 
one of the few people who could almost keep up with Baba. She 
had enormous energy and remarkable-stamina. Mani once told 
Buz and me about how, one day in the Trust Office, she (Mani) 
made a remark about how tired she was, and one of the residents 
teased her, saying, “Oh, but just think of Kitty.” And, Mani laughed 
and said, “Oh, no. Don’t compare me with Kitty. Don’t compare 
anyone with Kitty. She’s in a category all her own.” It wasn’t sur- 
prising that Kitty remained sharp and present all through her mid- 
nineties; she went to Baba at age one hundred! 

One of my favorite memories from those early days is of Kitty 
teaching me how to braid hair. We would sit in Norina’s old room 
upstairs in Youpon Dunes. She was so patient with me and would 
sit for long periods while I practiced plaiting her hair. It was very 
exciting and made me feel quite grown up. Kitty had wonderful 
long hair that fell way down her back. She would get it trimmed, 
but she never cut it. And I’ve never forgotten how to braid hair! 

Another special memory is of Kitty teaching me how to play 
the piano! Again, she was very patient and took obvious delight in 
teaching me! She taught Charles, too. I still remember the first 
song that required two hands! 

At this time, Mother was renting a house in Myrtle Beach. In 
the spring, Elizabeth discovered a little house on the Chapin Com- 
pany parking lot that was about to be torn down, so she and 
Mother moved it to 74 Avenue and restored it. The family moved 
in, and Aunty Boo named it “Happy House,” It was a happy house 
indeed, because of the love that went into it. (Later, in 1973, 
Happy House was moved onto the Center and broken up into the 
main house (still called Happy House), Cove 1 and 2, the Cedar 
Nook and the Tree Room. Margaret Craske lived in the main house 
for five years until her passing in 1990. Happy House was struck 
by lightning and burned down in 1994.) 

Later in 1957, word came that Baba would be coming to the 
Center in May of the following year. It would turn out to be His 
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third and last visit to the West. As soon as Kitty heard the news, 
she went into high gear. Now, Kitty was already in high gear! So 
she went into super-high gear, because in those days she was what 
is now a twenty-two member staff! She saw to everything to do 
with cabins, and at the same time, she was running the Youpon 
Dunes household. Frank Eaton and Joe Chestnut were responsible 
for maintenance and took care of the grounds, but as far as ac- 
commodations and logistical arrangements for guests, Kitty han- 
dled all of that. Elizabeth was behind the scenes taking care of 
countless practical details including financial arrangements and 
logistics for Baba’s and the Mandali’s travel, communication with 
groups, lists of attendees, schedules, and so on—just as she had 
done for each of Baba’s trips to the West after she first met Him in 
1931. Their entire focus was on making sure everything was in 
readiness for Baba’s visit. 

I was six years old by this time. Mother hadn’t told us much 
about Baba but we had seen His photo. I knew “Baba” meant Fa- 
ther and that He lived in India, even though I didn’t know where 
that was. I also knew that Baba was someone very special to Eliza- 
beth, Kitty and Margaret, so on some level I realized He was the 
focus of their lives. 

Even though I didn’t really take in what was happening, I did 
understand that Baba was coming and I was going to meet Him. 
Naturally, the most important task in my mind was to find just the 
right dress for me to wear—so Mother and I went shopping. We 
looked and looked for the perfect dress, and, finally, we found 
matching mother-and-daughter dresses. We never had a pair be- 
fore so you can imagine how thrilled I was! She had a big one and I 
had a little one. To me, it was the most beautiful dress I had ever 
owned—purple with dotted Swiss, a little white collar and a white 
band around the waist. Then Mother took me to get my hair cut, 
and I came out with brand new bangs! I was very happy and 
couldn’t wait to wear my new dress. 

Baba arrived on May 17‘. Mother met Him first on the 19". 
Her story is so beautiful and unique, I don’t feel I can do justice to 
it; I can only give you a glimpse of the many profound experiences 
Baba gave her—experiences that would change her life forever: 

One day, Baba called Mother to the Lagoon Cabin and had her 
sit on the sofa next to Him. Delia DeLeon, Anita Vieillard, and 
Margaret were sitting on the floor. Suddenly, Baba gestured to- 
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wards Mother and asked Anita what she thought of Jane. Anita 
said, “Oh Baba, she is very beautiful.” Baba shook His Head slowly 
and said, “No, not beautiful here”—and He touched His own face 
with both hands—“but here,” placing His right hand on His heart, 
and as He did so, He turned and looked at Mother with a beautiful 
smile in His eyes and on His lips. To quote from Mother’s account: 

“Not until many years later did I realize that Baba really 
meant it. That He knew well my false self—weak and excessive, full 
of vanities, and “sins’—and yet He only saw my real Self. He only 
saw Meher Baba, only God. Being so pure Himself, He only sees 
the true Self of each soul before Him. But on that day, I knew only 
that He had offered a priceless gift.” 

One day, the group was coming back from a walk on the beach 
with Baba when Baba suddenly turned to Adi and gestured toward 
Jane, saying, “Old friend. Very old friend. I love her very much.” 
Throughout the Sahavas, Baba continued to shower Jane with His 
love. He lifted the veil of unknowing and revealed Himself to her 
as the Christ. Mother had cried out for God’s love and Baba an- 
swered her heart’s call. Her life was now His. 

My eldest brother, John, met Baba on the 20", Charles on the 
21t, and I on the 22™4. On the 21%, when Elizabeth was in the La- 
goon Cabin, Baba told her, “Tell Jane to have Wendy at the theater 
tomorrow one half hour before the film.” 

Now, what happened was, Kitty had this exciting idea that 
Baba should see the Sufi film taken of His previous visit in 1956; it 
had just arrived and hadn’t been widely seen. So she said, “Baba, 
you must see the film.” 

Baba said, “Good idea, Kitty. What film?” 

“Oh, the Sufi film of the ’56 visit, Baba. It’s just come,” Kitty 
told Him. 

Baba nodded, and then He asked: “Where shall we see it?” 

Kitty said, “Oh, Jane’s theater—the perfect place.” 

“Good idea, Kitty. Does Jane know?” Baba asked. 

Well, of course, Jane didn’t know, and she was taken aback, 
because, at that time, the theater was being renovated. So she 
scrambled for help and over the next three days frantically worked 
to get the theater ready. This was classic Kitty—she often didn’t 
think things through. She would have these wonderful ideas, but 
didn’t realize that the consequences could sometimes be problem- 
atic! In India, the women Mandali told us that when they went to a 
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movie with Baba, Kitty would often interrupt and ask one of them 
how the movie was going to end—she couldn’t stand the suspense 
of not knowing. Baba would then have to send her to the back of 
the theater with one of the women—usually Meheru or Roshan 
Kerawalla, because, He said, “I can’t do my work.” 

To give another example of Kitty’s impulsiveness, sometimes, 
when Baba started to spell something on the alphabet board, Kitty 
would dash off before He finished, thinking she knew what He 
wanted! Baba would call for her to come back and say, “Kitty, I 
wasn’t finished.” These stories about Kitty were always told with a 
smile because Kitty delighted them all, including Baba. 

Back to the day of my meeting: I remember putting on my 
new dress, and Mother put on hers. I don’t remember any details 
about getting to the theater, leaving the theater, or driving to and 
from the Center. I only remember the times with Baba. And the 
memories are like flashes of lightning on the path, illuminating 
those times with Him. I only remember Baba. All the other details 
are gone. 

So, on the 224, Mother and I arrived at the theater early. I 
was waiting there, feeling shy and holding onto Mother’s hand 
very tightly. By this time, my parents had separated, and Mother 
was the center of my universe. We were standing in the foyer, and, 
even though it was 1:30 in the afternoon, it was quite dark inside. 

All of a sudden, Baba appeared in the doorway; the dancers 
were carrying Him in the lift chair. The sun was shining so brightly 
behind Him that I couldn’t see His face at first, yet His hair was lit 
up from behind like a halo. Then, as He came in, I saw His face, 
and everything became very still. Baba smiled at me and, in that 
smile, I recognized Him. I had this feeling of, “Oh, I know you!” 
His eyes were captivating, a very beautiful, deep brown, and spar- 
kling. Until that moment, I had thought I was going to meet a 
stranger, but here He was, someone I already knew! 

Baba had the dancers put the chair down, and I will never for- 
get the first thing He did, because it touched me so much. First He 
looked at me, and then at Mother, and-back to me—beaming at us 
with surprised delight. Then He made His gesture for perfection, 
holding His thumb and forefinger together, and I knew He was 
saying how pleased He was to see us in matching dresses! Of all 
the things Baba could have done first, He knew that would mean 
the most to me. I was so happy that He noticed! Then, Baba looked 
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at me with such happiness as He touched His heart, and I knew He 
was saying that He was happy to see me. 

The next thing that happened is that Baba held His Hand out 
to the side and, looking at me, raised it up from His hip to shoul- 
der level. I knew He was saying how tall I had become. (Everyone 
who knew me was talking about how I had shot up overnight.) I 
was quite tall for six years old. I stood up extra straight and said, 
“Yes, Baba, I am very tall.” Baba beamed at me. 

I was never aware of Baba’s silence; I never realized He wasn’t 
talking. He was so animated, His gestures so natural, that when 
He was talking to me, I always understood what He was saying. 

Then Baba opened His arms wide, and gestured, “Come.” I 
ran into His arms, and He embraced me, pulling me up high on 
His chest, and He held me for what felt like forever. Truly, when- 
ever I was with Baba, time seemed suspended, everything was mo- 
tionless, and it seemed as if everyone else disappeared, as if it were 
just Baba and me. Eruch, of whom I was completely unaware at 
the time, told me years later that the hug lasted only a few mo- 
ments or so. But, to me, it was a timeless embrace as if I had been 
enfolded in Baba’s arms for ages. 

Suddenly, Baba began playing with me. He held on to my 
arms and began pushing and pulling me back and forth—not too 
hard but not gently either. I began laughing, and Baba’s whole 
body was jiggling with delight. He seemed to be chuckling inside. 
Then He took my face in His hand and squished my cheeks to- 
gether, so much so that my mouth puckered up. At the same time, 
He made a gesture as if to say, “Talk.” I tried to say, “But Baba, I 
can’t talk,” but it just came out completely unintelligible, and that 
made us both laugh even more. When I look back at those mo- 
ments, I often think of Baba’s quote about children, one of the few 
I know by heart: “I love small animals, for they are part of my 
creation; but I love children much more, for with them, I am the 
eternal child and they, in their happy play, are my playmates.” 
Baba had come to my level to capture my heart with His love. 

I don’t know how long Baba played with me but it ended 
when Eruch came up; Baba tapped His wrist: “What’s the time?” 

“Baba, it’s time to see the film,” Eruch told Him. 

The dancers began to lift Baba up in the chair and I remember 
feeling a sharp twinge of panic—I had this feeling I might not get to 
be with Baba anymore, so I looked up at Him and said, “Baba, may 
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I stay with you?” With a tender, loving glance, Baba nodded at me, 
and tapped the side of His chair. My heart calmed and I walked 
near Him as the dancers carried Him inside. When they put Baba’s 
chair down on the front row, I quickly plopped down on the floor 
at Baba’s right foot, and Charles sat down by His left foot. It was 
such a natural impulse to go sit by Baba. 

Suddenly, I thought of Mother. I turned around, and sure 
enough, she was motioning for us to come back and sit with her. 
She was clearly worried that Charles and I were being too forward 
and would disturb Baba. In that instant, Baba turned around, and 
Eruch said, “Baba says to let them be, Jane; let them be.” Only 
moments before, Mother had been the center of my universe, but 
when Baba called me into His embrace, and I let go of her hand; 
my world shifted and He became the center of my universe. 

I don’t remember anything about the film. I must have looked 
up at the screen sometimes, but mostly I was watching Baba. It 
seemed silly to watch a film of Baba when He was sitting right 
there. I must have looked up at the screen once in a while, but 
mostly I was looking at Baba. Sometimes He would look down and 
give me a tender smile or lovingly stroke my cheek. When the film 
ended, all I remember is Baba being carried away in the lift chair. 

Two days later, on May 24", Baba held His famous Birthday 
Party, just for children. In fact, I heard later Baba had stipulated 
that the only way adults could come to the party is if a child 
brought them! 

A long picnic table had been set up near the Caretaker’s Cabin 
near where the Meeting Place now stands. Baba was in the Lagoon 
Cabin and everyone was milling around waiting for Him to appear. 
My first memory of the party is of John, Charles and me waiting 
nearby, holding a garland for Baba. Earlier, there had been a lot- 
tery to see which of the children would get to garland Baba. We 
were one of the two families to win so Mother ordered a beautiful 
garland made of pink carnations. When Baba walked out of the 
Lagoon Cabin, He beamed with delight when we came up to Him, 
and He leaned over a little so we could place the garland around 
His neck. Then He gave us a big hug, and He looked very happy. 

Baba was taken close to the picnic table, and I quickly sat 
down at the end of the table nearest to Him. Charles immediately 
sat down on the other side, opposite me. Baba was like a giant Di- 
vine magnet. All we wanted was to get as close to Him as possible 
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every moment. Our brother John was shy, and spent much of the 
party down by the lake. (It was four years later, at the East West 
Gathering, that John had his profound experience of Baba’s love 
and divinity.) 

After we sang Happy Birthday, Baba made the first cut in the 
humongous cake and then began filling cups with lemonade as 
Kitty handed them out to all the children. In the meantime, a 
woman was taking Polaroid photographs of Baba—and to this day I 
don’t know who the woman was. As she took the pictures, she 
placed them on the table in front of me. I started looking at them 
and she said, “Would you like to take them up to Baba?” 

I was so excited. “Oh, yes!” I immediately said, happy for any 
excuse to be close to Baba. Without thinking, I took the top photo 
from the pile and went up to Baba. Baba stopped everything and 
gave me a wonderful smile, placed His hand on His chin and stud- 
ied the photograph with great interest. Then He held the photo up 
so Eruch could look at it, and turned to his left and held the photo 
up for Adi to see. Handing the photo back to me, He gave me a big 
hug and a kiss. 

I remember skipping back to the table and picking up the next 
photo. I went up to Baba again and, again, He stopped everything, 
put His hand on His chin and looked at the polaroid, smiling. He 
showed it to everyone around Him, then reached out and took my 
chin in His hand for a quick squeeze, and again made His sign of 
perfection to me. Well, I went back to the table and picked up an- 
other one! I have no idea how many times I went up to Baba but it 
seemed like a lot. At some point, someone must have noticed and 
stopped me. But the thing I remember most is how loving Baba 
was and how special He made me feel—as if I were performing a 
very important task for Him. 

At one point, Baba was giving each child a hug and when it 
came my turn, He took my chin in His hand and brought it up to 
His forehead to kiss Him there. It was a quick, gentle and natural 
motion. I didn’t remember that moment for many years but, for- 
tunately, it was captured clearly in a home movie taken by a dear 
friend in New York. When I saw the film, Baba’s gesture came 
back to me, and that moment is indelibly imprinted on my heart. 

As the party went on, I began to notice different people hold- 
ing the umbrella over Baba’s head to shade Him from the sun. 
Baba would clap and call for this person or that person to come 
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take a turn holding the umbrella. This went on for some time. 
Well, the more I watched, the more this longing grew in me to hold 
the umbrella for Baba. In fact, the longing grew so much that I felt 
like I might pop. 

In that very moment, Baba clapped, turned to me and ges- 
tured, “Would you like to hold the umbrella?” I was thrilled. I ran 
up, and Baba had Beryl Williams give me the umbrella. Beryl was 
one of the first African-American followers of Baba in America 
and, at Baba’s direction, she was the first person in the West to 
distribute and sell photographs of Him. Baba would also send 
Beryl photos that He had touched and blessed to be given to cer- 
tain people. 

In time, I came to feel there had been a special significance in 
Baba having Beryl hand me the umbrella that day. In the years fol- 
lowing my meeting Baba, I developed a close connection with the 
black communities in Myrtle Beach, and in 1966, I found myself 
launching the Happy Club for disadvantaged children from those 
communities, and they came to the Center every Saturday for 
nearly thirty years. The work with Happy Club led to numerous 
service projects giving many Baba people opportunities to serve 
Him in that way. 

Another remarkable connection from the party was that 
Elizabeth’s housekeeper, Bessie Graham—who cooked for Baba on 
all three visits—brought her three grandchildren that day to meet 
Baba. Ten years later, those very children were the first Happy 
Clubbers! Baba was very pleased with Happy Club and sent His 
blessings to the children. One of the last things He ever signed was 
the children’s book, Meher Baba is Love—for Happy Club! 

But, back to the party: now it was my turn to hold the um- 
brella for Baba, and I was overjoyed! Again, time stopped, and I 
was in heaven. I don’t know how much time passed but, all of a 
sudden, I realized that the umbrella was slowly sliding downward. 
It was pretty heavy. It wasn’t a parasol, but a very substantial um- 
brella. I was standing to Baba’s left, and I was holding the um- 
brella up with my right arm. When I realized what was happening, 
I quickly put the other hand up to steady it. Now I was holding the 
umbrella with both hands, and felt really happy. But, in a little bit, 
it started to creep down again. Then, just before it seemed to get 
really close to Baba’s head and I was starting to panic, Baba 
clapped and called Jeanne Shaw over, and she took it from me. 
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It was a heavenly party. The atmosphere was permeated with 
Baba’s Love and His obvious joy in having the children all around 
Him. For me, the day seemed suspended in a bubble, and Baba 
was the Center of the bubble. Though I was happy to have cake 
and lemonade, and to play, I kept gravitating to Baba. He made 
me feel so special, as if I were the most important person in the 
world to Him. I think Baba makes all of His lovers feel that way. 
Only the God-Man can do that. He awakens each heart to make us 
aware of our connection to Him. And through the blessed experi- 
ence of His all-encompassing love and acceptance, we come to feel 
how important we are to Him. Of course, as a child, I didn’t have 
the capacity to contemplate any of this; it was only years later that 
it occurred to me that Baba must have been working on many lev- 
els, giving each of us just what we needed. But one thing I was 
clearly aware of: I was filled with happiness whenever I was in 
Baba’s presence. 

I remember one day when Baba was meeting with everyone in 
the Barn. I wanted to go, but a plan had been made for all the kids 
to play at the playground during Barn time. Apparently, it had 
been decided that we might not be able to sit still for long, and-that 
we might disturb Baba. But I wanted to be near Him, and I have a 
memory of standing on the Barn porch outside the screen door. 
Baba saw me as He was coming out; He twinkled at me and took 
my chin in His Hands affectionately, then moved on quickly...but I 
filled up with joy. 

Baba left on May 30, 1958, and returned to India, via Austra- 
lia. Externally things appeared to be the same, but everything had 
changed, Baba was now the center of our lives. In June, Jane re- 
ceived her first cable from Baba: 


“KEEP HAPPY IN MY LOVE AND LET YOUR THREE DEAR LIT- 
TLE ONES LOVE ME MORE AND MORE. LOVE, BABA” 


That was the beginning of a precious life-long correspondence 
with India, with frequent messages to Jane Trio from Baba, some 
relayed through Elizabeth, others through Baba’s sister, Mani, and 
on rare occasions, there would be a letter or message from Me- 
hera. Baba called the three of us children His “Trio.” Mani once 
said, “Jane is the lamp that makes the Trio glow in Baba’s Love.” 
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After Baba dropped the body, Mani and Mother continued their 
correspondence until Mani’s passing in 1996. 

The summer theater season began that June of 1958, and 
Charles Purdom returned to the United States from London to di- 
rect Mother in a play. He was so taken with her talent that he felt 
she should study acting further. Unbeknownst to Mother, Purdom 
wrote to Baba directly, saying, “I think Jane should get more tech- 
nical training in acting in London. She has a real gift.” Baba re- 
plied to both Purdom and Mother with these instructions: “Jane is 
not to go to London; she may study in America.” He also said, “It’s 
best that she goes in the early months of the following year.” 
Mother was very surprised to learn that Purdom had written to 
Baba without her knowledge, but because Baba approved of her 
taking further studies, she decided we would move to New York 
City. She was accepted into Actor’s Studio and studied with the 
famous acting instructor Lee Strasberg. 

So, in January of 1959, the family moved to New York. It was 
very hard to leave Elizabeth and Kitty, but fortunately, Elizabeth 
came up often. And one time, Kitty came and baby-sat us for sev- 
eral weeks when Mother went on the road...and that was an unfor- 
gettable time, including piano lessons, card games, and daily walks 
in Central Park; it was a visit full of fun and laughter. In addition, 
we came down to Myrtle Beach by train at least four times a year— 
every holiday and summer. 

Mother knew her career in theater was not meant to be for- 
ever. Interestingly enough, something happened in ’63 that sig- 
naled a significant change in Mother’s work for Baba. One night 
she had a dream in which she saw an exhibit about Baba in the up- 
coming 1964 New York World’s Fair. Amazingly, about the same 
time, Kitty had the same idea! Kitty wrote Adi, and although Baba 
was in seclusion at the time, He sent a message to Kitty and Jane 
through Adi saying that He was happy with the idea, and He-in- 
structed them to correspond with Adi directly about the project. 
So with the go-ahead from Baba, Mother took on the unbelievably 
vast and daunting task to make the booth a reality. She oversaw 
every detail, finding the right building, securing space for the 
booth, lining up the five hundred volunteers it would take to staff 
the booth over the two five-month periods in 1964 and 1965, and 
many other details. Elizabeth and Kitty worked tirelessly on their 
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end with arrangements for publication of books and pamphlets, 
design of the biographical sketch, and the Universal Message. 

What was astonishing is that Baba Himself became engaged 
in many aspects of the project. He approved the publications that 
would be on display, including God Speaks, Life at Its Best, and 
Beams. He chose the photo of Himself to be hung in the booth—the 
one that now hangs in the Barn at the Center. He also gave a new 
quote for the Universal Message pamphlet. During the course of 
the Fair, Baba sent several messages to Mother saying how pleased 
He was with her efforts. One cable He sent to her said, in part, 


“HAPPY ABOUT YOUR EFFORT WORLD’S FAIR PROJECT. 
LOVE TO YOU, TRIO. MEHER BABA” 


For Jane, this labor of love for Baba marked the shift away 
from her work in the theater world to working for Baba in a more 
direct way. It was clear to Mother that this chapter of her life had 
now served its purpose. It was her heart’s desire to serve Baba at 
His Home in the West. Elizabeth had written to Baba, saying, “It is 
Jane’s longing to serve you in any way, hoping to be here at the 
Center, if it is what You wish.” Of course, Baba knew of Mother’s 
deep longing, and He sent word to her, even before the Fair was 
over, that she should come to Myrtle Beach: “Yes, move to the 
Center and not to worry; the role you will play will unfold.” 

In 1965, the timing was right, so Mother, Charles and I moved 
back to Myrtle Beach. (John had moved earlier to Durham to live 
with our father.) With Baba’s permission, Elizabeth arranged for 
our house on the Center to be built in 1966. In the meantime, 
Mother and I stayed on the Center in the Guest House, and Char- 
les stayed upstairs at Dilruba. 

During this time, Kitty was still cleaning the cabins as well as 
taking care of the Dilruba household. But, as more and more peo- 
ple started coming to the Center, Kitty stepped up to fill what had 
evolved into a critical need at the Center—she began to see new- 
comers. Having lived with Baba for so many years in India as one 
of the women Mandali, this was a natural role for Kitty. With her 
enthusiasm and interest in people, she was a continual source of 
inspiration for those who wanted to hear about how to love and 
serve Baba, now that He was no longer in the body. 
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At Baba’s direction, Elizabeth, continued to hold the reins of 
the Center with wisdom and a practicality that was grounded in 
her love for Him, always acting according to what she felt would 
please Him. Not only did she take care of myriad day-to-day de- 
tails, she also looked to the future and anticipated the growing 
needs of the Center. Elizabeth often said, “Baba always provides 
before the need arises.” To give one example, she recognized that 
the Meeting Place had to be expanded even though it was only 
filled to capacity on holidays. Gradually she had new cabins built 
to prepare for the steadily increasing numbers of guests. As was 
her training with Baba, Elizabeth remained “in constant readi- 
ness” to follow His lead. 

As Baba had told Mother, her role unfolded over time. She 
became very active in service work—inspiring many Baba followers 
to participate in and develop programs for disadvantaged families 
in the Myrtle Beach area. For several years, she worked at the 
original Gateway, along with Fred and Ella Winterfeldt, welcoming 
and signing in guests. One of her main roles was to give tours of 
Baba’s Home. This was a highlight in Mother’s life. She gave 
wholeheartedly of herself as she introduced newcomers to the sa- 
credness of the God-Man’s Home. To this day, people still speak of 
how deeply affected they were by their first tour of Baba’s House, 
given by Jane. 

In the early 1970s, when the first wave of newcomers rolled 
into the center, Mother took on the additional role of welcoming 
them into her home. In those days, it was the tradition that each 
new person would be personally welcomed by either Kitty or Jane. 
Mother had an innate graciousness that made guests feel at home 
immediately. She had the extraordinary capacity to connect with 
people because of her willingness to be vulnerable and open about 
her past and about her struggle to please Baba in the present. 
Newcomers were inspired by the intimacy of her sharing and her 
spiritual strength. No matter what Mother had to endure, she held 
onto Baba with both hands. 

After Elizabeth died, Jane became president of the board of 
directors of the Center. As president, Jane continued the work she 
and Elizabeth had been doing, including expanding the number of 
cabins, connecting to the broader Myrtle Beach community, ac- 
tively serving the black communities through Happy Club, and her 
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deep connection with their families. She also began to develop 
future-oriented investment management for the Center. 

But most importantly, in her wise and loving way, Mother 
connected on a heart level with so many people. I witnessed that 
time and again over the years. Near the end of her life, when 
Mother was in the hospital, she received over three hundred let- 
ters and cards, and the theme that ran through them all was: “You 
have transformed my life,” and, “You are my spiritual mother.” As 
I sat there in the hospital room and read them, one after the other, 
I was overcome with wonder at the impact she’d had on so many. 

One day, in late March, 1997, Mother saw three new people in 
her home. As I sat there I witnessed, for what would be my last 
time, the heart awakening that transpired between Mother and the 
women. She said something to each of them that, from their tears, 
appeared to be exactly what they needed to hear. All three left in 
silence. I told Mother afterwards what a precious experience it had 
been for me to witness how she touched the hearts of these new- 
comers. I will always remember what she said: “Oh no, Wendy. 
It’s not me, it’s all Baba.” 

Mother saw people one more time, on Easter Sunday in April, 
just a few days before she went to Baba. She was in her hospital 
bed at home, quite ill, but she wanted to see people to say good- 
bye. Word got out, and people lined up outside the studio and took 
turns going inside to get a final hug or kiss. Sandy Lyons and I 
were in charge; Sandy had been Mother’s companion and assistant 
for the last five years. I was going between Mother’s room and the 
outside, calling people in and leading them out. I wasn’t surprised 
when many came out weeping, or when they came up to hug me, 
and said, “She was my mother, too. She helped me realize that 
Baba loves me as I am.” It was indescribably moving. And I would 
reply, “I know, I understand....” And I did understand, for this was 
what Beloved Baba had told Mother-that her role at the Center 
would unfold, and so it had. 

In the end, Baba fulfilled Mother’s deepest desire, her deepest 
longing. He gave His Jane the gift of being able to serve Him—her 
Beloved—at His Home in the West, and to lay her life at His feet. 
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9 Charles: The Gift of Recognition 


Charles Haynes, also one of Jane Barry Haynes’ children, 
was eight years old when he first met Meher Baba in 1958 at the 
Meher Spiritual Center. He attended the East-West Gathering in 
1962 and the Great Darshan in 1969. He served for many years 
on the Center board of directors, and currently serves on the 
board of Meher Fund. Charles is the author or co-author of nine 
books, including Meher Baba, the Awakener, and with Christo- 
pher Wilson, Norina's Gift. Charles is the founder of the Religious 
Freedom Center in Washington, D.C. This chapter is based on a 
talk given at Meher Spiritual Center. 


I think of my first meeting with Meher Baba as a story of rec- 
ognition. Stories of recognition say it all, revealing how Beloved 
Baba finds us whether He is in the body or not. What I would like 
to share is really two stories in one—how Baba first revealed Him- 
self to my mother and to me-two stories that occurred over a 
twenty-four hour period on May 21% and May 22"4, 1958, when I 
was eight years old. 

First a few thoughts on why we, Baba’s lovers, receive so much 
joy when reliving every moment from Meher Baba’s life. Of course, 
stories of Him are beautiful memories of when He was in our 
midst in human form. But stories of Baba are also so much more 
than historical events or personal reflections from the past. 

For me, and I suspect for many who love Him, each story is a 
living experience of the Beloved who dwells in our heart. Stories, 
photographs, films, relics and places where He walked—all are 
clues that help us to recognize the One we seek as our Real Self. 

If that is true, then what Meher Baba did during His stay at 
Meher Center in 1958, is what He, in the deepest sense, is doing 
now. After all, for Baba, there is only the Eternal Now. Every ac- 
tion, every gesture, every event of what we call “the past” reverber- 
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ates through what we experience as time and space—awakening 
hearts with recognition each time it is relived and remembered. 
We feel Baba in the now when we hear stories of Him or see His 
image. It is not merely an historical event; it is an experience of 
recognition for those whose hearts He awakens. He is here now. 

Someone came up to me years ago at a Baba gathering—I 
think it was in Chicago—and said, “I first heard of Meher Baba 
many, many years ago but didn’t feel a deep connection. But then 
three or four years ago I happened to attend a talk you gave. I had 
always been drawn to Baba, but something happened inside when 
you told a story about Baba with a dog.” 

I replied that I thought it must have been a story about Baba 
with Kippy, Elizabeth’s beloved Boston terrier who spent years in 
India with Baba. “Yes, Kippy! When you told that story, Baba sud- 
denly came alive for me. I recognized Him for the first time.” 

Far beyond being touched by a story that happened many 
years ago, this man experienced Meher Baba in the Now. What 
Baba did in the 1930s with Kippy, Elizabeth and many others, He 
was also doing for that soul in Chicago—and He does it time and 
again for all of us. We often think of Baba as past, present and fu- 
ture. But in truth, as Baba tells us, there is only the Eternal Now. 
Every time a story is told about Meher Baba, it is new. 

People have sometimes said to me: “Perhaps if I had met Him, 
then I would understand what you are saying—if I had only been 
there. You were there, so it’s easy for you to experience Him.” Ac- 
tually that is not the case. If we consider the full story of His ad- 
vent, we discover that there is little correlation between physically 
meeting Meher Baba and recognizing Him as the Ancient One. 
Many met Him physically and felt that He was a loving person, 
perhaps a holy man. But they did not necessarily recognize Him. 

Recognition is a gift of grace. It can be triggered at any time 
and in many ways. But it is not a gift that we can give to someone 
whether by giving a talk, sharing a book or photograph or in any 
other way. Only Baba can give that gift. Only Baba knows when the 
moment is right. We can be instruments of His gift by sharing Him 
with others. But only Baba can awaken Himself in the hearts of 
those who seek Him. 

My own story of recognition in this lifetime begins on May 21, 
1958. I was standing in a line waiting to meet Meher Baba in the 
Lagoon Cabin at Meher Center. I knew a little about Him because 
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Mother had come in contact with Elizabeth and Kitty in June 1957. 
We had spent time at the Center and, I am sure, were told some- 
thing about Baba. But standing in that line on May 21°, I was un- 
sure about who it was that I was about to meet. 

I stood quietly, trying to see inside. I knew Meher Baba was in 
there, and that He was from India. Was I aware that people 
thought He was Christ come again? It is possible, but I do not re- 
call being told that. No doubt Mother had tried to find some way of 
preparing us—although she would tell me years later that she was 
reluctant to tell us much, being unsure herself of just who He was. 
In any case, I stood there very excited. When you are eight years 
old, anything is possible, anything can happen. 

I looked into the Lagoon Cabin through the door that faces the 
lake. I couldn’t really see because of the tall people in front of me. I 
strained to see and finally got a glimpse through the screen door 
and yes! There He was, sitting there... in the chair...it was Jesus! 

Strangely, I didn’t question how that was possible. But there 
He sat—not the Jesus of the paintings—but my Jesus, the Jesus of 
my own conception. As a little child I was very interested in the 
Bible and in church. I didn’t like Sunday school; in fact I refused to 
go to Sunday school. But I loved church, and I loved Jesus. I also 
loved stories out of the Bible...so I had my conception of Jesus, 
and there He was, sitting in that chair. It was only a glimpse—a 
brief glimpse—but it was clear. After that I was very relaxed and 
happy; I knew Who I was going to meet. Then I was called, “Char- 
les, come in.” So I went in, and as soon as I crossed the threshold 
of the Lagoon Cabin, it was not that image of Jesus, but it was 
Baba. 

How wonderful to be a child at that time, because nothing 
came into my head about why there was some other image, or who 
He was. I knew Him! It was a joyful recognition, as if I had seen 
Him recently and now I was seeing Him again. It was a feeling of 
being familiar, and there He was. It was the most natural thing. He 
opened His arms...and I ran...and we embraced. 

Now I was very shy, and I didn’t go to people as a rule. Were 
there other people there? There must have been other people 
there! My mother must have been there. Of course Elizabeth was 
surely there; she was our link to Baba—Baba was very particular 
about that—so she would have been there. Eruch was there, though 
it was only years later when I had the opportunity to spend time 
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with Eruch that I knew who he was. But did I see any of them? No, 
I had no idea. I didn’t even look to see who was speaking. 

I was told later that Baba was silent. But at that moment, I 
was completely unaware of His silence. Everything about Him 
seemed natural and deeply familiar. He spoke directly—and we 
would communicate like this from that day forward—with a touch, 
a smile, a delight in His eyes. I didn’t have to say anything; I didn’t 
have questions to ask. So He could tease me, He could play, He 
could show love, and that was all we needed to communicate. We 
didn’t need to say anything else. It is a great, great gift to be a child 
with Baba. Of course, now I realize that words from Baba were 
given through someone, but at that moment they seemed to come 
directly from Him. 

Baba was seated in His chair, and I stood next to Him. We 
were on eye level since I was a little boy standing next to Him. He 
turned, looked directly into my eyes, and asked the only question 
He ever asked me: “Would you like to come and live where I live?” 
My immediate thought was “India,” because I knew that is where 
He is from. 

Without hesitation, I answered, “Yes, Baba, I would!” Baba 
smiled a beautiful smile—and He gestured emphatically: “So be it. 
You will.” 

Today, nearly sixty years later, I am profoundly aware of how 
that “yes” has defined my life. Baba being Baba, He did not tell me 
what my life would be—but He evoked the response that would 
give my life purpose, meaning and love. Whatever has happened 
and whatever will happen, His promise is always there: You will 
come to live with Me. You are mine now and forever. 

That was the beginning of a life-changing twenty-four hours. 
We went home, and I wanted to go back; I wanted to go right back. 
But of course we couldn’t go back...but I had this longing to go. 
That night, when going to sleep, I remember being very excited 
about the next day, and also very anxious, because we were sup- 
posed to go to school! 

Although Mother had met Baba two days earlier on May 19", 
she had not yet had an inner recognition of Baba. She loved Eliza- 
beth and Kitty, the two disciples that she had known for a year. 
And when she met Baba, she was drawn to Him and found Him 
wonderful. But she felt as though He wasn’t looking directly at 
her—and she still wasn’t sure who He was. 
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That’s why Mother had no intention of pulling us out of 
school. In any case, children were not supposed to attend the 
gatherings in the Barn. Children from out-of-town had activities 
planned for them during the Sahavas, especially while Baba was 
meeting with the adults in the Barn. 

But I didn’t want to go to school—and I had no interest in go- 
ing to the activities planned for children. There appeared to be 
only two options: If you were at the Center, you played with the 
children. If you lived in town, then you went to school. And you 
couldn’t get out of it just because God was here; that was not a 
very good reason—not in public school in any case! 

So I had no choice. I was anxious that night because I knew 
the next morning I wanted to go to the Center. But I also knew that 
I was going to have to get on that bus and go to school. So I felt 
great anxiety and I didn’t sleep very well. I finally drifted off, but 
then close to dawn I woke up, suddenly wide awake. Somehow I 
knew I had to go to my mother’s room. She was over on the other 
side of the house, so I made my way over to her room, and I went 
in. There she was, sitting up in bed, just weeping and weeping. 

I said, “Mother, what’s wrong?” She couldn’t talk. She just 
kept weeping—and simultaneously laughing. I went over to her and 
I held her; I thought maybe there was something terribly wrong. 
Or maybe something was terribly right? I couldn’t tell what it was. 

After a long while, she quieted down and I went back to bed. 
She’d never said what it was. Later, of course she did say that she 
had had the deepest sleep—this is the night of the 21°t into the 22". 
Close to dawn, she had awakened and smelled in her room the fra- 
grance of jasmine and roses-—this perfume in her room, and then 
she heard a voice call, “Jane.” She began to laugh and cry at the 
same time, and that’s when I came into the room. So she, too, was 
now a changed person, in the sense that she was anxious to get up 
and get to the Center as quickly as possible. She knew she had to 
get there, which was very different from the day before. 

We got up, and she was quickly getting us breakfast, getting 
us off for school, and I was thinking, “What am I going to do? 
What am I going to do? This is terrible; I can’t go!” We went out in 
front of the house and she got into the car as she waved us off to- 
ward the bus stop. She was trying to get us out of the way so she 
could go to the Center! It was very early and people were not even 
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supposed to go to the Center that early, but she couldn’t wait; she 
desperately wanted to get there. 

So we were walking down toward the bus stop several blocks 
away on Ocean Boulevard. We were almost there, and I kept look- 
ing back the whole time thinking, “What can I do, what can I do?” 
I turned around, and she was still in the car; it was still there. I got 
a little closer to the bus stop, and again I looked back. The car was 
still sitting there. We got still closer, and it was still there! So I 
gathered my courage, turned on my heals, and ran back, just as 
the bus arrived. Poor Wendy and John had to get on the bus. But it 
was every man for himself! 

I raced back to the car, and it was unbelievable—it was still 
sitting there. As I reached the passenger side of the car, it was rev- 
ving and revving but not turning over. She couldn’t get the darn 
thing started. She probably flooded it. I quickly grabbed the pas- 
senger side door and flung it open. At that moment, the car 
started. She looked at me with this, “What-are-you-doing-here?” 
expression. But because she was so anxious to get to Baba she ex- 
claimed, “All right. Get in!” 

So the two of us headed to the Center, and I got my wish. 
Mother immediately rushed to the Barn and I managed to find my 
way over there too. The great thing about this for me was that, 
otherwise, I never would have been in the Barn with Baba. Chil- 
dren were supposed to be on the playground. But I was deter- 
mined to be with Baba, and also, I was a well-behaved child. I 
somehow knew that it would be okay and that I wouldn’t cause 
trouble. So I went in. And there we all were. Of course, I didn’t 
know what discourses were at the time, though since then I’ve read 
what was said that day. But that wasn’t why I was there. I was 
there to be near Baba. 

Mother later told us that before she went into the Barn, Baba 
was being carried in a chair by the dancers. He told them to stop a 
moment. He found Mother in the crowd, looked at her and asked: 
“Jane, how did you sleep? Baba wants to know.” Mother was 
stunned, and in her mind she thought: “the deepest sleep I’ve ever 
had, and then I woke up, and I was weeping, so it was yes and no.” 
She didn’t know what to say. Then Baba gestured, “It’s all right,” 
and He went into the Barn. 

That morning Baba gave a discourse on deep sleep, describing 
how we return to God in deep sleep—but that the goal is to be in 
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that state consciously. While the discourse was being read out, 
Mother thought, “Oh, I had such a deep sleep. That’s what it was: a 
deep sleep.” 

When the program was over, Baba left the Barn, and was be- 
ing helped as He got into the chair to be carried. Once again, as He 
neared my mother, Baba had the dancers pause and put down the 
chair. He found Mother in the crowd. Again, He asked emphati- 
cally, “Jane, how did you sleep? Baba wants to know.” This time 
Baba looked directly into her eyes and Mother heard Him say to 
her inwardly—in a voice she later described “as clear as a 
bell”—“Yes, Jane—It is I.” In that moment, my mother recognized 
Him. She knew who He was...and who He is. 

My first twenty-four hours were almost over. We left the Barn 
and I was roaming around in a daze not sure what to do. Then I 
heard that Baba was leaving the Center to go to my mother’s thea- 
ter to see a film of His 1956 visit to America. In my foggy state, I 
had lost track of Mother, but I knew I had to get to the theater. 

At that moment, I saw the car used to carry Baba pull up in 
front of the Lagoon Cabin. I rushed over to try to get a glimpse of 
Him as He got into the car. Although I had just met Baba, I already 
knew that such opportunities were rare. If you could stake out the 
territory, you might get a look or touch. I got there in time to open 
the door for Baba. He smiled at me as He entered the car. Eliza- 
beth was the driver, Kitty and the Mandali were in the back seat. I 
closed the door and looked at Baba through the window—and He 
looked at me. I must have looked very forlorn because I was think- 
ing that He was leaving and how would I get to the theater to be 
with Him? 

Just as I was thinking that, Baba gestured to Elizabeth to wait. 
And then, to my great delight, He gestured to me saying, “Come 
with Me.” I opened the door and Baba moved over to the middle of 
the seat to give me room to sit beside Him. I slid in next to Him. 

Later I realized what a loving gesture that was, because Baba, 
unknown to me then, was suffering. It had only been a short time 
since the car accident in 1956, and He was still in a lot of pain. He 
almost had to cancel this Sahavas. Although He was always loving 
and humorous, His hip was bothering Him and it was painful for 
Him to walk and to move. 

As a child, I was unaware of His suffering. But looking back, I 
now know how uncomfortable it must have been for Baba to shift 
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over in the seat and put His feet on that middle bump that cars 
had at that time. He did that for me, giving me a place to sit next 
to Him. Of course, if I had known then what I know now, I would 
not have wanted Baba to feel any discomfort to make room for me. 
But I was a child—and Beloved Baba wanted me to sit next to Him. 

We left the Center, and although it was a short distance, the 
drive seemed a moment out of time, as is so often the case in 
Baba’s company. On the way, an unexpected thing happened: Kitty 
spontaneously blurted out something about how wonderful it was 
that my mother and father might get back together. At that time, 
my parents had been separated for a year. Perhaps Kitty was 
prompted to say this because she saw my father come to the Cen- 
ter to pick up my brother one day. (Though my father did not meet 
Meher Baba, he would later recall that he had seen Baba walking 
in the distance.) 

Whatever the reason, Kitty said something about my mother 
and father reuniting in front of me—which was surprising. Baba 
turned so that He was facing me, and Kitty could see His gestures 
from the back seat. He put His forefingers together and then 
slowly moved them apart: “Separation.” Kitty said, “Oh, but don’t 
the children need their father?” With a beautiful smile, Baba 
looked at me and pointed to His heart and gestured, “J am their 
father.” 

Of course, He is the Universal Father, but in this instance, He 
took it upon Himself to be our personal father. Although Baba was 
in seclusion in India throughout my childhood, He was always 
present as my father. Even from seclusion where He was doing His 
Universal Work, He always remembered His promise to be our 
father. 

From the very beginning, Baba found ways to let me know He 
was always with me, guiding me and supporting me as my father. 
The first test of this came when Baba returned to India at the end 
of the 1958 Sahavas. I felt His presence still when I walked around 
the Center—but I also longed for Him. I was anxious because now I 
knew that He was the Avatar with the burden of the universe on 
His shoulders. At that time, Baba was sending out urgent mes- 
sages about how the time was short and the breaking of His silence 
was near. 

So, as a young boy, I wondered, “How will He have time to 
remember me? Does He think about me? Does He miss me? With 
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all that He is doing, how can He know what I am feeling?” We 
were not permitted to write to Baba except for special work, so I 
had no opportunity to ask Him if He remembered me. 

Then a letter arrived from Mani to Elizabeth just before my 
birthday in July 1959. Mani wrote: “We saw the 1958 Myrtle 
Beach Sahavas film the other day. There were really some beauti- 
ful shots, and a number of times the dear, fair head of little Char- 
les showed beside Baba—and Baba would immediately point this 
out—as also lovely little Wendy.” Then I knew. Whatever His bur- 
den, whatever His suffering, whatever His work, He does remem- 
ber us every moment. 

Beloved Baba kept His commitment to be our father in many 
ways, big and small. To cite one loving example: When my collie 
Buff—who was my best friend—died unexpectedly in 1965, I was 
devastated. Elizabeth informed Mani (who never forgot to men- 
tion Buff in all letters to us over the years). From His seclusion, 
Baba sent a cable to me—the only cable I received from Baba that 
was addressed to me alone: “Your love for Me will help Buff, who 
is also Mine. Be resigned and happy in My will.” That message is 
what sustained me and filled my heart with joy. 

When I graduated from high school in 1967, I asked Elizabe- 
th—my “Aunty Boo”—if I should send Baba an invitation since par- 
ents were invited and He was my father. Even though Baba was in 
deep seclusion, she agreed because she felt that Baba would want 
me to send the invitation for this important transition in my life. 
So I invited Baba to the Myrtle Beach High School graduation! Of 
course, I didn’t expect Him to actually fly over for the ceremo- 
ny—nor did I expect to hear from Him since I knew He was in se- 
clusion. I simply wanted Baba to know that as my father He was 
receiving an invitation. 

But Beloved Baba did respond by sending this message 
through Mani: “I am happy with your graduation from high 
school. But I am happier still with your aim to graduate in the love 
of the Highest of the High. -Meher Baba” 

Baba kept that commitment to be our father while He was in 
the body—and He continues to keep that commitment today. We 
do, of course, expect unconditional love from our parents, a very 
challenging expectation that most parents try their best to fulfill. 
But Baba is unconditional love. In a deeply personal, human way, 
He is always there, loving and supporting us. If everyone deserted 
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us, if it feels as though the world is ending, Baba will be with us, 
supporting and loving us unconditionally. 

My mother, Jane, often spoke of this gift of unconditional 
love. She had such a difficult life before meeting Baba, a life in 
which she suffered considerable pain. She was admired for her 
beauty, but often taken advantage of and sometimes abused. 

Then Jane reunited with Meher Baba in this lifetime at the 
age of thirty-three. He looked at her, and He looked at Anita Viel- 
lard who was nearby, and He said, “Anita, what do you think of 
Jane?” Anita answered, “She’s very beautiful, Baba.” Baba ges- 
tured: “Yes, she is beautiful—she is beautiful inside.” 

After meeting Baba, Mother was for the first time in her life 
loved unconditionally. As she put it, “Baba didn’t love me in spite 
of who I am; He loved me because of who I am. He’s the only one 
who has ever loved me that way.” 

Beloved Baba not only loves us unconditionally, He finds 
compassionate ways to remind us that whatever happens in our 
life with Him is all part of His love for us—it is all part of His work. 
In my own life, Baba sometimes uses dates to let me know that 
everything that happens is His loving plan. As Elizabeth used to 
tell me when I was a child, “With Baba, dates are very important.” 

In my life, May 21‘t has had great significance. On May 21°, 
1958, I met Meher Baba and recognized Him as the Christ. On 
May 21°t, 1987, Christopher—now my beloved husband-first came 
to Meher Center. On that day he met my mother and, during his 
first time in the Barn, recognized Meher Baba as the One who had 
always been with him. 

Then, on May 21, 1994, my fellow members of the Center 
board of directors came to my home to tell me that there was op- 
position in the Baba community to Christopher and me living at 
Meher House, our family home on the edge of the Center. For 
some, it was concern about how having a gay couple at Meher 
House would affect the Center in the larger community. For oth- 
ers, it was out of a belief that homosexuality was wrong. And for 
still others, it was about who should play a leadership role at the 
Center. How incredibly sweet of Baba to have the controversy 
come to the surface on May 21°'. From the beginning, He wanted 
Christopher and me to know that this was all in His hands. What 
He was doing we cannot fully know. But He has told us that we are 
all part of His Universal Work, His work of changing conscious- 
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ness in ways never seen before in human history—as LGBT people 
can certainly attest. We each have our role to play in the drama 
that He alone directs. 

Now on every May 21°' I offer a prayer of gratitude to Beloved 
Baba for the unconditional love that sustains Christopher and me 
in our life together. And I thank Him for that most precious of 
gifts, the gift of recognition that He is the One who dwells within 
our hearts—and every heart. 

Although recognition of the Divine Beloved is an experience 
unbound by time and space, how blessed we are that Meher Baba 
has given us Meher Spiritual Center as a sacred place where we 
can renew our connection to Him and listen in quietude to His 
voice deep within our hearts. From the moment He first set foot 
on Meher Center in 1952 until the present day, Baba has imbued 
His Center with His loving presence, a constant gift of grace avail- 
able to each and every pilgrim He has drawn to be with Him at His 
Home in the West. 
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Part 3 — The 1960s 


The Early Days: Preparing 
for the Masses 


The late 1950s and 1960s were relatively quiet times on the 
Meher Spiritual Center. In India, Baba was spending more and 
more time in seclusion, gradually withdrawing His physical avail- 
ability and thus pressing His followers to find Him more and more 
internally. 

Yet, Baba had been very clear that, in time, the Center would 
become a busy place of pilgrimage. Thus, in this apparently fallow 
time, preparations were being made for the future and souls were 
being ripened for their work to come. 
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10 George: Giving Up All for Baba 


George Eaton was one of three sons of Frank Eaton, who 
moved to Myrtle Beach during the very beginnings of the Meher 
Spiritual Center to serve as its caretaker, to oversee much of the 
construction and grounds work, and to do much of the physical 
labor involved in bringing the Center into being. Taking a short 
time off to marry, bring a family into the world, and teach music, 
Frank returned and spent most of the rest of his life serving Baba 
as the Center’s caretaker. 

George, himself an excellent storyteller and historian, shares 
here about his father’s life, about growing up on the Center, and 
about his own experience of “coming to Baba.” 


I basically grew up on the Baba Center in the late 1950s and 
early 1960s, and I met Baba as a toddler. My childhood was spent 
exploring the Center and the surrounding areas. My father was 
Frank Eaton, who was the caretaker in the early days of the Cen- 
ter, and he worked on the Center from 1943 until 1948, then from 
1954 until 1972. 

I met Baba in 1958, when I was not quite three, during His 
last visit to the Center. Basically what I remember was that sud- 
denly there were a bunch of people right near where the Meeting 
Place is now. Dad thrust me into Baba’s arms. He grabbed my face 
and gave me a little kiss, then gave me a lemon drop as prasad, 
and off Dad and I went towards the Caretaker’s Cabin. It was very 
fast—all over very quickly. You went up, got your darshan and then 
you would go; it was not a protracted length of time. That is one of 
my earliest memories. Baba was as you would see Him in the 
films. But I do remember His smell; it was kind of like the La- 
goon—a little musty and a little spicy, probably like India. 

I’m not in any of the films, but Frank, my older brother, is in 
one of the pictures. As youre leaving the Gateway, there’s an 8x10 
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color photograph to the left of the door. There is Baba, Elizabeth, 
all the others, and in the very back, you'll see my brother, Frank. 
He must have been on Dad’s shoulders—and he’s up there strain- 
ing to see. You can tell he’s wondering, “What’s going on?” 

My father was born in Schenectady, New York, in 1911, on 
Valentine’s Day. His father worked for General Electric and his 
mother and father were divorced early on when the kids were 
small. He took violin lessons and was classically trained; that was 
his introduction to music. He graduated high school just as the 
Depression began, so he joined the army in the early 1930s, and 
spent some time in Hawaii. That is where he picked up playing 
saxophone; he played in the Division Band at Schofield Barracks 
in Hawaii and played for President Roosevelt in 1934 when he vis- 
ited there. 

After that Dad went back to Schenectady and worked for Gen- 
eral Electric. Then, at one point, he was a chauffeur for the mayor 
of Schenectady, which is how he met Darwin Shaw, because Dar- 
win worked for the city. During that time Dad was searching, 
wondering what life was all about, and he began reading many 
books based on different spiritual teachings. We have conjectured 
that Darwin may have seen a book Dad was reading while he was 
waiting for the mayor to come out of his office, and this might 
have been their connection. 

Soon Dad started going down to the talks and meetings in 
New York City, no doubt sometimes riding with Darwin. He was 
with the very early Baba group. I know that Dad and Darwin were 
great friends, and Bobbi Bernstein, who used to go to meetings at 
Darwin’s house in Schenectady, said she would always hear Dar- 
win talk about Dad with such fondness. It seems that in all the 
photographs and movies I see, especially of the Three Incredible 
Weeks gathering in India, they are beside each other. 

Soon it was decided that a Baba Center was going to be devel- 
oped in Myrtle Beach, so Dad volunteered to come down and help 
put this place together. He was married at the time to his first wife, 
and she came with him in ’43 or ’44. At first she kind of went along 
with my father’s interest in Baba, and she even came down with 
him when he moved here, but fairly quickly she decided it wasn’t 
her cup of tea. They amicably split up and had their marriage an- 
nulled; she went back to Schenectady and he stayed. 
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Dad lived for a while at Youpon Dunes, and later lived on the 
Center. Yet he maintained a close connection with Norina and 
Elizabeth, who, for a while were still spending a good deal of time 
in New York. In a letter dated April 10, 1946, one can get a flavor 
of his relationship with Baba and with the other early Baba lovers. 


Dear Norina 

A lot has happened here since you have been gone. The 
light poles are all up. The 2 houses are practically finished. 
The clearing for mosquitoes is underway & the dining room 
addition to the kitchen is done except for a door. The green 
shingles arrived last night for the side of the 2 huts & the 
Guest House. 

I feel I must write and say.... [Here Frank refers to a dis- 
agreement between an early Center volunteer and Norina, in- 
dicating that he agreed with Norina. ] 

We should react to all things, but in this case the action 
should be more reliance on Baba or less reliance on Baba. This 
can be our training ground for world work where we will meet 
much egoic disturbance and have to maintain equilibrium re- 
gardless. Naturally we can maintain a wonderful calm here, 
but what good is it if it does not stand up under test? 

I don't believe that spiritual advancement can be said to 
be a series of logical or reasonable facts or conditions, ideal or 
not ideal-good or bad operating circumstances; but is at 
times a series of unreasonable unfathomable situations that 
have to be accepted without egoic considerations of any kind. 
This is true spiritual fact. Also we can't say we have performed 
this spiritual act enough & we are tired & we are tired from 
the standpoint of reason and logic, it cannot go on any 
longer—this would be hypocrisy. 

Dear Norina, I hope you understand what I mean; I can't 
say it in relation to personal events as they do not stay in my 
mind, I can only speak in regards to a general situation. 

I am still very happy here in the Center, as well as with 
the few friends I have made. Kay [Frank's first wife] writes 
and says the annulment is an actuality. She says she would 
have come to [your] last lecture but did not have the money to 
stay in a hotel and she has been out of work and had no pay 
yet. She rode down with Jeanne and Darwin & they told her 
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about it. 

All my love to you and the work you do. Baba knows it is a 
hard job. I do give my real devotion to Baba & always want to 
show it in all ways. 

Love to all in Baba 
Frank 


When Dad moved to the Center, he lived in the Coop, and 
that’s where he stayed for years. You couldn’t get lumber during 
the war, but the government was encouraging people to raise “vic- 
tory gardens” and to keep chickens, so you could get a kit to build 
a chicken coop. Thus, the Coop was one of the first cabins built on 
the Center. Dad did say that when it would rain, the snakes would 
come up from the lake to escape the water, and he would sit in the 
Coop and just watch them crawl by. It was definitely virgin forest 
at the time, and there was plenty of wildlife. 

Dad helped with everything, including building the Beach 
Road and the big drainage project engineered by Darwin, who had 
experience from working with the City of Schenectady. They cut 
down trees and hauled them away in a big Army truck that used to 
be there, and sometimes they brought in big machinery for dig- 
ging. Elizabeth had been called back to India during part of that 
time, so a lot of it was handled by correspondence. I have some of 
the correspondence between them, mostly nuts and bolts things 
about the Center, such as when Mr. Moore was going to come to 
give an estimate on building this or that, or how things were going 
on the drainage project. But Dad was involved in everything that 
went on here. They called in extra help at times. There was this 
one-armed fellow, George Anderson, who used to help, and he was 
pretty crafty with that one arm. He could rake and do just about 
anything. 

Dad wasn’t paid much, so he was very much living what we 
would later call the hippie lifestyle, living in a chicken coop and 
bathing in the ocean. He said they used to keep some of their food 
in the lake to keep it cold. I’m sure it was exciting. He stayed in the 
Coop, as far as I know, until he married my mother in 1948. 


My mother, Irene, was a native of this area. We can trace her 
family, the Johnsons, back to 1789. She grew up over in the west- 
ern part of the county, in a little place called Bayboro, near Loris. 
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They were very poor farmers and there were ten children in her 
family. My mother worked like a man; she could plow behind a 
mule, chop firewood, and work one end of a long crosscut saw. 
There was nothing my mother wouldn’t try to do. She also had a 
strong personality. Talk about a Baba thing—putting the two of 
them together. One was from New York with all of the spiritual 
ideas and wondering about the purpose of life, and the other very 
much in survival mode. 

When they met, my mother was a waitress down at the Cozy 
Corner Restaurant in Myrtle Beach, which was right downtown 
across from the old Chapin Company, a large store with a service 
station that Elizabeth’s father had established in the 20s. The Cozy 
Corner was across the street in that long pointed triangular build- 
ing near where 501 hits the original U.S. 17. 

The Center had an old green army truck of World War II vin- 
tage, and Dad would drive that down to Myrtle Beach on occasion 
and have lunch at the Cozy Corner. He came in for lunch one day 
in late 1947, and he noticed Irene. He didn’t say anything to her at 
that time, but he kept coming back, and checking her out. He was 
interested. But a friend said to my Mom, “You'll never get a date 
with him, because he’s from that religious place up the street; you 
don’t have a chance!” And Mom says, “I'll betcha I’ll get a date 
with him; you wait and see.” So they made a friendly bet for $10. 
My mother was very, very wily when she wanted to be. She would 
get her way. She was always very nice to Dad, and treated him so 
sweetly. And Dad was shy; he would never let Irene know that the 
whole time he was really getting to like her very much. 

Well, Mom finally pulled her punch one day. Dad was sitting 
there with his coffee in the booth, watching Mom and trying to 
figure out how to approach her. Mom liked to cut up with every- 
one, and this fellow, a regular at the restaurant, pulled up to the 
curb in his big Cadillac with the top down. He was married, but 
Dad didn’t know that. 

“Hi there, Irene,” the guy called out to her. 

“Hey, there!” she called back. That sure is a nice-lookin’ car 
you got there.” “Well, I just bought the thing. What do you say 
me and you just take off? We'll go to Florida; we'll just take off.” 

Well, Mom says, “Okay, just let me turn off this grill and get 
out of these greasy clothes and we'll go.” 
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“Okay, well I’m going to go gas up the car and get some money 
out of the bank, and we'll take off.” 

As soon as the guy left, Dad leaped up and exclaimed, “You 
can’t do that!” 

“Well, I’d like to know why,” my mother shot back. 

“Because I’m going to marry you!” he told her. 

“Well, that’s the first I’ve ever heard about that!” she retorted. 
But she got the best of him, definitely. 

But Frank and Irene did go on a date; they had to go to Con- 
way to a restaurant, believe it or not, because there wasn’t one 
around here after the sun went down. I guess Dad borrowed Eliza- 
beth’s car; she had a new ’48 Ford or something like that. There 
was no Highway 501 then, only 544, so to get to Conway you had 
to go all the way down to the old Socastee drawbridge to cross over 
the Waterway. 

So they had dinner, and on the way back they weren't saying 
much. Dad started slowing down, and turned on his turn signal. 
Mom was thinking, “Oh, no, he’s going to turn down one of these 
dirt roads in the middle of the country, and get all octopus with 
me.” About the time she had that thought, Dad said, “Now, don’t 
worry, Irene; I’m not going to try anything. It’s warm, and I’m go- 
ing to take my coat off and fold it and put it in the back seat.” And 
she’d tell the story that she decided then and there that’s who she 
was going to marry. 

At first Mom was very interested in Baba, although later her 
interest was less. She was raised very strict Southern Baptist, and 
there was a hierarchy of the men over the women. My mother 
chafed at that so badly; she couldn’t understand why she could go 
out in the fields just like a man, but then the men would sit around 
and talk while the women made dinner. Then the men would come 
eat first, and the women had to eat in the kitchen, taking whatever 
was left over from the men. And there are still places where they 
do that around here. 

So they were married March 5, 1948, and my brother Frank 
was born nine months later. Dad was ten years older than my 
mother; he was thirty-seven and she was twenty-seven when they 
married. I don’t know if Mom ever met Baba, but my older brother 
Frank did. In fact, Baba kept Frank’s picture next to His bedside 
for a while. 
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When my father married my mother, Baba told him he 
couldn’t live on the Center anymore because he was married. So he 
stopped being the Center caretaker and took a job at the Myrtle 
Beach High School, where he was the band director and taught 
driver’s education from ’48 to ’52, and he was very happy with it. 

In 1952, my father finally met his Beloved. In Glimpses of the 
God-Man, Volume III, Bal Natu describes that meeting: 


The next day, May 11th, was also a busy day....Frank Ea- 
ton and a few others were privileged to meet the Master in the 
Lagoon Cabin. [p 37] Giving expression to the love and inti- 
macy He felt for Frank Eaton, Baba dictated from His board: 

At last Frank has come. Frank, we were talking so much 
about you; you worked so lovingly at the Center and I wanted 
to see you so much. I am happy. Very happy.” [p 39] 


Later that year my father and mother moved back to his home 
in Schenectady. The Korean War had just started, and I suspect 
that he went back because there were jobs at General Electric and 
there was good money. He worked for GE building tanks on the 
assembly line, and he must have done well, because Dad bought a 
new car. But I think my mother didn’t like living under her 
mother-in-law’s spell, so they returned to Myrtle Beach. 

Dad decided to put together an orchestra, and they were really 
good. They played at the Ocean Forest, an exclusive hotel at the 
time, at the Shrine Club, at the Naval Base in Charleston, and at a 
lot of proms around the area. It was a big orchestra; they had four 
saxes, a trombone, two or three trumpets, a piano, and a bass, and 
Dad played the alto sax. 

Thus, Dad had a hiatus from working on the Center for about 
four years...but he wanted to go back. During that time he was al- 
ways coming to the Center. He wasn’t employed, but he continued 
to volunteer. Then there was talk going on about all the Western 
men going to what would later be called “The Three Incredible 
Weeks.” Dad had gotten a cable inviting him to go, but he didn’t 
have the money. What I heard is that Mahdah Love, one of the 
early Sufis, called Dad into the Boathouse one day, and said, 
“Frank, you must go; you have to go.” And she gave him the 
money to make the trip. 
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Dad went to the Three Incredible Weeks in September of 
1954. Baba told him to take notes and come back and share them 
with Elizabeth. I have those notes; it’s not any great revelations, 
mostly, “We went here; we went there.” He did write a little about 
being with Baba, though not much on a personal level. But I know 
for him at that time, there were personal moments with Baba; they 
each saw Baba one on one, however he never shared about that. 

I think Dad was very devout in his relationship with Baba. I 
have this binder where there’s all this correspondence from the 
1940s, and I realized he was very much there with Baba. He gave 
up his whole life up north to serve Baba, but he never talked about 
it. He kept it all to himself. 

One of the things that Baba told my father while he was in In- 
dia was that he could come back and work at the Center, but he 
would have to give up the band. So Dad disbanded the orchestra. 
He once told me that, in the end, after he thought it over and over, 
he really didn’t want to live that way—staying up all night, being 
around all those people who drank, and all that cigarette smoke. 
He said it was just not good. So he gave up his livelihood and came 
back to the Center to again be the caretaker, and he stayed from 
1954 to 1972, eighteen more years. 

Even after they were married, and we children were born, my 
father gave his life to Baba in a way that was quite unusual, sur- 
rendering all to be in Baba’s service, and living in poverty in order 
to be able to be His. My father was both the day and night care- 
taker; at that time, one did both. He worked during the day, went 
home, then came back and spent the night. Dad would get in there 
about 10:00 at night and stay until about 6:00 in the morning. 
And Mom never complained about it. 

But it was really a hardship on the family, because I was born 
a little less than a year later, in 1955, and John was born in 1962, 
so there were three of us kids along with Mom and Dad, living off 
of $35 a week. Until 1962 we lived on the corner of 17 and 39% 
Avenue South in North Myrtle Beach across from where the Bi-Lo 
Supermarket now stands in Windy Hill. Then we moved to the 
Chestnut Hill area, to a little house on Restaurant Row, which is 
still there, set back from the road between what are now Nakato 
and Chesapeake House. We all slept in one bedroom-—two double 
beds and a single. Frank was fifteen, so he got a bed by himself. 
Mom and Dad slept in one bed; John and I slept in another. All of 
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our stuff was in boxes under beds, so it was tight. But we didn’t 
know anything different; I mean, that’s the way we lived. What- 
ever you get used to does not seem abnormal, no matter how 
strange it may seem to other people. 

Besides, Dad was so sweet to us in the morning when he’d 
come home. When we had to get up to go to school, he was so 
quiet coming in; I could just hear the door latch opening and clos- 
ing. We had an old oil heater, a big brown thing in the middle of 
the living room. We were too poor to leave it on at night, unless it 
was absolutely freezing cold, so we would sleep under lots of blan- 
kets. Dad would come in and light the heater, and take our clothes 
and lay them on the heater so they’d be nice and warm. Then he’d 
come wake us up, and while we were dressing he’d fix eggs for us 
and then he’d get us off to school; He was so very, very loving. 

Dad and I had a lot of special times together on the Center. I’d 
go and sleep over with him some nights; that was so much fun. I 
remember when I was about four, he told me one night before I 
fell asleep that he would take me into the Center...and that was so 
special to me when he would do that. But I guess he decided that I 
was sleeping so soundly, or whatever his reasoning was, but I re- 
member waking up to the sound of the car starting out in the yard, 
and hearing him back up to leave. I leaped out of bed screaming, 
“Daddy, Daddy, don’t leave me, don’t leave me...” running out of 
the house and down the steps.... “Daddy, don’t leave me, 
pleeeeaase....Come back!” Of course he couldn’t hear me, and 
Mom ran after me and caught me as I was running out onto High- 
way 17 after him. The next morning some of the neighbors came 
over and asked Mom if we were all okay. But I just didn’t want 
Daddy to go to the Center without me. 

Where we lived in the Chestnut Hill area was originally part of 
the Vaught’s Plantation; it’s a common name of French derivation. 
There was Peter Vaught, Sr. and Peter Vaught, Jr. Their house ap- 
pears to have been near what is now “Restaurant Row,” just south 
of the Center. Going behind the Nakato Restaurant, one can walk 
up a little hill where there was a field. I used to pick up a lot of old 
Indian pottery there, and there was also some old brick around an 
old house site. That was on the Old Kings Highway, which was 
originally a stagecoach road, so I assume that was probably where 
the house was. I read about it in Berry’s Blue Book, in an interview 
with Mr. Edge, who lived in that area for a long time. He said it 
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was called “Plum Thicket.” I can remember when I was small there 
were plum trees everywhere on that hedge row, so it just fell into 
place that this was where the house of the Vaught Plantation was. 

There was also a cemetery over there, though evidence of it is 
long gone. If you turn between the Conway National Bank and the 
CVS Pharmacy, and go down Chestnut Road, after you make the 
little turn in the road and start down the hill, there’s a lake that 
you cross, and the hill to your left is where the cemetery was. That 
may be where some of the Vaughts were buried. Now there are 
homes right near where their graves are; I’m sure they’re not very 
happy about that! There was also a church somewhere in that vi- 
cinity, according to many of the old people. At the time it was not 
called Chestnut Hill; it was just called Vaught, and that name is 
even on old maps. Eventually the Chestnuts ended up with it and 
changed the name. 

Of course, a portion of that same Old Kings Highway passes 
through the Center. When you come in the main road of the Cen- 
ter and get to the crossroad, the road you cross is the Old Kings 
Highway, going both left and right. If you turn left, toward Phyllis 
Ott’s house, there is part of an old foundation to the north. Since 
Baba said that the Center should be on virgin land, it may not have 
been a residence. I'll have to admit that I snuck into the woods 
there with a metal detector one time when I was young and found 
some old single piece buttons that they made years ago—they’re 
kind of flat and made of brass with a little loop on the back. I also 
found some square-cut blacksmith-made nails, some little pieces 
of pottery, and little pieces of brick—nothing of any real value or 
interest in terms of collectors, but you could tell there was some 
kind of building. 

There is also what they called a “Postal Tree” long ago, a tree 
with a big knothole in it, where mail would be stored when the 
stagecoach went by. Folks traveling north and south would check 
the hole and take the mail as far as they were going, so mail went 
that way. George Washington also travelled that highway on his 
Southern Tour in 1791. 

If you go right at the crossroads, you are following the Old 
Kings Highway until the Beach Road turns to the left, and the Old 
Kings Highway goes straight. There used to be a log there, and it’s 
still blocked. 
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The Indians certainly lived in the general vicinity of the Cen- 
ter at one time. The inlets and lakes were a great source of food for 
them. There are many signs of Indian activity on the Center as 
well, and when one sees many remnants of oyster and clam shells, 
that would indicate that they had probably feasted in that location. 
When I was a kid I used to pick up Indian pottery by the can-full 
down by the Plum Thicket and sell it to Eileen Coates for a dollar. 
That was my income! I wish I had all that pottery now! 

But the times I spent with my Dad on the Center were very, 
very special. It was so nice, because it felt so peaceful there. There 
was no one there back then in the late 1950s and early 60s. The 
only person you might see was Elizabeth—occasionally. There was 
a ten-year period when I spent a lot of time on the Center, espe- 
cially at night, until I got to be thirteen or fourteen, and then I was 
interested in different things. It was quite an adventure for a little 
boy going in there at night. I was always so excited when he’d let 
me come. I’d hold my pillow to my chest as we went down the 
road; it was dark and there was no heat in the truck, but we had 
some great fun. 

And, there was some excitement. I remember one time Dad 
got a call from Elizabeth about 9:00 at night: “There are motorcy- 
cles on the Center, Frank; you must come and catch them!” 

I was right next to him, jumping up and down, crying out: “I 
wanna go, I wanna go!” 

So we got in the old red 1960 Ford truck and headed down the 
main road, and as we neared the intersection where Kings High- 
way was, we saw these little motorcycles buzzing down toward the 
Barn. Dad yelled out, “There they are!” and he revved the engine 
and headed toward the Barn. Dad was always a very slow and cau- 
tious driver, but there he was, driving like a maniac! I was sitting 
on the edge of the seat! He was chasing these little Honda ’50s, or 
whatever they were, and he had this one guy in his sights, inches 
from the bumper. Dad was after him. Well, we got to where you 
turn toward the Barn and there was that log over the road where 
Old Kings Highway goes straight. The guy didn’t even slow down; 
he just went flying over the log like Evel Knievel—and kept going! 
We stopped, quickly moved the log, and Dad took off after him 
again. Pretty soon we were right on his tail. 

Then we came upon a firebreak that had been cut through the 
woods, and the guy made a quick turn to the right onto the fire- 
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break. Well, if Dad hadn’t put on the brakes, he would have run 
right over the guy. So he slammed on the brakes, and the truck slid 
to a stop. But then it wouldn’t move; we were stuck. It just buried 
itself in that white sand. We got out and dug, and dug, and dug, 
and we couldn’t get the truck unstuck. So we had to leave it and 
walk all the way back to Dilruba to get Elizabeth’s little Ford sta- 
tion wagon. 

Shortly we were back on the Center, and then pretty soon: 
Bzzzzzzz! There was another one! Okay! And the chase was back 
on! Well, we lost them totally. So Dad thought they might have 
gone onto Lake Arrowhead Road, which is where the dirt part of 
Kings Highway eventually ended back then, and you could come 
out of the Center onto the tarmac at Lake Arrowhead Road—where 
Bojangles is now. So, since the truck was blocking the old road, we 
had to go out the front of the Center and around to Lake Arrow- 
head Road. Within minutes we saw one of the other bikers, and we 
chased him down Lake Arrowhead Road. We're going 70, 80, 90 
miles per hour! I remember staring at the speedometer, watching 
it climb and climb! And I was thinking, “Yes! That’s my Dad; he’s 
my hero, going faster and faster!” But we never did find the guy. 
He got away. 

The next day Dad discovered that he had slammed on the 
brakes so hard to miss the guy, that it actually bent the tie rods on 
the truck. Billy Smith had to come and get a wrecker to get the 
thing out of there. Billy was Elizabeth’s mechanic then, and still is 
the mechanic for a lot of Baba lovers today. Anyhow, Dad walked 
down the firebreak and saw that the biker that we’d lost track of 
hadn’t seen the big canal ditch, and he’d wiped out in the ditch. So 
there was the other motorcycle...still just lying there. 

Another time in the early morning, as we left the Caretaker’s 
Cabin, we heard some gunshots over towards Gator Lake, so we 
drove over there. As we were getting close, we could tell from the 
sound they were shotguns: “Boom! Boom!” At that time there was 
no trail, just a little rut up through the woods to Gator Lake. Dad 
left and walked up in there, and he was gone for what seemed like 
the longest time. I was sitting in the truck, clutching my pillow; it 
was cold, and I was wondering, “Where is he???” 

Suddenly, there they appeared, trudging out of the woods. 
Dad had this guy with him, a shotgun...and ducks! And they were 
both soaking wet. Dad put the ducks and gun in the back of the 
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truck. Then they got in, so there were two soaking men on either 
side of me, and that made me colder! Dad said, “I hate to do this to 
you, fellow, but it’s my job. I gotta turn you in, you know; this is a 
state wildlife sanctuary.” And the other guy said, “Yeah, I know.” 

What had happened was that the guy was so startled by my 
Dad that he’d jumped in the lake with his waders on—those big 
hip-high rubber boots with suspenders on them—and they started 
filling up. He was drowning, so Dad went in after him and saved 
him. Dad took the guy to the magistrate, which was in Watson’s 
store, down a ways and across from where Kroger’s is now in the 
Galleria shopping center, and he left him there. I don’t know what 
happened to the ducks; I imagine the magistrate took them and 
enjoyed them very much. He probably kept the shotgun, too. 

And then there was the time we came out of the kitchen and 
we were starting down the hill to the Boathouse when we heard 
somebody say, “God, look at the size of that bream! That’s a fish!” 
We went down by the bridge, and there were two guys over there, 
and they were just beside themselves pulling in these huge fish. So 
Dad went over there. “Hi guys, I really hate to do this to you, fellas, 
but it’s part of my job. I have to turn you in.” He put the men and 
the fish all in the truck and made another trip back up to Watson’s 
store. So there were two miscreants that we got there. 

Every morning Dad had to call and get his orders for the day. 
The phone was in the Original Kitchen, where it still is now. Each 
morning I’d hear him, “Good morning, Elizabeth.... Oh, yeah.... 
Oooo, yeah, yeah.... Yes, I did that.... Yep, yep; we'll get that.... 
That’s fine.... I certainly will...” 

One time she called, “Frank, there’s someone with a motor- 
boat on the lake,” and she made Dad get out there in a boat and 
row all the way from one end to another. 

He came back mumbling, “She can’t tell the difference be- 
tween a motor and ducks taking off!” 

It was a wild time. There used to be a wildcat or two, and a 
family of bears. They’re pretty docile as long as they don’t have 
their young with them. We saw a lot of snakes. If Dad killed a big 
one, he’d bring it home stretched out in the back of the truck, and 
we'd come out at lunchtime to see it. “Wow. Look at that!” That 
was fun. 

Dad worked hard and long hours, and sometimes he and 
George Anderson would take naps. That would drive me crazy. I 
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was a little kid; I didn’t need a nap! But we’d pull up in the woods 
some place, and I’d have to be quiet! He couldn’t turn me out to 
run around in the woods, so I was stuck in the truck, sitting be- 
tween these two grown men, snoring away. Patience, it taught me— 
patience. 

One time, maybe around 1960, my brother Frankie and I were 
playing in what was an empty lot next to the B&D Supermarket 
that used to be there by 39 in North Myrtle Beach. I was coming 
from my friend’s house, and Frankie thought it would be hilarious 
to throw a rock and have it land near me and scare me. But then 
he saw it was going to hit me, so he yelled, “Look out, George!” As 
I turned around and looked up, it just slammed me between the 
eyes. I was flattened, knocked out cold. Frankie grabbed me by the 
wrist and dragged me home, crying “Mama, I killed George!!” 

Mama came flying down from upstairs, and while she was tak- 
ing care of me, Frankie ran upstairs and called the Center, crying, 
“I’ve killed George!” And then he hangs up! Well, Dad didn’t even 
stop to open the gate; he just crashed through the gate. He just 
knocked it down, and I remember seeing it later, all in splinters. 
Anyhow, by the time Dad got there, I was fine. So he had to com- 
pletely rebuild the gate. It wasn’t as sturdy as it is now, and trucks 
weren't as flimsy as they are now. It didn’t hurt the truck at all. 
Today it would have destroyed the type of trucks they make now. 

And then there was April Fools’ Day. Mom called Dad at the 
Center and said she’d won the Reader’s Digest sweepstakes, and to 
get home as quick as he could! Well, he called Dilruba to quit his 
job; fortunately there was no one there to answer the phone! He 
came home and Mom told him it was a joke. They didn’t speak for 
a week! She got him so good! 

Another thing my mother thought was so funny that she told 
everybody, and that was that Elizabeth gave Dad a money clip for 
Christmas. I mean, he made $35 a week! She laughed outra- 
geously. That money clip just sat in Dad’s dresser drawer. I re- 
member that money clip, because I would always rummage 
through the stuff in the top drawer of Dad’s dresser—all these cool 
little things—and there was that money clip, engraved with his ini- 
tials, “FRE” on it, pristine and never used, still in its little box. 

But you see, this was a sign, because shortly after that was 
when Neecie Jensen showed up in town. She was a Baba lover 
from New York City who had been a vaudeville actress and had 
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done all of these great things...and she had money. And she loved 
my mother. She came over every day, and she and Mom became 
such great friends—they did everything together. They even went 
to Hawaii together! They were just like sisters. And when Neecie 
was moving to California, she gave Mom $50,000. Mom put that 
money in the bank, and so she worked and added to it. So, you see, 
the money clip was getting some money in it. Baba was taking care 
of us, and He really did, somehow. 

Another Baba gift was that Joe Chestnut, who owned our 
house, told his family that as long as either of my parents was 
alive, that the rent was $50 a month, and that’s what they paid. 
There were so many people who just stepped in when we needed 
something and helped out. 

When we were little ones, I can remember bathing in the 
kitchen sink, but we’d all outgrown that. We had a toilet and a sink 
inside, but there was no bathtub, and the shower was on the back 
porch, so in the winter you had to shower in the cold. We’d put up 
a blanket between the door and this metal shower stall to help 
keep the wind out of there, but it was miserable. I remember 
thinking that people who had individually wrapped cheese slices 
were like billionaires. We ate the same thing week after week after 
week. I could shop my Daddy’s grocery list right now, except some 
of it you can’t get anymore. Our fare mostly consisted of those big 
blocks of American cheese, tuna fish, and a can of roast beef with 
rice—that was a meal for everyone. 

But Mom was a survivor; we could make an entire book just 
about her. By around 1965 she had just had it with our living situa- 
tion, so she called Elizabeth and said, “I want you to come over 
and have lunch with me someday.” 

“Sure, Irene, I’ll come,” Elizabeth told her. So she came, and 
lo and behold, she was shocked at the conditions in which the Cen- 
ter’s caretaker and his family were living. 

Elizabeth said, “Irene, I had no idea. I will take care of this. 
We'll put another bedroom right here, and a tub over here, and fix 
up the house.” She had old Mr. Christopher Platt come and put us 
a nice room on the house, and also a bathtub that was inside! Mr. 
Platt was a character himself. His parents were from way back in 
Horry County. Christopher Columbus Platt was a tiny guy, but a 
good carpenter, and Elizabeth liked him because he was an old- 
fashioned carpenter—he would figure his work so closely there 
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would be very little scrap. He wouldn’t waste anything. There 
would be almost nothing left over; he was very economical. 

As a family, we certainly didn’t have an excess of things, but 
we always had what we needed. Baba said, “I may give you more, 
much, much more than you expect—or maybe nothing, and that 
nothing may prove to be everything. So I say, come with open 
hearts to receive much or nothing from your Divine Beloved. 
Come prepared to receive not so much of my words, but of my si- 
lence.” [Lord Meher pp. 4345-6] He also said, “God does every- 
thing, and in another sense does nothing. Although God does 
nothing, those who approach him with love and surrender derive 
everything that matters in the spiritual realm....” [Beams from 
Meher Baba on the Spiritual Panorama p. 39] 

I remember riding in what they called “Baba’s car’—the old ’58 
turquoise Ford. Dad would drive that to Florence to pick up Mar- 
garet Craske when she would come every year. That was another 
thing Dad and I did together. I remember that car, and I remem- 
ber seeing the Burma Shave signs on the side of the road. We’d get 
there early, go out there by the railroad tracks to see the trains, 
and hear the clanging. They’d say, “Oh, it'll be another hour or so,” 
so we’d go get lunch somewhere, and then we’d come back, and 
Dad would say, “It’s time to go stand there!” So we’d stand out on 
the platform and... “Here it comes!” You could see the light, and it 
would get louder and louder, and come thundering by. It was so 
cool for a little boy! 

Then Margaret would arrive. They'd talk the whole way back, 
and I'd have to sit in the back seat. Looking back, I wish I’d been 
old enough to be able to listen to what they had to say. I remember 
once Margaret said, “Would you like a cookie?” 

I was so excited: “YEAH!” Because we hardly ever had any 
treats. She fumbled around and handed me this cookie. Little did I 
know that it was probably made of sawdust, because she never ate 
sugar! It was so horrible that I could hardly swallow it. 

“Do you like it?” she asked. 

Being trained properly, I gulped, “Mmmm, yes ma’am.” But it 
took me at least half an hour to down that cookie! She was check- 
ing me out, though. She kept looking over to see how I was doing, 
and it was wintertime so I couldn’t let the window down to spit it 
out. It was bad. 
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Fred and Ella would visit, and they would always come see us. 
Once they decided to take us down to the Pavilion, which was this 
huge amusement park on the beach down in Myrtle Beach. Fred 
had this black ’49 Chevrolet; I'll never forget that; it was shiny 
black. But Fred was used to driving in New York City, which was 
nuts, with one hand on the wheel and the other on the turn signal. 
He kept clicking and clicking it. I was terrified; it was one of those 
old add-on turn signals that kept flashing and flashing, and going 
“blinka blinka blinka blinka.” It made a lot of noise....and he was 
just talking the whole time. My mother was clutching me to her 
chest and just shrinking back. I remember her saying, “I'll never 
ride with that man again! He could have gotten us killed!” I re- 
member, whenever there was a car in front of Fred, he’d just throw 
on that signal and go around, all the time talking away! But other- 
wise they were pleasant, nice people. 

Kitty was very sweet. We’d be walking around and would of- 
ten see her walking very quickly. She had been told that she was in 
the beginning stages of having arthritis, and if she didn’t walk, she 
would eventually lose the ability to walk, so she sped everywhere 
on foot. She was always on a mission to do something. Later she’d 
come riding along, driving in her golf cart, R-r-r-r-r-r-r, a hundred 
miles an hour. “Hellooo Frank, hello George.” She would always 
pinch my cheeks, “Oooo, you look just like your mother. I’m going 
to the Guest House; we’ve got so and so who’s coming; we've got to 
get ready,” and she’d go racing off. She was always so pleasant and 
smiling, very happy, and it was so nice to see her. I never saw her 
unhappy. 

Now Elizabeth seemed always very droll to me. I was afraid of 
her. When Id see her, I’d kind of cringe. She wasn’t as friendly, or 
maybe because she was from the aristocracy. People would ask, 
“Where was your father in all those movies when Baba was here?” 
I’m sure he was off raking. He was the hired help and he didn’t get 
to join in with the group. It wasn’t until much later that I came to 
appreciate her. 

Dad would do general fix-up things, a little light plumbing and 
carpentry. He would help with Mr. Platt, the carpenter. If Mr. Platt 
needed a helper for something he couldn’t do alone—putting up 
roofing rafters or something—Dad would help him. I’m sure Dad 
interacted with Kitty every day, because Kitty was always out and 
about the Center, fixing up cabins, making sure this and that was 
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right. She was always nice. Elizabeth was harder for him; he would 
boil about some of the things she would say and do, because for 
him they were sometimes so illogical. He might grumble about it, 
but he would never veer from his course of trying to do the best he 
could spiritually and not allow himself to become upset. His goal 
was to just let things slide off of him, and to concentrate on the 
real things—and think about Baba. His perspective was to keep 
reminding himself that he was doing all that for Baba—the service 
of being there, no matter how difficult. Of course it was difficult; 
that was Baba’s way of trying to make him look at himself and say, 
“I need to get rid of this; this is not good.” 

We had Baba’s Birthday parties at Dilruba, and that was al- 
ways fun. It was usually just a small gathering, and I remember 
Bessie Graham, the cook there, a big black Aunt Jemima-looking 
lady who was always laughing and just so pleasant. She made this 
cake once; it was a huge Baba’s flag, and I remember standing on 
my tiptoes at the edge of the table and just looking at this beautiful 
cake. I thought, “It looks so good. I think I'll just stick my finger in 
there and get some of it”...but I knew better. Dad would play “Be- 
gin the Beguine” on the fiddle, then we’d watch old black and 
white Baba films on the 16 millimeter projector. It was really a 
special time. 

But at night, sleeping in the Caretaker’s cabin was like being 
in Heaven. After a full day, Dad would say, “Okay, go to bed,” and 
he’d make me brush my feet off because of all the sand on the 
floor. ’'d get into bed, and it was such peaceful sleeping, because 
he would open all the windows up, even in the winter, because we 
had an electric blanket...and it was so quiet. 

My father never talked about Baba; it was all very quiet. I re- 
member him doing a lot of meditation. Sometimes you would just 
see him sitting in a chair or lying on the bed with his hand on his 
forehead. I’d ask him, “What are you doing, Dad?” 

“Oh, nothing; just meditating.” He didn’t really share Baba 
with me, or with anyone else. In fact, many people wanted to come 
and interview him, but he wouldn’t let them. It was very personal, 
but I can tell you it was very deep, because we wouldn’t have gone 
through that as a family if it didn’t mean a lot to him. And not that 
it was bad; it was wonderful. Now I’m grateful for it, because I got 
so much I wouldn’t have gotten. There was this beautiful love con- 
nection with my father that we all had as kids. When you think 
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about it, it was perfect. Here was my father, a dreamer, a sensitive 
man, a musician, who wondered about God and life, and then 
there was my mother, who was the driving force. If my mother 
hadn’t been like that, we probably would have died in our cradles! 

But my father had qualities that reflected his relationship with 
Baba: He was very dutiful, and very loving. He was definitely the 
father of hugs and kisses, who would come and lie in bed and 
snuggle with you as you were falling asleep. And that caring didn’t 
stop when he got older. We boys all knew that if we were out 
somewhere getting into situations that weren’t good, or around 
people who were doing things that weren’t cool, or if you had too 
much to drink, we could just call him and he would come get us; it 
didn’t matter what it was. My brother John recently shared with 
me, “Dad told me once, ‘When you were out at night, and I didn’t 
know where you were, I used to lie in bed and envision you in this 
white light. That’s how I would hold onto you and make sure you 
were okay.” Dad was just a gentle, kind man; he loved humor, and 
he never let things bother him. You’d never see him lose his cool. 

Dad worked at the Center until 1972; he was about sixty-two 
when he started drawing his social security, and he was tired. 
Shortly before he passed away, Dad was in the hospital for eight or 
ten weeks. He never drank, so when they started giving him pain- 
killers, it really messed with his mind. He was in a lot of pain, and 
he would call for Baba when it got really hard for him. One time 
John and I went down there to see him, but they wouldn’t let us in. 
No telling what they were doing, but there was the clipboard with 
his chart and all the nurse’s information by the door, so we were 
looking through it. There was his blood pressure and his medica- 
tions, and in the “comments” column it said, “He keeps saying, 
‘Bubba, Bubba, Bubba, Bubba, help me.” We laughed so hard. But 
Dad kept saying Baba’s name until the very end. 

Dad passed away in August of 1991, and shortly thereafter 
they had a memorial for him at the Meeting Place. A bunch of 
people came and played music, but the best part about it was all 
the folks who knew Dad, especially the people who worked with 
him on the Center, telling stories about him. Like Walter, who told 
about them going down to Watson’s store and getting a drink dur- 
ing the afternoon when they were supposed to be working, and 
getting caught by Elizabeth. They were all hilarious stories. Bar- 
bara Plews told a story about when they were in the Farmshed just 
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after it was built. Suddenly Dad noticed that Elizabeth was com- 
ing, and he jumped out of the window to get away from her. It was 
really funny. I guess it happened more than once! So that memo- 
rial service was really a joyous thing. There were so many people 
laughing; it was great. It was just like something Dad would have 
wanted. It was spontaneous. It was the best part of my father—his 
humor and his love for other people. 


I didn’t actually come to Baba until about 1997. That was 
partly because we kids caught an awful lot of flak about Baba. We 
were the only Baba family in town at the time, and I caught so 
much grief about being associated with the Center from the neigh- 
borhood kids and adults, and at school; they thought we were 
weird. People would tell us we were going to burn in hell, and that 
my father was doing the devil’s work—things like that. At school, 
we were so poor, that to the kids there, we were nothing. We didn’t 
fit in socially, or financially, or spiritually. I was teased, picked on, 
and made fun of wherever I went; and that’s something you don’t 
want when you're in your teens and twenties. So I wanted to get 
away from here. 

I was seventeen when Dad retired, and about a month after 
that I went to North Carolina for a couple of years. And really, I 
just knew of Baba, but I didn’t have a relationship with Him at the 
time. Now I realize He was just steering everything all along, but 
at that point I was trying to escape it. Even after I married Bevan 
and lived in a house full of Baba pictures, I would think, “I’m the 
only SOB in Myrtle Beach at Christmastime who has a picture of 
Jerry Colonna [a ’30s comedian] on my Christmas tree. And I’d 
laugh with my friends about that. But Baba was just there saying, 
“I’m going to get you; I’m going to get you so good!” And he did. 

People would always ask me, “Oh, tell me about growing up 
with Baba; but I didn’t grow up with Baba. I was on the fringe. I 
was with my father who was a Baba lover, but he never talked 
about it, and my mother never really became Baba lover. But being 
with Baba was inevitable; you think you’re not connected to Baba, 
but you are. I came back here and for a short while had my own 
garage in Conway. A lot of Baba people came to get their cars 
worked on, and Bevan showed up one day needing something 
done on her car. I said, “Sure,” but then I missed my appointment 
with her, because at that time I was kind of an unreliable rounder 
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and did as I pleased. But eventually I called her, and then the next 
thing you know some of my stuff ended up over at her house, and 
the next thing you know, we were married, and the next thing you 
know, Tommy and Charlie were born. 

Baba didn’t really hook me for another fifteen years, but He 
already had me in the pan....He was just waiting to push me over 
to where it was hot and finish me off. After Bevan and I were sepa- 
rated, I was living on 14" Avenue, staying with Beth Riger. It was 
Baba’s birthday, and I had just come home from work. Beth was 
playing this loud music in the kitchen while she was cooking. I 
went into the bedroom, and she had this Baba picture with an old- 
fashioned frame. I had gotten a little art lamp to put on it so Baba 
would always be illuminated. For some reason, I just stopped in 
front of the picture and looked at it. Suddenly I exploded into 
tears. I dropped to my knees, collapsed on the floor, and just 
started weeping. I couldn’t stop crying. I cried and I cried, and I 
felt my heart just bursting. I was like that for at least ten minutes. 
The music was blaring in the other room, so no one heard me, and 
there I was; it was my own private little moment. 

That was my first Baba experience, and I'll never forget it. I 
was so ecstatic about it, I went into where Beth was cooking and 
said, “You won't believe what happened to me! I was in there look- 
ing at Baba’s picture and all of a sudden I just fell apart!” And she 
just smiled and said, “Oh, aren’t you the luckiest guy in the world! 
And it’s on His birthday, too!” But even then I resisted and re- 
sisted and resisted...but I was getting closer. 

In the years that followed, there was a lot of struggle. Then, 
somehow-—and it was another Baba set-up—Bevan said, “Why don’t 
you come over and we'll all have dinner. We had stayed friends, 
and sometimes we would get together with the kids. Pam Lane was 
there...and it was time; Baba used Pam to start waking me up. 
There was nothing romantic between us, but we were close friends 
and much of it was centered around Baba. She was an ardent Baba 
lover, and she’d tell me these wonderful stories. She’d give me 
Baba books, and say, “Here, read this to me.” So I read to her, and 
think, “Oh, this is great! Can I take this home and read it?” Other 
times she would sit across from me and just talk to me for hours, 
telling me about Baba things, and about how beautiful it was. She 
also let me know that all these feelings that I’d been stuffing were 
okay. I learned that I had always really appreciated all this love 
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and beauty, but didn’t want to go there because it was painful, and 
because it put you at risk, because your heart’s out there. But it 
just snowballed from there. 

Then, in early 2001, I had a dream about Elizabeth that was 
really amazing, but it was a healing in many ways. It was set back 
long ago on the Baba Center, and I was sitting on a couch. My 
mother was next to me, and there were some other people around. 
There was this window-the light from it was so bright—and there 
was a door. There was also that little 1950s green chair that Baba 
had sat in that has been kept in the Barn—and in my dream it was 
across the room from me. 

Kitty came in just beaming and carrying this big box, which 
she placed at my feet. “What’s this?” I asked. I was looking 
through this box, and there were all these documents in there, 
written in this beautiful old Palmer penmanship. I said, “Mom, 
look at this!” But she wasn’t interested. Then along came Eliza- 
beth; there was this golden halo around her, and she had this bou- 
quet of small flowers in her had. She walked right up to me and 
held them out to me. I took them, and there were all these differ- 
ent flowers, each a different color—but together, they were a rain- 
bow of colors. Again, I turned to my mother and said, “Mom, look 
at that! Is that not beautiful?” 

But she just pushed my hand away, saying, “Oh, that’s all 
dumb stuff; there’s nothing like that.” Then I realized how much I 
had shut down my sensitivity and heart connection in response to 
her own denial of her emotions. 

I woke up, and I felt I was bursting with joy and bliss; there 
was such a feeling in my heart! I started pacing the floor, running 
this dream through my head, repeating, “Oh, my God, Oh, my 
God!” Finally it came to me: The flowers Elizabeth had given me in 
the dream were the same as the little flower that Baba had handed 
her, which she kept in her Bible. You could have smacked me 
down with a feather, and there we go again, tears and tears. It felt 
that strong, as if Baba had given me the flowers. 

It was so real—a feeling of joy, of love, of connection with Baba, 
and a whole new sense of who Elizabeth was, so full of love. It was 
a healing dream, and it made me just explode with love. 

Then there was a Baba dream I had. Finally He came! When 
Pam and I used to talk, she’d say every time before I left to go 
home in the evening, “Perhaps tonight will be the night that Baba 
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will come and see you. You never know.” Then one night it finally 
happened. The dream took place outside of the Lagoon Cabin. 
There was a video—an old Baba film—in this aluminum box. There 
was a little hole in the box, where you could look in to see the im- 
ages in the film. I was looking in the hole, but it wasn’t working 
right, and it was so old I was afraid I’d torn it up. I turned to my 
friend Lindy and said, “Help! I’m afraid I messed it up!” And she 
said, “Oh, honey, don’t worry about it. We'll give it to the Ar- 
chives!” And I thought, “Oh, thank goodness I didn’t mess up that 
film!” 

But then I felt this deep exhaustion. There were trees around 
us, and those old chairs they used to make by bending cedar 
limbs...and I thought, “Wow, a chair; I’m going to sit down.” I 
sighed a big sigh; I felt so emotionally drained. As I sat there, I 
looked out and there was brilliant white sand and desert. I just 
didn’t want to look that way, but I could hear these voices calling, 
“George! George! GEORGE!” Finally I had to look, blinking my 
eyes as I peered. “GEORGE!!” I looked towards the light, and there 
was a crowd of people calling to me. 

As I looked at the crowd, I was suddenly drawn quickly into 
the light, and suddenly, there in front of them, was BABA! He 
came into focus, and somehow I was immediately transported 
right in front of Him. The colors were indescribable. His face was 
caramel, and His hair was this chestnut brown. He was SO beauti- 
ful. He had on this robin’s egg blue coat. He wasn’t facing me, but 
He was looking toward the ground with a studious, but not wor- 
ried, look on His face. His eyes were like dark pools, but bright 
with love, and there were bright colors. Slowly He turned and 
looked into my eyes, and I couldn’t help but look at Him as I stood 
there transfixed. Then, He put His arms around me and embraced 
me. It was so profound that I startled awake immediately. 

I leaped out of bed and there I was again, pacing and saying, 
“Oh, my God; Oh, my God; Oh, my God. He really came! It was 
Him!” Suddenly I realized that throughout the dream I had heard 
the sound of “Aummmmmm,” and I knew why the Eastern relig- 
ions chant that sound. Wherever I was in the dream, there was 
that hum, that continuous humming sound. Arlene Stearns said, 
“Well, you know Baba gave you that because that way, you not 
only know that He is real, but you always have the memory of that 
experience. In your worst moments, you can just think of that.” It 
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was amazing. The colors—I can still just see those colors. You can’t 
describe the colors. 

Then I had a heart attack on my 47" birthday. I drove myself 
to the emergency room, and they made me sit and wait, but when 
they realized I was having a heart attack, the whole emergency 
room sprang into action. Within a few days I was having a triple 
bypass! The heart attack was kind of scary, but I wasn’t really 
afraid. Pam sent a little book to me in the hospital; it was Meher 
Baba Calling. Inside the book cover she had written, “Okay, 
George, you're in the big leagues now with the Avatar!” And she 
said, “Hold on fast to Baba so you won’t hold on to anything un- 
important.” 

If anything, the heart attack made me closer to Him. It 
seemed that I waited so long to allow Baba into my heart, but the 
timing had to be right; I had to grow to where I could appreciate 
what a life in Baba meant. 

Now I love to go to the Center to feel Baba’s presence; walking 
the grounds of the Center brings Him alive to me. The Center has 
been at the core of my life in so many ways. Sometimes Ill slip in 
there during the day and go to the Barn to sit there a little while, 
and just thank Him for all of His guidance and love...and if ’'m 
troubled I'll talk to Him about that too, and ask Him for direction. 

There are lots of memories for me in the Barn, being there 
with my father and following him around. I like the Barn-it’s 
large, and it has that big wagon-wheel light, and it has that nice 
musty smell. I remember thinking, as a child, what a beautiful soft 
echo was there...and Dad would go, “Shhhhhh.” Then it would be 
just silent. It’s away from everything. You can just go in there, sit 
in one of the chairs, listen to the ocean, and the birds and the 
wind, and visit with Baba. 
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11 Fred and Ella: 
The Spiritual Godparents 


Fred and Ella Winterfeldt were a sweet, German couple who 
first heard of Meher Baba in the late 1940s through Ivy Duce of 
Sufism Reoriented. They soon began to facilitate gatherings 
about Meher Baba in New York, which drew many young people 
who were touched by their devotion to Baba and the love that 
they radiated. Fred and Ella later moved to Myrtle Beach where 
they were known for their hearty and heartfelt welcoming of 
guests to the Center. 

The first part of this chapter contains two excerpts from The 
Awakener Journal: “Fredella: a Bouquet of Memories,” by Filis 
Frederick with Jeff Wolverton, and another article, “Fred and 
Ella,” by Robert Dreyfuss, both from Volume 21, Number 2, c 
1985, pp 12-18. The second part of this chapter is from an inter- 
view with Jeff Wolverton. 


“Fredella,” in Baba’s way of combining people’s names, was 
His nickname for Fred and Ella Winterfeldt. Their selfless service 
wasn’t for one or two close friends. The Winterfeldt home, first at 
Manhattan House on East 66 Street, New York, and later on 
West 57‘ Street, was opened generously to the whole Baba family, 
to those in New York and those passing through, to those who 
came during the ’50s on to those coming in the ’60s. In the ’70s 
this devoted couple served with the same dedication at Pine 
Lodge, at the Gateway of Meher Spiritual Center... 

Baba Himself, with His women Mandali, visited their apart- 
ment in July 1952.... [While recovering from His accident] in 
Hartsdale, NY, Baba had told the Winterfeldts He would like to 
bring the Eastern women to visit their apartment—to see TV, so 
new then. Ella asked, “For dinner Baba?” Baba shook His head. 
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“For lunch?’ Again, Baba shook His head. Then He made a large 
“T” with His hands, for tea. It was a delightful afternoon. Coming 
later than expected, they missed a TV concert, but saw Mickey 
Mantle hit a home run, which Mani stood up and imitated delight- 
fully. Fred stood guard in the hall to see that no men entered or 
saw the women. Baba gestured to Ella, “Here is peace. I have 
greatly relaxed. I am coming back in seven hundred years.” Ella 
used to add, when relating this, “And if He doesn’t come back, 
well, we'll just have to pull Him down, won’t we?” This was said 
with a childlike nod of her head, which conveyed the words, “And 
that’s final!” 

Ella always treasured the couch on which Baba had lain, and 
the chair Mehera sat in. Fredella brought the sofa and chair with 
them when they moved to Myrtle Beach, putting them in their liv- 
ing room. Many years later, in 1980 at Pine Lodge, when Ella fell 
and injured her hip, she asked Jeff Wolverton to carry her to her 
“Baba sofa” to await the ambulance, the very sofa on which Baba 
had rested after His own hip injury in 1952. In later years, when 
her health was failing, Ella would say to Jeff, after having break- 
fast together, “Take me to my friend,” and there would pass the 
day, thinking of her beloved Meher Baba. It was her headquarters, 
or “heartquarters,” during her last years. 

Both were from Germany; Fred was the only son, with six sis- 
ters older than he, but ran away to sea as a teen to escape all of the 
women, giving up his title Baron Von Winterfeldt. He fought in 
WWI on the side of the Germans, and in WWII on the side of the 
Americans. When he first came to the United States, He worked 
for a German agricultural equipment manufacturer, training men 
in its use. Eventually he moved to New York. Ella came to the U.S. 
in 1927 at the age of thirty. She came from a cultured family, and 
was [related through marriage to] Rudolf Steiner, founder of the 
Waldorf Schools. 

One day in the later 20s or early 30s, on a busy New York 
Street, Fred saw a woman swinging her legs around to get out of a 
car. He “recognized the legs,” he used to say, and knew she was the 
woman he was destined to marry. Somehow Fred managed to in- 
troduce himself, and later they were married without any special 
ceremony at City Hall, in downtown Manhattan. Around this time 
Fred began his lifelong successful career of managing apartment 
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complexes. At the Manhattan House he had forty men working 
under him.... 

In 1947 or 1948, Ivy Duce, head of Sufism Reoriented, came 
looking for an apartment. Fred noticed a Baba button pinned in- 
side her coat, and asked her who that was. She said she would tell 
him later when she moved in. 

Hearing of Baba was a turning point in their lives. Both Fred 
and Ella at the time were very depressed. Life seemed meaning- 
less. They had contemplated suicide, and even bought a gun. But 
contact with the Master came at this crucial time. They both be- 
came Sufis and devoted Baba lovers; Ella did secretarial work for 
Ivy and served her diligently. Meanwhile they visited the Monday 
night group, formed after Elizabeth and Norina had left for India 
in 1947. They liked this “free form” gathering very much. [p 12] 

Their first meeting with Meher Baba was in 1952, in the La- 
goon Cabin at Meher Spiritual Center in Myrtle Beach. Ella was 
ahead of Fred going in the door, and instantly ran in to His arms. 
Baba had stood up to greet her. In witnessing this embrace, and 
seeing the look Baba gave him over Ella’s shoulder, Fred knew that 
Baba was God without a doubt. Then Fred said, “But Baba, we’ve 
become Sufis.” Baba, with a look of mock concern, gestured, 
“Sufis? I am the greatest Sufi of them all. You are now a part of My 
intimate family. But always stay in touch with Ivy. She was your 
link to Me.” This they did faithfully over the years. [pp 12-13] 

In Baba’s work they found a new goal and their abilities com- 
plemented each other well. Ella had excellent secretarial and ac- 
counting skills, while Fred was a genius in dealing with people. 
Both were gracious hosts, and their home was a haven for many. 
Fred was also the first treasurer of the Awakener Magazine, and 
Ella also helped. At one time Fredella kept track of about fourteen 
separate Meher Baba project accounts, including that of the Fam- 
ily Letters, which they received from India and mailed out to all. 

In 1956 Baba again visited America. It was at the 56 Sahavas 
at the Center that Fred had a deep wish fulfilled—to drive Baba in 
his own car. Baba asked Fred to drive Him from the Guest House 
to His house, an easy three-quarter mile. “Do you know the way?” 
Baba asked. Fred smiled confidently. Suddenly the road in front 
came to a dead end, and they were facing woods. Baba was chuck- 
ling. They were lost! Fred was astounded, but with his ever-ready 
wit, he exclaimed, “Look, Baba, someone has planted trees right in 
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the middle of the road!” Baba loved his humor. Calling Fred his 
Arjuna, He indicated that Fred’s driving Him in his car ensured he 
would never get lost crossing the Spiritual Planes. 

Ella, too, had some interesting experiences on this trip. In 
New York at the dinner for Baba at Longchamps, which was in the 
same building as Manhattan House, Ella thought she saw Baba 
shiver. She ran to her apartment to get Him a sweater, but it was 
just when she was gone that Baba rose and circled the room. He 
stopped by Ella’s empty chair. “Where is she?” He gestured to 
Fred. When she returned, Baba called her to Him and impressed 
on her not ever to leave His Presence without His permission. 
Baba reminded her of this again in Myrtle Beach. Again, a sponta- 
neous wish to serve intervened. Someone asked her to help with 
His food and this kept her away from the Barn and His morning 
sahavas. Baba called for her again and impressed her with this 
lesson: His order comes first. She knelt at His feet and asked His 
forgiveness... 

Another trial came in 1961 when Baba was giving Darshan at 
Poona. Westerners were invited to come for one hour. Fred bought 
tickets for himself and Ella, but she refused to go: she was in the 
middle of mimeographing the Family Letters to be sent out to 500 
people. She felt Baba wanted her to stay and fulfill her responsi- 
bilities. Fred did everything in his power to persuade her, keeping 
her ticket open to the last minute. But her answer was still no. 
Fred went to India and saw Baba, and much to his delight, the [pg 
14] Master allowed those Westerners to stay for several days. 

During one Darshan, Baba called Fred up in front of everyone 
and asked why he hadn’t brought Ella. Fred explained why she had 
stayed behind. Baba persisted, “But you should have brought her.” 
Fred replied he had done his best, and even kept her ticket open. 
Baba was not satisfied. “Why didn’t you bring her?” By this time 
Fred was embarrassed by being rebuked in front of everyone, and 
became more and more angry until his whole body was trembling. 
Baba continued to press the issue. 

Finally Fred burst out, “It’s your fault, Baba!” At this point 
Baba beamed and gave Fred His familiar sign for “perfection.” He 
then dictated a cable to be sent to Ella along these lines: “Fred may 
be here with Me, but I am there with you.” 

At the very moment of Fred’s exchange with Baba, Fred later 
discovered, Ella was so stricken by remorse for not going to see 
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Baba, that she was contemplating ending her life by jumping from 
her apartment window. Fred felt that Baba, by stirring up intense 
anger in him, was using the energy to save Ella. It’s a well-known 
fact that Baba would scold someone not present and at that very 
moment that person would “miraculously” escape some difficulty 
or danger. By talking about them, He was attracting their negative 
sanskaras to Himself. One can imagine how deeply touched Ella 
was by Baba’s loving cable giving her super support in her re- 
morse. 

Baba also “visited” the Winterfeldts in His own illimitable 
ways. Fred had always been a “sensitive.” In fact, in his youth he 
had had some unusual experiences. He had even delved into the 
occult, but some very negative experiences turned him off. Baba 
used this ability of Fred’s in a positive way—by appearing to him 
occasionally. Once, Baba appeared to Fred when he was in the 
hospital after a serious accident where a gas heater in the base- 
ment blew up. Fred had been asking Baba, “Why?” Baba appeared 
at the foot of his bed and said, “It had to be.” [pp 14-15] 

The Winterfeldts retired to Myrtle Beach in 1971. Baba had 
sent a cable to Fred saying he should live at the Center, but there 
were legal difficulties. They were living in a small apartment [in 
town], when, on a visit, Ivy Duce saw their position and persuaded 
Elizabeth to give them a role at the Center. They moved to the Pine 
Lodge where they were again welcoming Baba lovers, this time to 
His beautiful spiritual retreat. [p 16] 


By Robert Dreyfuss: 

Having been personally instructed by Baba after having had 
His Darshan in 1965, to contact Fredella on my return to the 
United States, I soon developed a relationship with them in which 
I came to consider them as my “spiritual Godparents.” Again and 
again, I witnessed their extraordinary generosity and willingness 
to help those in need. The only time I ever saw Fred mock-angry 
was when I suggested that he didn’t have to pay every time we ate 
out or were with others. He replied that the money was from Baba 
and was Baba’s, and that anything spent on His lovers was as it 
should be. 

In 1969, being both unwell and without sufficient funds, I de- 
cided not to attend the Great Darshan after Baba dropped His 
body. When I called Fredella to report on the successful takeoff of 
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the first California flight, they asked me why I hadn’t gone too. 
When I explained, they chided me and told me Baba would be 
“unhappy” at my not going and called back later the same day to 
tell me there had been a cancellation and that they had arranged 
for me to have the ticket and that I could pay it back as and when I 
could. Two days later I received a paid-for round trip ticket from 
San Francisco to New York from them. I was overwhelmed. 

When they moved to Myrtle Beach to live and work at the 
Center, we kept in close touch. When I went to visit the Center in 
1976 after a long absence, the weather was rainy. Not anticipating 
the wet weather, I hadn’t brought the appropriate clothing. I bor- 
rowed an umbrella from Fred and Ella and set out to reacquaint 
myself with the Center and its quiet wonders. When I returned to 
my cabin a couple of hours later, I found a new London Fog rain- 
coat in my size lying on my bed. In my absence they had driven to 
town and purchased the raincoat for me, and of course wouldn’t 
hear of my paying them for it. There are so many instances I could 
narrate illustrating their generosity and kindness, more than room 
provides... 

To me, Fred and Ella were among the very few I’ve met who, 
when I looked into their eyes, I would see Baba smiling out at me 
through the thin film of His two devoted lovers. Elizabeth Patter- 
son, not known for her speculations of a spiritual nature, calmly 
stated when asked that she wouldn’t be surprised that this had 
been Fred’s last life. [p 18] 


From an interview with Jeff Wolverton: 

I met Fred and Ella Winterfeldt at my first Baba meeting in 
early 1968 in Little Carnegie Hall in New York City; they were in 
charge of the meetings back then. I was particularly aware of Fred 
and Ella because of their German accents, and Fred narrated the 
film that night. I didn’t really have a clue as to who Baba was; I 
was in a bit of a daze. At the end of the meeting, Ella, in her sweet 
accent, announced that we would have a period of silence to think 
of Baba, who was in India. Ella announced that the silence would 
begin with the ringing of a bell, and after three minutes she would 
ring the bell to end it. 

I closed my eyes as I was asked, but I hardly knew a thing 
about Baba, so I decided to keep my eyes open. I found it a little 
amusing that I had just come in off the street and I’m asked to 
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meditate on their master. I looked around the room, which was 
comprised of mostly older people. There was definitely a warm 
feeling in the room. At one point I looked up at the large photo- 
graph of Baba in the front of the room; it was resting on a painting 
easel. Suddenly Baba’s eyes came alive, and the love in His eyes 
was the love I had always felt must be at the core of all of life. I 
knew in that instant that Baba was God, and that my whole life 
was meant to be lived for Him! Up to that point, I never thought 
we should follow anyone. 

Baba then began looking at everyone in the room—all these 
seemingly ordinary people, sitting there with their eyes closed. I 
could see that each one was His very favorite. Each one meant the 
world to Him. 

Baba’s eyes then grew larger and larger, and before I knew it, I 
was face to face with Him, looking directly into His eyes—oceans 
and oceans of unending love were in Baba’s eyes. There was no 
bottom to the love in His eyes. The next thing I knew I was lifted 
up from where I was sitting, lifted out of creation into what I felt to 
be the very being of God. I found myself in a realm beyond sub- 
lime, with Baba beside me. Below us, about seventy-five to a hun- 
dred feet, was the room where everyone was gathered. Baba indi- 
cated that He wanted me to serve His people. My background was 
humanitarian, and I just blurted out, “Why just them? Why not 
everyone?” Baba didn’t respond. He went on to reveal several 
other things He wanted me to do in my life, and then the next 
thing I knew Ella was ringing the bell to end the silence, and I was 
back in my seat. I was ecstatic! This is the last thing I expected to 
experience on a cold miserable winter New York evening! 

Later, when we left the meeting, the two college guys I came 
with, Selwyn Silberblatt and Ken Richstad, hoisted me up on their 
shoulders and we headed across West 57" Street as the theater 
crowds were coming out. Looking out from my perch, the thought 
came to me, “We have to be the three happiest guys on the face of 
the earth at this moment!” 

These were the uplifting meetings that Fred and Ella led. I can 
only imagine that Baba’s nazar, His divine glance, must have been 
on those meetings, because they were very charged with His pres- 
ence. Many new people, including some of the large numbers of 
young people who were being drawn to Him at the time, had very 
similar experiences of Baba there. 
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The beautiful thing is that in the late 60s, so many young 
people began to come to Baba. I was one of them. We were a 
derelict-looking bunch of characters. Some were just getting off 
drugs...but they had discovered Baba. Fred and Ella just took them 
all in—with their long hair and spaced-out eyes. We were a freaky- 
looking bunch, I’m sure. But this was Baba’s “next wave” of lovers, 
many of whom have dedicated their whole lives to His cause. 

Fred and Ella were just the perfect couple; their apartment 
was open to anyone drawn to Baba, and they took such caring in- 
terest. They had no children of their own, but they received so 
many of His lovers over the years like intimate family. They con- 
ducted the Monday night meetings, and then afterwards, people 
would go over to Fred and Ella’s for juice and cookies and talk 
about Baba. They were dearly beloved by so many of the young 
people. I also became very close to them, especially after they 
moved to the Center in the early ’70s. 

Before meeting Baba, Fred and Ella had reached a point 
where they felt life was empty and devoid of meaning. In an at- 
tempt to find meaning, Fred, who had psychic abilities, would take 
these astral journeys, and on one occasion, was unable to get back 
into his body. Someone else was occupying it, and that person, 
who must have been an alcoholic, proceeded to go on a drunken 
binge for three days and nights. But since he had Fred’s form, Ella 
had no idea what had happened to her husband! He was just 
drinking like a fish. Even people in the exclusive apartment build- 
ing where Fred worked as the superintendent started to whisper 
about the impropriety of his behavior. It kept going on, and this 
person stayed up drinking for three days. But the moment he 
passed out, Fred was able to get back into his body. Now in his 
own form, he experienced all the abuse this guy had subjected his 
body to, including a horrendous hangover, so that ended his astral 
traveling career. He didn’t do that anymore. 

In the early 1940s in New York, Norina and Elizabeth had 
been in charge of what later came to be known as the Monday 
Night meetings. In the late 40s, Baba called them to India and in- 
structed them to put their major focus on developing His Center in 
Myrtle Beach. While Norina and Elizabeth were in India, Baba 
said that he was looking for a couple to replace them as head of the 
Monday night group. Various names were submitted. In the mean- 
time, Fred and Ella were being gradually drawn more and more to 


188 WAVES AND WAVES OF LOVE 


Baba, even though they had not yet met Him. When their names 
were sent to India, Baba said that this was the very couple he was 
looking for. And so this devoted couple was handpicked by the 
Avatar Himself! 

Fred and Ella came to the Center in ’52 where they met Baba 
for the first time, and later they were with Baba after His accident 
when He was up in the Scarsdale area of New York. They came 
again to the Center in 1956. At one point during this visit, Fred 
was driving Baba down to Brookgreen Gardens. Baba was in the 
back seat, and He put his foot on Fred’s shoulder. Instantly Fred 
began chanting the Bhagavad Gita in Hindi, a language he didn’t 
know at all. Pretty extraordinary. 

Now, Ella worried a lot, and she was very conscientious, but 
perhaps a little bit overly conscientious. One day, Baba called her 
into the Barn alone. He had a very stern look on his face. Ella 
thought she must have displeased Him. As she came closer to 
Him, she had her hands behind her back, trembling. Baba looked 
at her and said, “Relax!” And that was kind of a turning point for 
her. She never worried to that degree ever again. She still did 
worry, but not that much. 

Ella cooked for Baba one time in the Guest House. He would 
have dinner there sometimes, and He asked her to prepare some 
fish with no bones in it. By the time she cooked it and took out all 
the bones, the thing was just a kind of shapeless mass. So she 
molded it into the shape of a fish, and when it was brought to 
Baba, He kind of raised his eyebrows, seeming to ask, “What kind 
of fish is this?” That was a story she told and retold. But her main 
duty during Baba’s 1956 visit was cleaning His house and making 
His bed, which she did with a great deal of love and attention to 
detail. Of course Fred and Ella returned in 1958 to help out at the 
Center and be there for Baba’s last visit to the United States. 

Eventually, in 1971, Fred and Ella moved down to Myrtle 
Beach. Fred had retired by then, and Baba had told them earlier 
that they were to settle in Myrtle Beach. So they came down here, 
and they continued their nurturing role at the Center. They stayed 
for a while in town, and then permission was granted for them to 
live on the Center in Pine Lodge. Pine Lodge was a house that had 
been built in downtown Myrtle Beach near where the old Pavilion 
amusement park was located, and Elizabeth had it moved and 
placed on the Center. It served as the first Gateway and the Library 
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for many years. At that time it was a little bit swampy at the back 
of the house, which meant that Fred and Ella were often dealing 
with a lot of mold and mildew, and they also had to cart drinking 
water in, because the water that came through the Center used to 
be too sulfurous. 

Despite these challenges, they cheerfully settled into Pine 
Lodge and began working at the Center as receptionists. They were 
magnificent. They were genuinely thrilled to see you when you ar- 
rived at the Gateway. It was wonderful to come to the Gateway and 
be embraced by Fred and Ella. They greeted each one like they 
were their very favorite. They were so loving; even hearing Fred’s 
voice on the phone when you called for reservations made your 
heart begin to expand...just talking to him! 

Fred tried to fit guests into the Center anywhere he could. 
Back then there were fewer cabins, but also people were allowed to 
stay for a long time, so there were certain cabins that were locked 
in. I think Hermes—Lawrence Reiter—stayed once for six months. 
Bob Brown would stay for the whole summer. One time I stayed 
for three weeks, sleeping on a hard bench in the children’s play 
shelter outside the Meeting Place. So Fred got people in any way 
he could, because he knew how invaluable it was to be in Baba’s 
atmosphere. 

They did all the reservations, the charts, and the accounts. 
Ella worked in the Center library, and looked after that. They had 
a great collection of Baba films that they had brought down from 
New York, and Fred, in addition to the Center programs, would 
invite guests to come to Pine Lodge and see the films with them 
there. 

Fred had a particular chair set aside, and in the early morn- 
ings in Pine Lodge, he would sit to meditate. Baba would appear 
and sit in that chair, and Fred would talk with Him about the peo- 
ple in the nearby community—anybody who was having prob- 
lems—thus he knew things directly from Baba. So when that per- 
son came along, say, to sign in for the evening program, Fred 
might pull them aside and inquire, “Are you alright; is everything 
okay?” They might have been at one of the lowest points in their 
life, a situation he had already discussed with Baba earlier in the 
day. So he had, you might say, certain psychic abilities, but they 
were used in the cause of love and the care of others; it wasn’t any- 
thing that he made a show of. 
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I remember when I was married, and I was contemplating di- 
vorce. Only I knew this. Even my wife didn’t know. I was thinking 
that marriage just wasn’t for me. I was at work at Sheriar Press, 
and low and behold, Fred Winterfeldt called me up. He wanted to 
take me out to lunch. There’s no way Fred knows, I thought to my- 
self. We went out, and after a little bit of small talk, he said, “Now 
Jeff, is everything alright? Are you thinking about something?” I 
confessed the whole thing, and he got me to change my mind. The 
marriage did end years later, but that was due to my immaturity. 

Fredella’s generosity was legendary. They frequently took 

people out for dinner, or for lunch, and it was impossible to ever 
pay for the meal. Fred would pay. 
They also helped finance people’s trips to India in 1969. I wit- 
nessed once when one person arrived at the Gateway and said, 
“Fred, I can pay you back now for having paid for my trip to In- 
dia.” Fred answered, “I paid for your trip to India?” They were so 
generous that they forgot how much they had laid out for so many 
people. They were real sweethearts. 

My first time at the Center was in 1970. I came with my 
buddy, Ken, and since all the cabins were taken, Fred put us in the 
boathouse for four days. From then on, we would come down here 
almost once a month from upstate New York, a sixteen-hour drive 
just for a weekend. It was grueling, but each trip was so invaluable 
for my heart, and whatever insight Baba gave me made it worth 
coming all the way down here. 

On one of my trips from Schenectady, a guy got a ride with us. 
I can’t remember his name, but he’d had a nice time at the Center. 
On our way back, he was sitting in the back seat, and he said, “I 
don’t know whether Baba is God or not, but he sure knows how to 
pick his friends!” And He certainly did that when he chose Fred 
and Ella to look after the Center and His family. 

When you came to the Center in the ’70s, besides being so 
warmly welcomed by Fred and Ella at the Gateway, there was a 
whole cast of people here to greet you. There were Kitty, Elizabeth, 
Jane, Lyn and Phyllis Ott, and Laura Delavigne, among others. It 
was so great to come down for a visit, because this was your inti- 
mate family, and they really extended themselves. They took such 
a sincere interest in our lives. They had us for tea, or cake, and 
wonderful conversation, as they would talk about Baba. They were 
so available. They conveyed Baba because they were very personal. 
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I feel in taking an interest in our lives—what we were doing, how 
we were doing in college, how we were doing with our relation- 
ships, how our home life was—they really entered into our lives as 
one family member would for another. They weren’t intrusive, but 
deeply caring. And for many people, their interest in us helped to 
awaken a deeper interest in Baba. 

They were also very intimate. They took a sincere interest in 
people’s lives over years and years—hundreds of us! It wasn’t just 
me, but a great many of us. They had a long-range caring about 
us—they didn’t just learn your name. They took you in, as an inti- 
mate member of Baba’s family. It was priceless. 

I eventually came to live down here in 1972. Kitty got me a job 
in town, and I also worked for several years at Sheriar Press. Then, 
in the mid-’70s, I began working at the Center as a caretaker. 

In about 1976, Fred was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer; it 
was an inoperable type of cancer. He tried quite a number of 
treatments, but eventually, when his health did not improve, 
Elizabeth and Kitty asked me to stay at night in the room at the 
back of the original Gateway, opposite Pine Lodge, so I would be 
nearby as Ella was looking after him. I helped with Fred, but there 
was little I could do. I would sometimes massage his legs vigor- 
ously to try to help distract him from the pain. One of the saddest 
things for him was when he had to take morphine; he lost that 
ability to have his visitations with Baba in the morning. It was a 
great loss. He didn’t like the effects of morphine, so he took as lit- 
tle as he could until the pain became too great. 

One day I stopped by to see him after work, and as I ap- 
proached Pine Lodge I could hear him inside moaning in pain. I 
hesitantly opened the door and just looked in. Fred was sitting on 
the sofa with Ella where Baba had once sat. And through his tears 
and his pain, Fred raised his clenched hand above his head, looked 
at me and said, “Love alone prevails...Love alone prevails.” I could 
see that he had come to one of the rarest and most profound reali- 
zations. I felt intuitively he was saying: “Don’t think that Baba is 
not showing His love for me. This pain IS His love.” And as I was 
going out the door, he repeated, “Again I say, Love alone prevails.” 
And it was very touching, because he was upholding His Beloved’s 
love, even though it meant great suffering for himself. Later that 
day, when Kitty asked me how Fred was doing, I related this expe- 
rience. She was working on her book at the time, and I think that 
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this may have been how the title of her book came about: Love 
Alone Prevails. 

Toward the end, Ella said to Fred, “What am I going to do 
when you are gone?” Fred answered, “Don’t worry, Musch (his pet 
name for her); Baba and I will come and get you.” After Fred 
passed on, Ella was in grief, and every day I would stop by and see 
how she was doing. Eventually she would ask me to come over 
from the Gateway for breakfast. That was the beginning of our do- 
ing many things together, from shopping to trips to the North 
Carolina mountains. Every Sunday a group of people from the 
nearby community went out to dinner together with her, along 
with Ralph and Stella, Laura Delavigne, and Darwin and Jeanne. 

In her later years, Ella liked to sit on that same sofa—the Baba 
sofa. One day I was there with her, along with Malcolm Clay and 
Judy Gregory Ott, Ella was looking from the sofa around toward 
the kitchen, and suddenly she exclaimed, “There’s Fred!” And a 
moment later, “There’s Baba!” She was pointing excitedly, and 
kept saying, “Can’t you see? There’s Baba!” We couldn’t see Baba, 
but just as Fred had said, he and Baba came for her. She was so 
overwhelmed that, in spite of her inability to even walk very well, 
she lunged off the sofa to go to Fred and Baba. In doing so, she 
tripped on her blankets and broke her collarbone, and she had to 
go to the hospital. She died a couple of weeks later, but I know she 
was overjoyed to be joining Baba and her dear Fred, both of whom 
were awaiting her. 
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12 Wendy: Lessons from 
His Close Ones 


Wendy Haynes Connor grew up around the women Mandali 
of the Meher Spiritual Center. Like her mother, Jane Haynes, her 
commitment to Meher Baba was immediate and deep. Wendy’s 
presentation is the essence of cheerfulness, a quality much em- 
phasized by Baba. She has performed many functions in relation 
to the Center over the years, including serving as a board mem- 
ber for nine years, as a host at Baba’s house, and as an all-time 
favorite speaker about Meher Baba. 


From the age of five, I was blessed to spend time with Eliza- 
beth, Kitty and Margaret. I grew up surrounded by their uncondi- 
tional love and acceptance. They were strong, independent 
women, each with a unique personality given in devoted service to 
their Beloved Meher Baba. Many years later I realized their love 
for me was a reflection of their wholehearted love for Meher Baba. 

When we met Elizabeth and Kitty in June of 1957, they were 
living at Youpon Dunes, and we had the good fortune to see them 
almost every day. We saw Margaret on holidays when she took a 
break from her teaching in New York City. Elizabeth’s nephew, 
Harry Hartshorne, and her niece, Daphne Drake, both of whom 
met Baba at the Center, would join their “Aunt Boo” for holidays, 
as well. Elizabeth had John, Charles, and me call her “Aunty Boo.” 
Several months after meeting Baba in ’58, our family moved to 
New York, but we travelled down to Myrtle Beach to visit several 
times a year. 

Elizabeth and my mother, Jane Haynes, shared a timeless 
friendship born of their mutual love for Baba. Years earlier, Baba 
told Elizabeth and Norina, “You are spiritual twins in My love.” 
Later, Baba said the same words to Elizabeth about her relation- 
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ship to Jane. After Baba dropped His body, Baba’s sister Mani told 
mother that He had said, “It is rare for a soul, (referring to Eliza- 
beth), to have two spiritual twins in one lifetime.” 

In 1960, Elizabeth decided to sell Youpon Dunes, which was 
close to downtown Myrtle Beach, so they could move adjacent to 
the Center. It had become increasingly difficult for Kitty and her to 
travel so far every day. The activities and needs of the Center re- 
quired them to be on the spot. Baba was pleased with the idea and 
gave her the go ahead. Elizabeth found the perfect location in Bri- 
arcliffe Acres, a township bordering the north end of the Center, 
only a few yards from Baba’s House. 

When construction began on the new house, Elizabeth mailed 
a small sample of the brick to Baba so He could see the color she 
had chosen, “Charlestonian Pink.” Correspondence between India 
and Myrtle Beach was constant. Each side eagerly awaited news 
and tidbits of information about the other. Every decision, big and 
small, was run by Baba. It is heartwarming to read Elizabeth let- 
ters addressed to Baba, “Baba dear, is this alright with you?” or, 
“Baba darling, this is what I’d like to do; would it please you?” 
Such was the intimacy of her ages-old connection with her Be- 
loved. 

Many years later, Mani, Meher Baba’s sister, showed Buz and 
me how Baba had held the thin slice of brick in His hand, gestur- 
ing, “What a nice color.” On the spot, He had Mani write on the 
brick in Persian His name for Elizabeth: “Dilruba”, meaning 
“Stealer of Hearts.” (Baba had given all the early Westerners Per- 
sian names.) Then He instructed Mani, “I want you to glue this 
brick onto a piece of Sandalwood and keep it always.” Mani did as 
Baba asked, and used it as a paperweight on her desk at Me- 
herazad until 1993, when she was inspired to give it to us. It is one 
our most precious, sweetest treasures. And Baba also named the 
new house “Dilruba.” 

In 1965, Mother’s longing to serve at the Center was fulfilled 
and the family moved back to Myrtle Beach to stay. By Baba’s 
grace, we were given permission to build on the Center, not far 
from Dilruba. A year later, we moved into Meher House, the name 
for our home, approved by Baba. 

The move from New York to Myrtle Beach was especially diffi- 
cult for me. Here I was, fourteen years old, leaving behind a life of 
cultural experiences and a fair amount of independence to start a 
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life with virtually no culture or independence, (in that I could not 
yet drive, whereas in New York I could take the subway by myself 
any time.) I believe the main reason I survived high school was 
because I had Aunty Boo and Kitty and the Center in my life. Every 
day I would pop over to Dilruba to see them and I rode my bike 
into the Center often! One day, a friend of mine said, “Wendy, 
your best girlfriends are two old ladies!” It was true! How blessed I 
was. Many years would go by before I realized just how blessed. 

I graduated from Myrtle Beach High in 1969, attended Oxford 
Community College of Emory University in Atlanta for two years, 
and then transferred to Florida State University because of their 
excellent program in Special Education. After graduation, I taught 
public school in Atlanta for a year. Then, in June of ’74, I received 
an unexpected gift from Baba—the opportunity to live with Eliza- 
beth and Kitty at Dilruba for a year. 

The way it unfolded was this: Earlier, that spring, I had made 
plans to visit India with two close friends. It was a special trip, as 
always. However, I had recently fallen head over heels in love with 
Buz Connor, (now my husband of thirty-eight years), and it was 
hard to leave him behind, but I had my ticket and went as planned. 

One day, I was sitting alone in the Samadhi—Baba’s tomb—do- 
ing my best to concentrate on Baba, yet my thoughts persistently 
returned to Buz. (My only excuse is that I was twenty-three years 
old and had no skill whatsoever in the practice of remembrance.) 
Suddenly, I heard this silent but incredibly loud voice in my mind: 
“Offer to be at Dilruba.” (It occurred to me later that Baba had to 
“shout” to get my attention off Buz!) It was a profound experience 
of Baba’s Voice within but, although the words were clear, I didn’t 
understand the message. 

After thinking about it, I realized Baba meant for me to help 
Elizabeth and Kitty at the Center. I was taken aback because the 
plan was to return to Atlanta to be sure Buz was still in love with 
me. But Baba had made it crystal clear what He wanted, so I sent a 
letter to Aunty Boo right away with someone returning to the 
States. Not long after, a cable came from Myrtle Beach, that said, 
“Greatly appreciate spontaneous, beautiful offer service, feel tim- 
ing best next summer, will talk. Lovingly Elikit.” Part of me felt 
relieved because it meant I would see Buz. How ignorant I was; I 
had no idea of the gift that awaited me! 
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Whenever I returned from a trip, I always stopped at home to 
see Mother, Aunty Boo and Kitty...and Margaret when she was 
there. So on my last night at Dilruba, we were all gathered on the 
back porch, the favored spot in the house to sit and share news. I 
finished telling them about my time in India, and, as I turned to 
say goodnight, again, I heard Baba’s voice: “Offer one more time.” 

So I said, “Aunty Boo, I feel Baba wants me to offer once more 
to help you and Kitty in whatever way I can.” There was a moment 
of silence filled with Baba’s Presence. Aunty Boo looked at me with 
a loving smile and said, in her quiet way, “Alright, dear.” Little did 
I know, those two simple words would mark the beginning of one 
of the most precious periods in my life. 

I moved into Dilruba in late July. It felt quite natural to be 
there as I had often stayed at Dilruba through the years. I’m also 
happy to say that Buz and I were still in love, and he drove up 
pretty much every weekend. This provided many natural opportu- 
nities for him to help with various tasks, but best of all, Buz came 
to know Aunty Boo, Kitty and Margaret and they came to love and 
respect him. That meant so much to me. 

Before long it became obvious this was going be a unique year, 
filled with many experiences, although their meaning would only 
unfold over time. I had spent my childhood and teenage years with 
these beloved women, but now I was a young adult, responding to 
what I knew to be a direct order from Baba. He graced me with a 
rare and intimate opportunity to experience how these extraordi- 
nary disciples brought Him into every aspect of practical day-to- 
day living. Every thought, word, and deed was an expression of 
their 100% devotion and obedience to their Beloved. 

Just by being who they were, Elizabeth, Kitty and Margaret 
taught me so much about what pleases Baba. However, to put this 
in the proper context...just because lessons were given doesn’t 
mean I learned them at the time. I didn’t have the awareness to 
realize what I was learning, nor did I have the capacity to put any- 
thing into practice. But I must have stored the lessons somewhere 
in my heart, because over time they have illumined my efforts to 
please Baba, and they continue to do so. 

Soon after I arrived, Elizabeth and Jane left for their yearly 
vacation or, as Aunty Boo would say with a chuckle, “our retreat 
from the retreat.” (Baba had instructed both Elizabeth and Kitty to 
take one holiday a year.) So it was Kitty who “broke me in,” so to 
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speak, to the daily life of Dilruba. From day one, she began teach- 
ing me how important it was to do everything well, to be aware 
that the little things are just as important as the big things. It 
wasn’t long before I received my first list. The women Mandali al- 
ways loved Kitty’s lists: “Make sure the tap is turned off; dishes 
put up after being dried; all the doors must be shut and locked at 
night; all the lights should be off when not in use; utility room 
must be kept clean; and thermostat must be set at 68 degrees.” 

In the beginning, I often forgot my tasks. It was clear I had 
not developed the habit of taking responsibilities seriously, and I 
wasn’t good at following through. Nor did I realize the significance 
of attention to detail. Sometimes, as I watched them take such care 
with every little task, I became impatient, thinking, “Why are they 
spending so much time on this?” Kitty and Elizabeth rarely criti- 
cized me and, when they did, it was with a gentle manner, and it 
felt terrible to disappoint them. Gradually I came to understand 
that their wholehearted attention to every task came from their 
desire to please Baba; that it was an integral part of their training 
with Baba. 

One day, as I was putting away some dishes, Kitty told me of 
how, in India, Baba used to pop into the kitchen to check on every- 
thing. He would examine the rice she was cooking and say: “This 
rice is perfect,” and He would remind her to do everything that 
well, that all endeavors deserved equal effort—to do one’s best in 
everything. But again, the significance of this complete focus on 
each task didn’t register until much later in my life. 

Kitty gave me the responsibility for Center memberships. She 
also had me keep track of inventory and requests for books. I often 
answered letters for both her and Elizabeth. In Kitty’s case, I took 
down points to cover in the letter and if she approved what I had 
written, she would sign it. Elizabeth preferred to dictate her letters 
and sign them. Among my favorite things to do was go into the 
Center with Aunty Boo to check on things. We also ran errands 
together in town. 

A particularly joyful task was to take care of the animals in 
residence. There was a dog, some cats, and a turtle. Aunty Boo 
and Kitty sometimes took in strays. One day, they found a dog 
chained to the Center gate, with an open can of food at his feet. In 
her characteristic compassion for animals, Aunty Boo brought him 
home. Kitty immediately fell in love with the dog, and named him 
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Beauty. He wasn’t really that beautiful—but he was to Kitty; it was 
touching to see her affection for him. It was my responsibility to 
take Beauty for his daily walks. 

One Christmas, Elizabeth heard that a black cat had been lin- 
gering around the Original Kitchen and, naturally, she took the cat 
in. Because of the time of year, and because of its unusually loud 
purr, the cat was appropriately named Merry Motor. 

The cats were kept in the utility room next to the kitchen. I 
think at one point, there were six cats living in the house. Now, I 
had fed the cats many times through the years, but this was the 
first time I was in charge of their daily care, and I didn’t realize 
there were so many. At feeding time, I’d open the door, and six 
pairs of eyes peered out with great expectation and determination 
and, for a moment, I could imagine I had stepped out into the 
wild. My beloved cat, Puff, also lived at Dilruba for a while. I had 
adopted Puff in New York, and she was blessed to receive her very 
own poem and messages from Mani. And so, per one of Kitty’s 
points on my list, I made sure to keep the utility room clean. 

In addition to the cats, I was responsible for taking care of 
Jimmy, the turtle in residence. It was clear to all that Jimmy held 
a unique position in the hierarchy of the household. For many 
years he had his own room upstairs in Dilruba. But by this time, he 
lived in a special box on the kitchen counter next to the sink, 
which was quite convenient for his daily bath. Charles had rescued 
Jimmy years before, when we were children, still living in Dur- 
ham. One day, our handyman was mowing the lawn and, unknow- 
ingly, was about to run over the turtle. Charles yelled out to stop 
him and he brought the turtle home. That was the beginning of a 
long and blessed life for Jimmy. 

To my delight, Aunty Boo showed me how to bathe Jimmy. 
First, she had me look in the cabinet and take down Jimmy’s spe- 
cial dish, which was a casserole dish, (fortunately, not one used for 
cooking). “Now, take Jimmy out of the box and place him in the 
center of the dish.” Then she had me carry him to the sink and 
turn on the faucet. She carefully tested the water, saying: “It 
mustn’t be too hot but it mustn’t be too cold. It has to be just right. 
Now, you test it.” 

Next she told me to make sure the water flowed down the cen- 
ter of Jimmy’s back. Smiling up at me with her eyes twinkling, she 
said, “You see, it’s like a waterfall!” And I have to say, Jimmy did 
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look quite content. We also fed Jimmy bits of raw hamburger and 
lettuce. In later years, Aunty Boo discovered he liked ice cream, so 
that became his special treat. Watching her joy in taking care of 
this beloved creature was an unforgettable experience for me. I 
could easily imagine her happiness in ashram days when Baba 
placed several animals in her charge. 

In 1976, Aunty Boo went to India with Mother, and she be- 
came concerned that Jimmy might die while she was gone. She 
wrote a letter to Kitty, outlining what should be done if that should 
happen: “First, call Lee [McBride, the Center’s carpenter], and ask 
him to build a nice wooden box for Jimmy. Then, I would like 
Jimmy to be buried under the birdbath, [at the back of Dilruba], 
and be sure he faces East, towards India. Find a Baba card and put 
it inside the box facing him. And make sure, Evelina [the house- 
keeper and cook], is there, because she loves Jimmy and Jimmy 
loves her. Then say Baba’s prayers aloud.” Jimmy didn’t die until 
after Aunty Boo passed away, but when he did, Kitty remembered 
the letter and we buried him just as Elizabeth had wished. 

One of my most cherished and indelible memories is of the 
first time I witnessed Aunty Boo’s extraordinary “hands on” care of 
Baba’s Home. Not surprisingly, Elizabeth had a sixth sense about 
the Center. She was aware of everything, including the practical 
needs of the cabins; it was a privilege to participate in her whole- 
hearted efforts to keep Baba’s Home in the West beautiful for 
Him, as if He might step through the gate at any moment. 

This particular day, she called me on the phone. Elizabeth 
never said “Hello” or “Goodbye.” She was always direct and to the 
point: “Yes, now, I want you to get the car, and bring it up front.” 
(Sadly, Aunty Boo couldn’t drive from the mid-1970s on, because 
of her failing eyesight. If you are familiar with Elizabeth’s life, you 
can imagine what a test this was; she had always been a com- 
pletely independent woman, driving from a young age. But, as al- 
ways, she accepted it as Baba’s will and never complained.) 

I got the car out of the garage and brought it to the front of the 
house. Aunty Boo came to the screen door, struggling with a large 
pink tray covered with an odd assortment of items. I hurried to the 
door to take the tray, and on it I saw a little can of white enamel 
paint, a small paintbrush, one pot holder, a large box of matches, a 
roll of toilet tissue, a bar of soap, two teapot lids, and a clean cloth. 
There were also several envelopes, each tied with a rubber band, 
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and each containing a specific number of forks, spoons, and 
knives. When I asked her what all this was, she twinkled and said, 
“You'll see.” It tickled her to keep me in suspense and it tickled me, 
too. Part of Aunty Boo’s charm was how she would chuckle in ap- 
preciation of her own humor and wit. 

We got into the car, and she said, “Now take this road.” First, 
we went to the Lantern Cabin and I brought the tray inside. Aunty 
Boo said, “Now, go over to the stove. Do you see any matches?” 

I looked. “No, Aunty Boo, I don’t.” 

“Well, that’s right,” she said, “There are no matches. Now take 
the matches from the tray and put them on top of the stove.” 

After I did that, she gave me a mischievous look, “Do you see a 
potholder anywhere?” 

“No, Aunty Boo.” 

“Well, there should always be a potholder handy,” and she 
showed me where to hang it on the nail to the side of the stove. 
Then she pointed to a teapot high up on the kitchen shelf and 
asked me to bring it down. “Now, see,” she said, “there’s no lid. 
Somebody broke it; that happens a lot. So, let’s see if this one will 
fit.” We put the lid on, and it did fit! Aunty Boo said, with a happy 
smile, “Now, isn’t that wonderful?!” 

Next, we went into the bathroom. I immediately noticed the 
spots on the toilet seat where the enamel had worn away. I offered 
to paint the spots but Aunty Boo wanted to. She perched rather 
awkwardly on the edge of the tub and with paintbrush in hand, 
carefully began to paint. It was pure pleasure to see the content- 
ment on her face. “Now,” she said, “I think we're finished here. 
Let’s go to the Cedar Nook.” 

We drove over there and went inside. Elizabeth said, “Now, go 
into the bathroom, and take the toilet tissue with you. Do you see 
the toilet tissue roll? It’s almost empty, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, Aunty Boo.” Clearly, she had been in the cabins before 
and taken note of all these things. Then she said, “Now, we need to 
put this roll behind the toilet seat for the guest. There must always 
be an extra toilet tissue roll.” 

“Now, look at the soap,” she said. I saw a tiny bit of soap on 
the soap dish and it was definitely scummy. “That’s not very nice; 
nobody would want to use that, would they?” I agreed. “Well, you 
see, that’s why I brought along a cloth and a new bar of soap.” So I 
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cleaned the soap dish, wrapped the old soap in the cloth, and put 
the new soap in the dish. 

Next she had me come out and sit on the bed. “Now, I want 
you to lie down.” “Aunty Boo...you want me to lie down?” It made 
me giggle; I had no clue what was going on. “Yes, lie down; that’s 
right. Now sit up.” So I sat up. “Now, put your feet on the floor. Do 
you see the little carpet?” I looked and saw it way off to the side. 
“That’s not going to keep your feet warm, is it? Now, move the 
carpet to where a guest’s feet would most likely land when they get 
up.” By this time, I was moving in a kind of dazed wonder. 

The last stop was Happy House. I fetched the different enve- 
lopes and she had me put the forks, spoons and knives in their 
proper place in the drawer. Lastly, I set the table in preparation for 
guests arriving later that day. 

We got back in the car. The tray was empty, every item now 
where it belonged. I looked at Aunty Boo in wonder and told her 
what a delightful experience that had been for me. She looked at 
me with a radiant expression and said, “Yes, you see, the Center is 
like my dollhouse.” What a giant of a soul she must have been to 
have a dollhouse that big! 

If I were asked to choose one attribute characteristic of Eliza- 
beth’s personality, I would have to say “poise.” She had a quiet 
dignity about her. It’s not that she was never disturbed or upset, 
but I never saw her lose control. With her gentle but commanding 
presence she dealt with every situation in a practical and efficient 
way, always in service to her Beloved. One day, Aunty Boo shared 
something with me I have never forgotten. She said, “Each morn- 
ing, when I wake up, I listen and I ask Baba, How may I serve You 
today? And,” she said, “the day becomes my answer.” What an ex- 
traordinary way to live one’s life. But then, Elizabeth—Baba’s Dil- 
ruba—was in His Circle of close ones. On the rare occasion I con- 
sciously make the effort to turn my entire day over to Baba and 
follow His lead every moment, it is an experience of joy and true 
freedom. It requires constant remembrance and, in my case, the 
habit of remembrance takes practice. 

If I had to pick one adjective to characterize Kitty’s person- 
ality, it would be “enthusiasm.” She was interested in everything 
and everyone. One of the highlights of Kitty’s day was getting the 
mail. Around noon, she’d look out her office window and say, “Oh, 
yes, I think I saw the mailman; go see.” I would bring the mail and 
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leave her to read through it. After a while, I could hear her calling 
me: "Oh, Wendyyy, Wendyyy.” I would come running, and she’d 
say, “Oh, here’s the most wonderful letter; you must read it to me.” 

On this particular day, one such letter arrived from an old 
friend, an early Baba lover from the ’70s. He and Kitty shared a 
love for etymology; he would trace the history of certain words and 
share it with her. In this letter, he described the root of the word 
“enthusiasm”, explaining that it came from the Greek, ethos, “to be 
alive with the spirit of God,” or “to be infused with the divine 
spirit.” Kitty was absolutely thrilled, like a child. As I sat there, I 
was overcome by Baba’s presence; here I was, sitting with an indi- 
vidual who personified the very essence of enthusiasm; Kitty was 
alive with the spirit of God! Even more remarkable, she was abso- 
lutely unconscious of it! Over the years, countless people came 
through her office at Dilruba, and she made each one of them feel 
special. 

One thing that kept Kitty vital and young at heart was her in- 
terest in life. She was always eager to learn new things. She and 
Elizabeth both loved watching the daily news, and Kitty read Time 
magazine from cover to cover. In terms of priority, Baba was first, 
and Time came in a close second! Fortunately, for this generation 
and those to come, Kitty focused her attention on how Baba was 
working in the present day. She strove to articulate Baba’s path of 
love now that He was no longer in the form. 

I was particularly impressed by how diligently Kitty prepared 
for her talks. Buz and I often had the privilege of helping her with 
that. We would often find her on the back porch of Dilruba with a 
stack of Baba books piled on either side. I asked her once, “Kitty, 
why are you using Baba books? You, of all people, don’t need to 
refer to them!” The invariable reply was, “Oh, oh, yes I do; I must 
get Baba’s words just right; the quote should be quite right.” Her 
every action was to please Baba. This great disciple was deter- 
mined to make her talk as good as possible. 

I remember one day when I overheard Kitty saying something 
quite wonderful to a new person. She had the habit of sitting at a 
little table in the dining room overlooking the lake, her favorite 
spot in the house because of the sunlight. It so happened I had to 
go through the dining room to get to the kitchen, and I stopped in 
my tracks as I heard the visitor ask, “Ms. Davy, do you feel Meher 
Baba’s love every day?” I can just see Kitty looking down, ponder- 
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ing her reply carefully. After a long pause, she said, “No, can’t say 
that I do. But, you see, I have this conviction about who Meher 
Baba is, and it makes me want to please Him all the time.” 

The most frequent question from people new to Baba was, 
“What about those of us who didn’t meet Baba? What do we do 
now that He isn’t in the body?” Invariably, Kitty, Elizabeth and 
Margaret would give the same reply, “The training is the same to- 
day as it was in the ashram days.” These three women were living 
life as if Baba were still in the body. They were genuine, open, and 
welcoming, each living as Baba wanted them to live—an example 
that opened the door for many of us to look inward and find Baba. 

I witnessed daily how Elizabeth and Kitty followed their intui- 
tion, knowing it was Baba’s voice. Of course, they were Mandali 
and that was His training. Trusting their first thought, they acted 
immediately, although there were times that Aunty Boo’s intuition 
would be to “sleep on it”, and wait until the next morning to hear 
Baba’s answer from within. 

I remember something else I heard Kitty say that made a deep 
impression on me. It was her birthday and earlier that day, as was 
the custom, there was a huge celebration on the Center lawn. The 
Baba community always celebrated Kitty’s birthday in a big way. It 
was so sweet, because Kitty only celebrated it to bring people to- 
gether—not for herself. It was the end of the day and we were all on 
the back porch; the party was over and Margaret began mildly 
poking at Kitty about the fact she had all these people celebrating 
her. Usually, Kitty took Margaret’s teasing lightly and with a smile. 
But this particular night, for some reason, she was clearly dis- 
turbed. The atmosphere on the porch changed; it became quiet 
and Baba’s presence was very strong. 

Suddenly, a question popped out from deep within me and I 
asked Kitty, “Does it ever get any easier?” After a long pause, she 
looked up at me and said, “No, can’t say that it does. The suffering 
just passes more quickly.” Then she smiled and everything re- 
turned to normal. To all appearances, Kitty wasn’t suffering at that 
moment but she must have remembered something that prompted 
her response. Years later, those words revealed a deeper meaning 
for me; the words inform my inner relationship with Baba. I think 
of how Baba tells us that 99% of our suffering is self-created. In 
my experience, it comes from holding onto things; I don’t want to 
let go of my desires and attachments. But, when I do, I am free. 


204 WAVES AND WAVES OF LOVE 


One day, a letter came that caught Kitty’s attention in par- 
ticular. It was from a couple struggling with a decision: whether to 
buy a condo or a house. They were afraid to make the wrong deci- 
sion and were looking to Kitty to help them decide. When I came 
into the book room, I found Kitty in a serious mood, which was 
unusual. She, Elizabeth and Margaret were consistently light- 
hearted and cheerful knowing that it pleased Baba. Kitty told me 
to get a pencil and paper and read the letter aloud. Then she gave 
me these points: “Now, point number one: Baba loved challenges; 
that was His way of working. Point number two....” Then she told 
me the following story about Baba and decision-making; it struck 
me deeply and has helped me time and again in my life. 

One day in the 1930s, when the Western women were living in 
the Nasik ashram, an argument sprung up among them. Kitty 
didn’t remember the details, but she did recall that they were go- 
ing back and forth arguing about a problem. Everyone had an 
opinion as to which decision was the right one. Unbeknownst to 
them, Baba was listening nearby. He strode into the compound 
and was clearly annoyed. He spelled out on the board, “What is 
this? What are you arguing about? Don’t you know? J made the 
decision long ago? It is not in your hands. There is no wrong deci- 
sion. There is no such thing as a mistake, because I made the deci- 
sion. All that matters to Me is the motive behind the decision. Are 
you doing it for Me or are you doing it for yourself?” 

Kitty had me write up the points; she told the couple not to 
worry, to take His name, do their best, and make a decision. Baba 
would take care of the rest. She signed the letter and we sent it off. 

The year passed quickly, and one day Aunty Boo told me she 
felt I should get my Master’s Degree. It was so hard to leave but I 
trusted her intuition. So, in August, I left to study at Boston Uni- 
versity. As it turned out, the secondary degree proved to be crucial 
to my career in children’s theater. 

What I have shared here are a few of the precious memories I 
hold dear as I remember my time with these disciples of the God- 
Man. I moved into Dilruba with the misconception I was there to 
help Elizabeth and Kitty; now I realize Baba had brought me there 
so they could help me. The lessons and their meaning continue to 
unfold as I grow closer to Baba inwardly. 
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13 Buz: The Remarkable 
Women Mandali 


Buz Connor connected very quickly through Wendy with the 
women Mandali of the Center, but his profound dedication to 
Baba’s cause quickly earned him their love and respect. Today 
Buz plays a central role in many of the administrative functions 
of the Center, including helping to coordinate the Youth Sahavas. 
Here Buz shares his early experiences of being at the Center. 
Wendy sat in on the interview, and she shares some additional 
insights along the way. 


Buz: I came to Baba just a few years after He had dropped His 
body, when I visited Meher Center the first time in July of 1971. I 
was twenty years old, and almost right away, went to India, in 
January of 1972. At the time I was going to Penn State, and like 
many in my generation became involved in leftist politics and the 
whole 60s counter-culture thing. Then, through a series of events 
that I now see was Baba all along, I had a revelation about God 
through the Bhagavad Gita. I really fell for Krishna and His ex- 
planation of the purpose of life. I went from Bob Dylan to William 
Blake to the Bhagavad Gita. This was a deep awakening for me— 
the first time life really made sense. 

It was such a deep experience, I decided to quit college and 
meditate myself into oneness with God. Remember, this was 1970 
and the Vietnam War was raging in full force. At the time, I was 1- 
A in the draft and also had a low draft number, so this was a really 
crazy thing to do in the eyes of my friends and family. But nothing 
else mattered to me but becoming one with God. People did think 
I had lost my mind. 

So, I quit Penn State and moved into a kind of a student 
ghetto area in Pittsburgh, one of the old run-down shabby apart- 
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ments around the university. Well, I wasn’t being at all successful 
in my quest to realize oneness with God. As I was also very inter- 
ested in Ramakrishna and Vivekananda, I went to the Vedanta 
Center up in Boston hoping for some breakthrough. But none of it 
was working for me. 

Then a friend of mine, Ruth Apple, who I’d known since high 
school, had heard about Meher Baba. It was during this period 
that she showed me a picture of Baba from Rolling Stone Maga- 
zine, and said, “Oh, this guy says he’s God!” As I'd already had this 
very deep revelation of oneness with God, when I saw the picture 
of Baba, I thought, “He probably is God.” I had this Vedanta idea 
of the Atman, that we are all already One, but we just had to make 
our journey to union with God. A few months later, after she had 
visited the Center, Ruth said, “Oh, you should go to the Meher 
Center; I’ve just gone, and it’s really beautiful.” 

So in July of 1971, I came here, and in the Lagoon Cabin I 
really fell for Baba. Looking at His beautiful face in the photo, I 
felt, “Oh, You’re my Master; You’re the One.” It wasn’t a great 
revelation; it was just a very subtle knowing. From then on, I’ve 
been with Him consciously. Though I also feel He has been with 
me all along without my knowing it. 

As indicated earlier, I went off to India almost right away, on 
January 2, 1972, and I met all the Mandali. It was such a remark- 
able time—almost all of His close ones were still there, and gave so 
much of themselves to the many Westerners who flocked to Me- 
herazad and Meherabad year after year. 

While in India at some point, I saw a photograph of Baba 
from the mid-1950s that reminded me of something I had forgot- 
ten, an incident that took place about a year and a half earlier. I 
had been in my dorm room at Penn State, and was alone, playing 
the guitar. All of a sudden, I had this feeling that someone was 
looking at me. I turned around and looked at my dorm room door, 
which was closed. This man’s head came through the door and 
looked at me, and the man blinked his eyes. Then the head disap- 
peared through the door. I remembered it very clearly—this re- 
markable face, hooked nose, and mustache. At the time this expe- 
rience happened, I left my dorm room and went and told my 
friends: “Oh, my God, I just saw this face, this vision.” And they 
laughed and said, “We don’t know—maybe it’s a drug thing.” Of 
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course, in those days it wasn’t unusual for people to be hallucinat- 
ing, so I just forgot about it. 

But, in India, when I saw that photograph, I remembered that 
experience, and that face, and I had the thought: “That was Baba 
coming to me to let me know, even before I knew who He was, that 
I was His.” This memory was enormously helpful at the time, be- 
cause at various times along the journey, from seeing His face to 
traveling to India, my life had become a kind of mental hell; I was 
very depressed and even suicidal. So, when I remembered this, I 
had an intuitive reassurance: “Baba was behind all of that just to 
get me here.” 

When I started coming to the Center, I met Wendy’s whole 
family, but Wendy and I didn’t meet until New Year’s Eve of 1973. 
A few months later we fell in love when we were both living in At- 
lanta. That summer she went off to India to visit, and when she 
returned, she went to live at Dilruba to help out Elizabeth and 
Kitty. Even though we were sad about being apart, the good news 
was that I came to the Center almost every weekend. 

Wendy was the first young person to live at Dilruba to help 
out. Some of Kitty’s friends, such as Lois Breger, were already 
helping out, and from time to time there were others, but they 
didn’t live there. When Wendy was in India in 1974, she had this 
inner experience of Baba telling her to offer to be at Dilruba, 
where she felt she was meant to come and serve. She wired Eliza- 
beth, and got a cable back saying they could talk about it when she 
got back, but it felt to Wendy that Elizabeth was saying no. How- 
ever, when Wendy returned, she felt Baba telling her inwardly to 
offer one more time, and this time Elizabeth said, yes. So that was 
the beginning of my going back and forth between Atlanta, where I 
was in school, and Myrtle Beach. I ended up ruining my car over it, 
but as a result, I had the great blessing of getting to know Eliza- 
beth, Kitty and Margaret, visiting with them every chance I got. 

Because of Wendy, I started to hang out at Dilruba, beginning 
in the fall of 1974. Five years later, in August of 1979 we were mat- 
ried in back of Dilruba, overlooking Long Lake. At that time, it was 
Elizabeth’s home and was not yet part of the Center. Because it 
rained, our wedding reception was inside of Jane’s house instead 
of outside as planned. After we were married, Elizabeth had us 
come and stay with her and Kitty at Dilruba whenever we visited 
the Center. From then until Kitty’s death in 1991, we always stayed 
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at Dilruba at least two or three months a year, on and off, coming 
down as often as possible. By then we were living in Washington, 
D.C., and we’d arrange our jobs there to get away as often as we 
could manage. 


Wendy: I always stayed at Dilruba, but once we were married, 
Auntie Boo invited us to stay at Dilruba as a couple. And that was 
the first time she had ever allowed a man, other than my brother, 
Charles, to stay there. 


Buz: These remarkable women Mandali were why we wanted 
to be here. We wanted to be around them as much as possible, not 
only because it was wonderful being around them, but we wanted 
to experience how they lived their lives for Baba—how they made 
decisions and how they were with people and with each other. This 
was possible because of Wendy’s long-time family connection with 
both Elizabeth and Kitty. 

But we both felt that moving here was not what Baba wanted 
for us at that point. For some reason He apparently wanted us in 
the world, not in Myrtle Beach. Kitty wanted us here, and Jane 
certainly did, but we felt it wasn’t the right timing for us. I was in 
school or working, and Wendy had this great job in Washington 
working for Arena Stage. So we took every opportunity to be here 
with them, and came as often as we could. Also, both Kitty and 
Margaret sometimes came to stay with us in D.C. 

Baba had said it was the women who would do the major work 
for Him in the West, and looking back, that clearly happened, be- 
cause in the early days, it was Norina and Elizabeth who were in- 
strumental in setting up and giving talks around the country—not 
only in New York, but also when they traveled around looking for a 
possible site for the Center. Norina gave talks in San Francisco and 
other places. The Sufi Murshida, Rabia Martin, first heard of Baba 
because she went to a talk by Norina. Ivy Duce came to Baba as a 
result of Murshida Martin, which led to Baba’s work of ‘reori- 
enting’ this particular order of Sufism in the West. And, of course, 
Elizabeth and Norina founded the Center, and did that work for 
Baba during this time. Later on, after Norina died, Elizabeth, Mar- 
garet and Kitty remained the most prominent of Baba’s Mandali in 
America. Margaret, who taught ballet in New York, influenced and 
came into contact with many people, both in New York and as she 
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traveled around the country. She said that Baba had called her His 
Link to the West. 

It’s so clear that these women played such a central role in His 
work here. It was Elizabeth, Kitty, and Margaret for many years, 
and, then later, Jane, when she and her children moved here. Kitty 
and Jane saw people the most at Meher Center. When Margaret 
was here every summer and holidays, she would see people from 
time to time. Elizabeth saw people less than the others, although 
people who really made an effort to seek her out would see her, but 
she was not a public person. She never gave talks, or anything like 
that. So the people who tended to know her were people involved 
with the work of the Center. 

One day we were sitting on the back porch at Dilruba, and we 
were talking about this theme of women spearheading Baba’s work 
in America. Both Margaret and Kitty said that they were aware of 
this back in the ’30s and early ’40s, even when they lived in the 
Ashram up on Meherabad hill. From time to time Baba would put 
them in charge of a job. Some of the men Mandali would have to 
come up the hill to do the work, and the women would be kind of 
the foremen. They would have to boss the men around and tell 
them what to do, because the women’s ashram was on the hill and 
the men were down the hill. Padri used to complain about that, 
and about how, with the women, it just had to be a certain way. 

Yet, they could feel even then that Baba was doing some sig- 
nificant work. He had said so. Through women being in charge of 
men, this somehow had an effect on the whole world, and certainly 
this has been so in the West, given the great changes over the last 
forty or fifty years. they felt that Baba was doing this work when 
they were on the Hill, and they were aware of it even at that time. 

I remember thinking, as a man, “Well, what are we supposed 
to do...what about us?” So I asked, and Margaret said, “Listen, I 
feel that now everything is different—that while the women were 
leading the way, now Baba has more evened it out, and now men 
and women are involved in His work in a more even way.” Baba 
did come to awaken the intuition—and for some very good rea- 
sons, He had women in the forefront of that. 

The first real Chairman of the Trust, excluding Shastri, who 
was there briefly, was Mani, and I think that’s a really interesting 
thing, too: a woman in charge. There’s something here that speaks 
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to His awakening the intuition in all of us. Kitty used to say she felt 
that it was much easier for women to deal with the change in roles 
than it was for men. It was harder for men to accept this change in 
roles—and I think that’s really true. Now, women are more outspo- 
ken, more assertive, more self-assured. At the same time, men, in 
general, are more in touch with their intuitive side and their emo- 
tional side. I got the sense from both Kitty and Margaret that they 
felt that Baba had been doing some spiritual work at that time on 
Meherabad Hill to help bring this about. 

In the same way, I feel that Baba was working with African- 
American people during the 1950s. Margaret said that people from 
the Myrtle Beach community could come and meet Baba on Open 
Day in 1952. People would walk in to greet Baba, and whenever a 
black person would walk in, Baba would stand up. Margaret said, 
“My dear, Baba would never stand for anyone.” But when an Afri- 
can American person would walk in—now this was the early fifti- 
es—He would stand up. Not for anybody else. And Margaret felt 
that by doing that, Baba was working through those people for 
what would soon be the Civil Rights movement in America. Also, 
while traveling in the South, He often used the bathrooms desig- 
nated “Colored” instead of “White.” 

Similarly, in 1958, you see in all the films that Baba was car- 
ried around the Center by Margaret’s dancers, some of whom were 
homosexual men. There it is for all to see, for all time. And I feel— 
this is my interpretation, but also Margaret’s—that Baba was work- 
ing through that to enliven the gay rights movement in America, 
thus helping to free people from the stigma of social segregation 
and degradation, and lessening hatred and violence. So I feel that 
Baba worked through a number of groups against whom there was 
discrimination, in a way that was transformative in the West. And, 
His tool, it appears, was love, His love. 

For me, the Mandali were people who carried a tangible spirit 
of Baba in their lives. For me, how they lived was an example of 
Baba’s love. They talked about Him, of course, and their talking 
about Him meant a lot. But how they were as people was what 
made an impact on me more than anything else...how they were as 
individuals and how they interacted with others. At first, I was so 
much in awe of them, I sort of projected my sense of Baba all over 
them, and made them Baba, but over the years that faded, because 
they refused to be put on a pedestal, or to be made into Baba. They 
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were themselves; they each had strong, distinct personalities and 
different strengths. 

Kitty, for example, was really a people person. She was an ex- 
trovert, and she had the ability to pull in people very naturally. 
She would get energy from being with people; she just loved it. On 
the other hand there was Elizabeth. She was a dynamic personality 
in the sense that she was such a strong commanding presence, but 
she wasn’t somebody who sought out people. She was behind the 
scenes. She and Norina built this Center together, and Elizabeth 
would administrate it, basically single-handedly. She did it for 
years from her bedroom. Then there was Margaret, who wasn’t 
somebody who really sought out people—she was somebody who 
people sought out. She would give talks on a regular basis in the 
Library. Margaret stayed here for years and years; she would be 
here for Christmases and summers until she moved here from 
New York in the mid-1980s, when she lived in Happy House. 


Wendy: Fortunately, for all of us, Margaret was able to live 
there for four years. A few years later, Happy House was hit by 
lightning, and burned down. 


Buz: Kitty’s energy at Dilruba was remarkable to be around, 
because she was constantly on the go. In her heyday, from the 
early 1970s through the late 1980s and even the mid ’90s, Kitty’s 
routine was pretty much like this: She didn’t sleep very much, only 
a few hours a night. She would get up very early in the morning, 
around five or six, make her own breakfast, then go into the office, 
which was the room next to her bedroom. We (or whoever was 
there helping that day) would plan the meals for the day with her, 
she would tell us what her schedule was, and then if something 
else was going on, we would help with that. After that, people 
would come, basically all morning, followed by lunch, a short rest 
after lunch, and then she would continue to see people in the af- 
ternoon. She saw people six to eight hours a day—each day solid 
with people, especially on weekends; people would just be coming 
in and out of her office. 


Wendy: Sometimes a long line would form and people had to 
sit outside on the verandah and wait. Chairs were lined up, and 
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people would sit there waiting their turn to go in through the out- 
side entrance to what was her office and book room. 


Buz: She had more energy than anyone I have ever met, even 
amongst the Mandali. She would just go and go all day long on 
very little sleep. If she got more than four hours of sleep, it was a 
big night for her. That her life was so disciplined and structured 
had an effect on me. She used to talk about the importance of dis- 
cipline, and how she would see that a lot of Baba people weren’t 
disciplined in their lives. She said Baba appreciated and wanted 
discipline in people’s lives. Her life was very structured, yet she 
could change it if that’s what Baba wanted; she wasn’t rigid. 

The day was set in a certain way—she would listen to classical 
music in the afternoon while napping; she loved classical music. 
She often invited people to lunch and she would also have people 
for dinner, especially after Elizabeth passed in 1980. 

Kitty would also watch the evening news every night; it was 
her favorite show. She was very particular about being up to date 
on the world news. There are several stories about how she was 
affected during Desert Storm. She was sometimes up all night 
long, pacing. And there were other things in the news that seemed 
to affect her in an unusual way. 


Wendy: We felt Baba was working through her for His work. 


Buz: Her outer discipline was a manifestation of her inner 
discipline. She had an inner discipline that was really extraordi- 
nary, and that discipline was really focused on her remembrance 
of Baba. Everything was about pleasing Baba—about focusing on 
Baba. What we all experienced in Kitty was how this focus on Baba 
was something that she did in all aspects of her life. 

People would come all day, and Kitty, though tired, would still 
go into the Center programs. She loved seeing people and interact- 
ing with them, and there would always be lightness and excite- 
ment. She once said about going to the programs, “You never 
know what Baba is going to have happen when you go.” She would 
talk to whomever she saw and ask how they were, in that kind of 
spirit of pleasing Him. She always appeared to be filled with en- 
thusiasm, and she really was that way. 
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Wendy: That natural curiosity was what kept her young. 


Buz: We used to help Kitty work on her talks, which were a 
special thing for her— an important task for Baba. She’d usually 
give one or two talks a year. But Lois Breger was the main one who 
helped Kitty with her talks. Lois was here the most, but different 
people would come and go. When Wendy left to go to Boston Uni- 
versity for a Master’s degree, Carrie Bills came to live at Dilruba 
for about four years. 

In any case, seeing Kitty work so hard on her talks was amaz- 
ing, because here was a woman in her late 80s and ’90s, reading 
through the Discourses. Wendy and I would often find her on the 
back porch with Baba books piled up next to her, researching 
Baba’s words. She was really looking deeply into what Baba had 
said about certain things and how it applied to her life. She said 
her inner life started after Baba dropped the body, because she 
always thought of Baba as being in India. But then, after ’69, she 
became more conscious about looking within and asking, “What’s 
Baba doing inwardly?” 

She talked about when Baba left her here in 1952-that she 
was depressed. She found out later that Elizabeth told Baba she 
needed help, and Baba said, “You can choose Rano or Kitty. Who 
do you want?” And Elizabeth replied, “I would like Kitty.” Kitty 
never knew until years later that it was Elizabeth who made that 
choice. She always thought she would go back to India, that she 
would just be here until Baba came back. In 1956 and 1958 when 
Baba returned to the Center, she was ready to go back to India 
with Him. And when she went to India in 1962, she was hoping 
Baba would ask her to stay. But He didn’t. It was then that she felt 
the most forlorn. 


Wendy: Kitty finally realized Baba was never going to call her 
back to India to live with Him. In 1962, Baba was very distant 
from the close ones, weaning Himself away from reliance on His 
physical form. He really pulled back. They didn’t have the intimacy 
that they had with Him in the early years. Little by little, He pulled 
away from them, and she finally understood that Baba was not go- 
ing to take her back. She was here to stay. 
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Buz: The way she talked about it affected me. She would say, 
“I can see that this is what He was doing. By Baba making that 
physical break, He made me face myself in a way that I didn’t be- 
fore.” She said that this was a real shift for her. And she demon- 
strated this over and over again in her enthusiasm about growth 
and the growth of the inner life, through writings, through her 
talks, and through her life. When people would come, she wouldn’t 
just be sitting there giving information; she wanted to know about 
them. She wanted to hear about Baba from them. She would learn 
from them, from their interactions. She was like that. She had that 
kind of enthusiasm about her work. And she was inclusive. She 
was very inclusive. 

Neither Margaret, Elizabeth nor Kitty were physically or emo- 
tionally demonstrative people. They came from a different era. 
They would hug, but they weren’t emotional people. Yet Margaret 
was one of the funniest people I’ve ever known. Kitty said that she 
envied how Margaret could make Baba laugh. But Kitty was un- 
consciously funny because of her malapropisms. She would say 
things that were unintentionally funny; she would say the most 
extraordinary things out of the blue. Margaret used to tell this 
story about a time in the early days, in the 30s, shortly after they'd 
met Baba. They were riding on the bus, talking about something, 
and, as Margaret told us, “You know how when you're in a place, 
and all of a sudden there is a lull, a quiet. Well, we were riding 
along, and then it was quiet for a while. All of a sudden Kitty says, 
‘We Davys have always put sex on a pedestal.” She seemed to just 
shout it out, for no apparent reason! 

There were lots of “Kittyisms,” as people would call them. One 
day someone came to the door-she was selling books at that ti- 
me-—and was so tired at the end of a long day. When the next per- 
son came in, she looked up and said wearily: “Oh, are you a book 
or a problem?” That one got around the Baba community like 
lightening and was often quoted! 

But, above all, she was a deeply genuine, loving and humble 
person. She did not live for herself; she lived for Baba—in service 
to Baba. One of her constant themes was harmony, because Baba 
wanted us to strive for harmony as a community. She didn’t seem 
to have an ego like most other people did. Most people who knew 
them would say the same about Margaret and Elizabeth, as well. 
Their egos were not there as with most people, because they were 
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not for themselves. But their personalities were there. They had 
strong, defined and flexible personalities. Experiencing that about 
them was life changing for me—just to see how they were. They 
had their likes and dislikes, but their spirits were just as light as 
feathers. Yet when it came to Baba or the Center, they could be 
very pointed and very strong in their opinions. 

It was clear that Elizabeth was in charge. I observed that 
whenever Elizabeth and Kitty or Margaret were together, Eliza- 
beth often had the final word about conversations concerning the 
ashram days or what was happening at the Center, and it just felt 
natural. Elizabeth was a woman of few words, and was often 
quick-witted, and also very wise and to the point. 


Wendy: She had a natural authority. 


Buz: During the years when Elizabeth was president of the 
board, the board was fairly inactive, because Elizabeth basically 
ran the Center. She would call the board members and tell them 
what she was doing, but they rarely voted. The board, which in- 
cluded Kitty, was not involved in decisions about the Center. 
Elizabeth did all of that. She took care of Center business, working 
behind the scenes. Jane and Charles were the exception; she 
would usually meet with them to discuss what she was planning. 

There was a time when a few people complained about Eliza- 
beth, questioning the decisions she was making about the Center. 
In the early days, almost everything was cleared by Baba. But be- 
fore Baba dropped the body, He gave Elizabeth “100% authority 
over everything to do with My Center.” And even though Baba sent 
out that directive, one never got the sense from Elizabeth that she 
thought what she decided came directly from Meher Baba. Rather, 
she focused on what would please Him, and she did it to the best 
of her ability. 


Wendy: She didn’t invoke Baba’s authority; she’d never say, 
“Baba would want you to do this or Baba says to do that.” She 
never told people what to do. Instead, she would ask a question 
that led you to come to the answer yourself. 


Buz: Elizabeth was very practical, yet she wasn’t someone who 
needed to assert her authority, because it didn’t matter—it was for 
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Baba. People around her had a strong sense that she was not for 
herself, but for Him. 

Seeing them all together was a joy. Once we were at Dilruba 
with Margaret, Kitty, Delia, and Elizabeth. It was such a funny 
thing hearing them all talk and chatter about their lives with Baba. 
They were talking about the dresses they’d all bought for the Hol- 
lywood Bowl for Baba to break His silence, and they couldn’t re- 
member what color the dresses were, and they were arguing about 
that, too. I never saw Elizabeth laugh so hard...because Margaret 
and Delia together were just unbelievably funny. People would 
sometimes try to project something “spiritual” onto them, but they 
would have nothing to do with that. Everything was for Baba, and 
seeing that—seeing their focus on Baba in a very natural way, not 
contrived or forced—had a profound impact on all of us. They were 
able to put everything in perspective by the touchstone of what 
would please Him. 

As I mentioned earlier, Kitty didn’t sleep much or well, and 
neither did I. I would often meet Kitty in the middle of the night, 
at two or three in the morning, in the kitchen, and we'd sit there 
and have cocoa or something, and she’d just talk about all the 
things that went on during the day. She’d be all crinkly and soft, 
her long hair would be down, and she’d be in her nightgown and 
robe. Those are lovely memories. 

Kitty told Wendy and me the story of how, in the thirties, 
when Baba first came, she wasn’t sleeping very well. She had had a 
hysterectomy shortly before that, and they were in Portofino. Baba 
was talking with Kitty’s brother Herbert, and He asked how Her- 
bert was sleeping, and then asked how Kitty was. Herbert said, 
“Well, you know, Kitty doesn’t sleep very well, Baba. She doesn’t 
sleep much at all. She really never has slept well.” 

So when Kitty came down, Baba asked her how she was feel- 
ing, and how she was sleeping. And Kitty said, “Well, Baba, I didn’t 
sleep very well. I get the fidgets, you know.” 

“How much do you sleep at night?” Baba asked. 

“Oh, three or four hours, Baba.” Kitty replied. 

Baba said, “So much? Baba sleeps half an hour.” Kitty had 
Restless Leg Syndrome and arthritis. Her legs would start twitch- 
ing and it would wake her up, so she’d get up. You could hear her 
walking through the house, first with a cane, and then, later on, 
with her walker. She’d walk through the house just to wear herself 
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out. She didn’t seem to mind, really, although, she didn’t like being 
so tired sometimes. Baba said to her, “Don’t worry, Kitty. I will 
work through your fidgets. Besides, you will have more time to 
think about me.” And, she did. So there we would often be at 
night; we’d sit up and she’d talk about Baba. 

Kitty wasn’t a speaker, but she’d give talks. She would always 
read them, as she was uncomfortable in front of crowds; she was 
more comfortable talking with people one on one. Margaret could 
give talks, telling anecdotes and stories with perfect timing that 
always had a little punch line, mostly humorous. Elizabeth almost 
never gave talks aside from her interview with Allan Cohen and a 
couple of audiotapes. 

Well, Margaret used to tell this story; she told it a lot, espe- 
cially near the end of her life, because it seemed to be one mean- 
ingful way that she understood her life with Baba. She used to say 
that when Baba came to London for the first time, He was so beau- 
tiful and loving that He captured their hearts. She said that she fell 
in love with Him the way a woman falls in love with a man. Kitty 
said the same thing-she fell in love with Him. And, gradually over 
time, Baba changed that into something else, into the Master and 
disciple, lover and Beloved relationship. 

But in those early years, Baba was so demonstrative and car- 
ing. In a way, He pampered them, they said. When they traveled, 
they’d stay in really lovely places and eat the best food. He’d test 
their beds and make sure they were comfortable. This was the be- 
ginning of their learning about obedience and surrender, about 
being cheerful in His presence, about not squabbling, and of let- 
ting go of their egos. He was really gathering them in, so He was 
very available in personal ways. They would walk with Him and 
have their arms around Him, and He would hold their hands. He 
would sit with them, and they'd joke and listen to music. He spent 
a lot of time with them. Pendu, who used to travel with Him in 
those days, said that the men Mandali were amazed at how Baba 
was with them, because with the Eastern Mandali, He was not 
demonstrative, and was stricter in that way. 

But Baba was gathering these Westerners who had no cultural 
context for this kind of life, whereas in India they were more ac- 
customed to spiritual masters, so it was generally easier for them 
to understand. Margaret said that in going to all these wonderful 
places with Baba and having all those wonderful experiences with 
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Him, she somehow never noticed how Baba tended to treat the 
men Mandali with such indifference. They'd be up at all hours 
waiting on Baba, sleeping whenever they could, eating on the run. 
And she somehow didn’t notice that...until later. 

Margaret lived in India with Baba from 1938 to 1946. The last 
year she was there, Baba had her come to live with Him and the 
women Mandali at Meherazad. They had just moved to Me- 
herazad, but not all the women-only some of the Eastern women. 
At that time, she said, she was the only Westerner invited to come. 
She said that the rest of the Western girls were so jealous of her 
that she had to sneak out and get in the car so they wouldn’t see 
her leave with Baba. 

I’m remembering a story Margaret used to tell. In 1946, she 
received an invitation to come and teach ballet in London. You 
know, Margaret was a very well-known ballet teacher in London. 
At the time she received the invitation, she was living in the ash- 
ram with Baba. Being with Baba was, of course, her heart’s desire 
and she said that last year was the most intimate time with Him. 
She got to travel with Him and be with Him daily. Yet, when Baba 
asked her to leave India, to go back and teach dance, she said she 
was happy to go. Her health was extremely bad, and she had boils 
all over her body. When she left she felt Baba went with her. 

When she was packing her bags, getting ready to go, into the 
room came Kitty and Rano. Rano was her roommate and they had 
had a running battle for years; “my nemesis” she later called her. 
They came in and started to berate her. “How could you leave 
Baba? You're letting Him down! There is no more important place 
to be on earth!” In fact, one of Kitty’s stories was that when the 
war broke out, she packed her bags and told Baba she wanted to go 
back to England because she felt she should be there during the 
war effort. But Baba said that by serving Him there in India, she 
was doing much more than she could ever do back in England. So 
of course she stayed. 

For Margaret it was a different thing. Baba told her to go. And 
here were her ashram mates berating her. After they left, Margaret 
broke down crying. She cried and cried. And the thought of Mar- 
garet Craske crying is almost impossible to imagine, because she 
was such an iron lady. She was very petite—she couldn’t have been 
more than 4’ 10”, with the thin artistic body of a dancer; and she 
had such a delightful face, full of fun. In her presence, you felt her 
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extraordinary will, and she gave off this natural sense of complete 
focus on Baba. All this is to say that things didn’t seem to upset her 
very much. She also lived a bit like a monk in a small apartment at 
the Hotel Wellington in New York for decades. 

But here she was weeping, and Baba came into the room and 
found her crying. She told Him the whole story, and He said to 
her, “Don’t worry about it. You will teach dance for me in Amer- 
ica.” So she left India, taking Baba with her. 

Margaret had been a correspondent for Baba when she was in 
the ashram. When Norina and Elizabeth were here creating the 
Center in the ’40s, Margaret was back in India; she was the one 
who received the stacks and stacks of correspondence about the 
Center and the work being done to build it, and she was one of the 
ones who would then send responses back from Baba. 

After Margaret left India, every time she would change jobs, 
change a place to live, or have a contract, she would write or tele- 
gram Baba. It got to be kind of cumbersome, so she finally wrote 
Baba and asked, “Baba, shall I write or cable to you every time I 
have to make a change in my work or shall I go where fate leads 
me, You being Fate.” 

And Baba wrote back and said, “Go where fate leads you.” I 
feel this is another way of saying, “I will speak through the circum- 
stances of your life. Be alert to My voice through what’s happening 
around you.” That’s how she was as a person. You could feel it. 

Well, there’s an epilogue to the story that Margaret told about 
leaving India, while crying, but trusting her intuition. When she 
moved here to the Center in the mid-1980s, she lived at Happy 
House. When we came to visit, we would, of course, always go to 
visit Margaret as much as possible. One day—it was in the after- 
noon-Kitty and I went over to see Margaret. By then Margaret was 
pretty ill. She was in a wheel chair and really couldn’t move very 
much. She had become very thin and had a lot of pain in her hip. 
Much earlier in her life, she’d had an accident in New York when, 
after she had gotten out and closed the door of a taxicab, her coat 
was caught in the door. The taxi ended up dragging her along the 
street, hurting her hip very badly. 

When she was living at Happy House, she had this great crew 
of women who were helping her—Dana Ferry, Ambika Sharan, 
Malinda McCulloch—and some others. Kitty and I went over to see 
Margaret, and we were sitting there talking. Margaret and Kitty 
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were friends, but they weren't fast friends. They weren’t bosom 
buddies. They each had their own set of friends. And they would 
squabble from time to time—no question. Margaret used to just 
tease Kitty, and Kitty would try not to notice. It was touching and 
funny seeing them together. There was sometimes a kind of subtle 
tension between them. But it was very light—never heavy or dark. 
It felt like it was just the remnants of their personalities, and they 
would tweak each other sometimes. 

So, we were there together, and Margaret told this story about 
leaving India, and crying, and being berated by Rano and Kitty. 
She told that story with Kitty and me there, and she got to the part 
where she started crying and she said, “Do you remember that, 
Kitty—how you made me cry?” 

Kitty was sitting there, looking down, and after a while she 
said gently, “Yes, I remember.” 

Then Margaret said, in a teasing tone, “Now, don’t you feel 
bad about that, Kitty?” 

Kitty responded quietly, “Yes, I do.” 

Then Margaret said in a mock-taunting tone, but with a twin- 
kle, “Well, you should.” And she went on with her story. I’m not 
sure Kitty had ever heard that story from Margaret. It felt a bit like 
something was being worked out in that moment. Of course, I 
have no way of knowing. But the feeling was loving and light, and 
neither Kitty nor Margaret was upset by the telling of it. It felt like 
two old chums clearing the air in some way. 

There was a time in my life when I was looking for a job in the 
early 1980s. Margaret had just left one job, so she was also looking 
for ajob. We would sit there and talk about looking for jobs. I was 
feeling unsettled and not knowing what to do and picking apart 
my situation. And she said, “Well, you can’t be too picky, now. 
There’s no such thing as a perfect job. You have to take what 
comes, and let Baba show you the way”—because that’s what she 
was doing at the time. It was a Baba moment for me. 

I carry with me that story, as well as the one Margaret told 
regarding taking Baba as fate; both are about being alert to His 
voice in one’s life. This has been made clear to me through my own 
life-that Baba opens the doors that are meant to open. Those 
doors tend to be a little easier; they flow a little better. I can force a 
door open sometimes if I want to, and make something happen, 
but usually once I go through that door, things get bumpy; they 
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don’t go very well. So it’s a matter of being alert in my own heart 
when I am figuring something out or making a decision about 
something. 

It can be anything in life. Take the Youth Sahavas: when we 
are all working on something for the Sahavas, we might try some- 
thing, and if it doesn’t seem to go well or we don’t feel Baba’s hand 
in it, we let go of it and try something else. It’s like Baba is opening 
the way forward. We find ourselves saying, “Let’s trust that and 
see what happens.” Naturally, that’s how it is in life as well. Being 
aware of how Baba speaks through the circumstances of life is a 
variation on the theme of paying attention to that inner voice of 
intuition. 

Elizabeth was really very much that way-living from her in- 
tuition. Take, for instance, when she changed things at the Center. 
The Center was Baba’s own vision, which was followed and built 
through Norina and Elizabeth. Since then, everything is added 
onto that vision. Right now there’s a process going on about vi- 
sioning the future of the Center. 

After Baba dropped His physical body, Elizabeth could no 
longer turn to Him for guidance directly. When making changes 
after 1969, Elizabeth was clearly somebody who took her time, and 
was very thoughtful about things, such as when she expanded the 
Meeting Place, or when she added cabins. But when it was time to 
change, she made changes. The Meeting Place used to be long and 
narrow, but she expanded it. The stage was added, and it was 
made wider. At the time she made that decision, the Meeting Place 
wasn’t filled every weekend; it was filled sometimes, especially 
when there were big gatherings, and there would be overflow, as 
there is now. The same was true with the cabins that were added, 
and all the different things that came about. While she was a very 
practical person, she was also very forward thinking. 

Remember, when a lot of us came to the Center in the late 
60s and early ’70s, these women, except for Jane Haynes, were 
nearly eighty years old. But they were the most flexible and inclu- 
sive people imaginable. We all felt welcomed and included in 
Baba’s life of love and service. Elizabeth, Kitty and Jane—and Mar- 
garet when she was here-really had to handle a seemingly endless 
stream of new people. This meant changing buildings, adding 
buildings, creating and altering programs, as well as being avail- 
able to answer questions and hear about people’s lives. Elizabeth, 
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Margaret and Kitty had been trained in India with Baba, and they 
had that ability to see His hand at work, to be flexible, and to be 
able to change things when needed. 

One day at Dilruba in the early or mid-1980s, I was sitting in 
the kitchen in the morning having breakfast with Margaret. Dur- 
ing that period she was telling a lot of stories because she was writ- 
ing her books, Dance of Love and Still Dancing with Love. She 
would tell the stories out loud about what she was writing. 

That morning she said, “You know, I’m worried about Kitty.” I 
looked at her quizzically. “Yes, I was walking by Kitty’s offi- 
ce...and,” she said, “as I passed by the book room, I heard Kitty 
telling somebody a story about Baba, as if it was her story, but, 
blimey, it was one of mine! That happened to me. I think she’s get- 
ting a bit dotty. Really, I think she doesn’t remember things and I 
think she’s beginning to...well, she’s slipping. And we should really 
keep an eye on her.” 

I responded a little tentatively, “Yes, okay Margaret. I will. I'll 
make sure that I do.” 

I swear, this really happened: an hour later, I heard Kitty call- 
ing, “Buz, Buz....come here.” I went back into her office, “Close the 
door.” I closed the door. “Sit down, sit down,” she said, a little in- 
sistently. She looked at me and said, “Frankly, I’m worried about 
Margaret.” 

“You are?” I asked, a little surprised. 

“Yes. Yes. Have you noticed? She keeps telling the same sto- 
ries over and over again.” 

I said, “Well, I have noticed that, Kitty. But I think it’s because 
we all like to hear them.” 

“No. I think she’s slipping. I think we have to keep an eye on 
her. I don’t think she’s very well.” 

“All right, Kitty. I will.” It was Baba’s humor at play in such a 
touching way. That they had both said this completely independ- 
ently of one another, and that it happened within an hour of each 
other is, to me, Baba’s humor. Because, of course, it was true—a- 
bout both of them! They were both slipping...they were in their 
nineties! 

But it was also a reflection of what was going on in the house. 
It was at a time when there was a lot of talk about Margaret mov- 
ing down to Myrtle Beach. People were saying, “Margaret, why 
don’t you move down here. Youre getting older....” 
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And Margaret resisted, saying, “I’m not moving. Baba wants 
me to teach in New York; I’m staying in New York. That’s what ’m 
going to do, and I’m staying until the end.” And she did stay. She 
taught into her nineties, until she couldn’t teach anymore or even 
leave her apartment. Then, Wendy and Peter Saul, one of her 
dancers, flew with her down to Myrtle Beach, and David Carter 
and I packed her things into a truck and I drove it down to Myrtle 
Beach, picking up Charles in D.C. 

There was some tension in the house between Margaret 
and Kitty about Margaret’s moving here. Kitty knew that Margaret 
needed to live here but didn’t think she could live in Dilruba. “I 
don’t know if I can have her here because I took care of so many 
people, who became ill and died in this house—Mildred Kyle, Ruth 
White, Elizabeth....” And, by this time Kitty was very old, so Kitty 
was afraid that if Margaret came and got very ill, she wouldn’t be 
able to take care of her. At the same time, Margaret was clear that 
she didn’t want to live with Kitty either. She wanted her own place. 
That summer, Wendy and I took her to look at Pine Lodge and 
Happy House. She felt comfortable with Happy House saying, 
“Well, maybe I could take a room in the back and the rest of the 
place could be used for Center guests.” We assured her that Jane 
wanted her to feel that Happy House was her home. 

In truth, we were really in awe of Baba in all of them, and just 
loved being around them because of that. And, while they were 
aware of it, it wasn’t something they played into. They were just 
themselves. The three of them refused to garner any kind self- 
importance about their closeness to Baba—there was never a hint 
of that in any of them. It was an astonishing thing to see. There 
was never a sense of “Well, I was with Baba.” Never. Of course 
they would talk about their time with Baba, but when they did, you 
felt as if you entered into this place with them and you were with 
Baba too. It was that feeling. They would tell their stories, and you 
would feel that they brought Baba alive, right there. 


Wendy: One word I think of a lot to describe them is “natu- 
ral.” They were so natural. 


Buz: But they would never allow a following around them, or 
allow people around them to adore them. They shunned that. Peo- 
ple would try with Kitty, but she wouldn’t respond to it. Margaret 
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was approachable, and really lovely and funny, but she wasn’t 
somebody who cared a twit about whether you liked her or not, or 
if you were fond of her. She was all for Baba. 

During the 1980s, we took Kitty to India a number of 
times. In 1984, we had a trip planned just before Indira Gandhi 
was assassinated. The country was under martial law and there 
were murders in the streets and on the highways. Even in Ma- 
harashtra State, there was some Hindu-Muslim violence. The U.S. 
State Department issued a travel warning about going, but Kitty 
said, “No, we must go; Baba wants His people in India.” We tried 
to talk her out of it, but, truthfully, we didn’t try very hard, because 
we also wanted to go. 

So we went. When we got to Meherazad, I dropped Kitty off 
where she was staying on the women’s side—and Wendy stayed 
with her—while I went around to the men Mandali side to say hello 
to Eruch and the men Mandali. I rounded the corner and Eruch 
was sitting there eating. When he saw me, he jumped up; his chair 
fell backwards, and he started shouting at me! Food was coming 
out of his mouth, and he yelled, “Are you a crazy person? What do 
you mean by doing this? Why have you come? Don’t you know 
people are being killed in the streets! Are you insane? How could 
you put Kitty’s life in danger? You’ve made us all worry so much!” 
He got right up into my face, and he was yelling at me! He was 
really angry. 

I said, “Well, Kitty wanted to come, and we felt like we 
couldn’t say no”, and so on. 

“How could you do this?” He persisted. “Are you not a man? 
Can you not make your own decisions?” 

And I stammered, “Well, Eruch....Kitty really wanted....to 
come, and we thought we would be safe with Meherjee as driver...” 

“What are you talking about, safe? People are being killed! 
What’s the matter with you? Can’t you think for yourself?” 

Just then, Wendy, who didn’t hear any of this, came around 
the corner, all happy and excited. “Eruch!!!” It made him laugh. 
Eruch used to call Wendy “the great distractor,” because she would 
come to the trust office and start telling jokes and stories. 

But I was kind of shaken by all that, as Eruch no doubt in- 
tended. The next day when we saw him at the Trust Office, we jok- 
ingly told him that he didn’t love us any more, that we were leav- 
ing; we just played it up. 
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“No, no, come here,” he smiled. We sat down by that little ta- 
ble of his in the back, and he said gently, “Listen. The thing is, it 
was very dangerous for you to come like that. You shouldn’t have 
done that. You should have really used your head about it.” 

“But Eruch,” I said, “Here’s Kitty. She’s so determined. She’s a 
Mandali member-—all her years with Baba. How could I say no?” 

“Forget all that,” he answered. “You have to trust your own 
sense of what is right. When Baba would say, ‘We’re going to go 
do thus and such,’ if we felt it wasn’t right, we would try to talk 
Him out of it.” Eruch said that if they felt He wasn’t safe or it was 
something impossible to do, they would try hard to change His 
mind; they had to use their common sense. And, sometimes, Baba 
would change His mind. If He insisted, Eruch said, of course, they 
would obey Him. 

Through the years, that experience has served us well, because 
it made me realize that I really had to be able to think for myself, 
and not to be pulled into “Oh, these are His disciples. Who am I? I 
should do what I’m told.” 

Eruch said, “Forget all that. You have to be yourself for Baba.” 
In fact, once, when I went to a Board meeting concerning finances 
at the Center, I was there just sort of saying “yes” about things. Af- 
terwards, Kitty said to me, “You will never be any good for Baba or 
the Center unless you learn to speak for yourself.” It was probably 
the only pointed thing she really ever said to me. This conveyed to 
me the importance of finding and living out what I feel is from 
Baba, and to trust that. The inner voice awakens gradually; it de- 
velops slowly. But it doesn’t develop unless we use it, unless we act 
on it. So that was a lesson for me. 


Wendy: Not to look outside yourself but to look inside your- 
self. How can the voice of intuition become clearer and stronger 
unless we act on it? That inner voice grows by our trusting it, act- 
ing on it, and then leaving the results to Baba. That’s how the 
Mandali were. Elizabeth used to say that Baba teaches in the same 
way now as He did when they were with Him. 


Buz: I remember Wendy saying to Kitty, “Kitty, you’re so to- 
gether!” She was in her early nineties. And she said, “Yes, but look 
how long it’s taken.” And it was true. In her early life she wasn’t as 
together. 
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Wendy: When they first came to Baba, they were not. They 
were spiritual souls but quite naive when it came to following a 
spiritual master. There was a lot they didn’t know. Even though 
they were self-disciplined and accomplished women-Kitty as a 
pianist, and Margaret as a dancer, Elizabeth as a_business- 
woman-they weren’t trained in obedience. But what Baba did was 
take their capacity for concentration and focus and put it on Him. 


Buz: The same holds true today, we feel. Baba is working in- 
wardly and outwardly in ways that only He can, and if we pay at- 
tention, we will find Him there. 
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Part 4 — The 1970s 


Awakenings for the 
Hippie Generation 


In the late 1960s and well into the 1970s, there was a pro- 
found awakening to spirituality in the youth in America and 
around the world. Meher Baba had been clear with the Mandali 
that thousands would be coming to Him, but when He dropped 
His physical body on January 31, 1969, this was hard for them to 
fathom in the vacuum they experienced at first. Yet Baba had been 
working in the hearts of many. One cannot fathom the work the 
Avatar was doing as He sat in seclusion in those final years of His 
time in physical form. He had said “I have come not to teach, but 
to awaken,” and there was a stunning awakening going on. This 
new generation questioned established mores and embraced 
broader perspectives both spiritually and intellectually. 

Though very few knew that the Avatar was orchestrating these 
changes, a whole generation began to strive to live the principles 
He put forth. At the “Great Darshan,” a gathering planned by Baba 
to take place in India only months after He was physically gone, 
there appeared in great numbers young people longing to know 
their Beloved. Suddenly the Mandali found their lives filled with 
His presence in the eager faces and questioning minds of this Hip- 
pie Generation. Soon, this “next wave” of His lovers stepped up to 
learn from the Mandali, to strive to emulate what they had gained 
from the Master, and to serve Him to the best of their ability in 
India, in His Home in the West, and beyond. 
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14 Marshall: “This is Not a Motel!” 


Marshall Hay learned of Meher Baba during the turmoil of 
his college years, and ultimately became the link to many young 
seekers from the Chapel Hill, North Carolina area. From that 
time, and throughout his life, he lived adjacent to the Center and 
remained committed to serving Baba through the Center, as a 
board member, as its presiding officer, through introducing the 
Saturday evening programs, and in many other ways. 


I came to Baba through a series of overt acts of His compas- 
sion, where He literally led me to Myrtle Beach and revealed His 
presence to me. He was in the body at that point, and He made His 
presence known; then, He gave me the gift of recognizing who He 
is, at first glance, and then, the gift of having His Center located 
three miles from my home, which was pretty wonderful. I showed 
up here, desperate and confused, but a basically well-intentioned 
kid. And now I’m still all of that, except that I’m now slipping out 
of middle age. 

In 1966, I was reaching the end of my rope in this life. I had 
been in college, and I had been taking a lot of drugs. I had been 
having this experience of my “mystical life,” the type of seeking 
that was going on with LSD and other drugs in those days, but in- 
stead of expanding my consciousness, it was contracting. That was 
the interesting thing. Every week my consciousness was getting 
smaller and smaller, which is a horrible thing—it was contracting 
to a pinpoint. It was at that juncture, when I was absolutely requir- 
ing Baba’s intervention, that Baba’s intervention occurred. My 
family was living here in Myrtle Beach, and I first heard His name 
here in Myrtle Beach. I heard it one day, and the next day I was 
here at the Center. 

Since that time, I have had the remarkable opportunity to live 
amongst some very profound individuals on a very human level, to 
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be married, have children—wonderful children—and live a full life. 
I’ve made a lot of mistakes, failed at almost everything, but then, 
as it is with Baba, it is as if He is standing there waiting for one to 
get up and keep going...just keep going. So that’s been my experi- 
ence here. I’ve been the recipient of a great deal of compassion, a 
great deal of understanding, a great deal of forgiveness. And all I 
can say is, “Thank you, Baba!” 

I look back at my own childhood, which was as though I was 
breathing air in a furnace, though it was not because of anything 
around me. As I look back from this place, I can see that even 
then, Baba was holding my hand-of course! Just as He is now. I 
remember walking down the driveway of my home when I was 
about twelve years old. I was going to visit a friend, and as I 
walked, this thought came to my mind: “Oh, this is a dream! This 
world is a dream, and someone is dreaming this dream.” As I sit 
here, I feel that moment, and of course that was a gift from Baba. 

Not long after that I went into the public library in my home- 
town, and I found a copy of Omar Khayyam’s Rubaiyat. I opened 
it and read this little passage that thrilled me to the core in that 
moment. The passage was: 


Ah! my Beloved, fill the Cup that clears 

To-day of past Regrets and future Fears 
To-morrow?—Why, To-morrow I may be 
Myself with Yesterday’s Sev’n Thousand Years. 


So Baba handed that to this little kid, which was no doubt all I 
could take, but there it was: It’s a dream. 

The background was that my family moved here to Myrtle 
Beach the first week of June of 1963. My father, being ill, had a 
medical retirement, and I had just graduated high school, so I 
came down here with them. For the next three years, I was in 
school in Chapel Hill, North Carolina, so I was in Myrtle Beach a 
great deal of the time, but I did not yet know of Meher Baba nor of 
the Center. 

Just like so many others, somewhere around 1964, I got into 
heavy drug use, particularly LSD, which was not, in those days, 
considered a recreational drug; it was considered something peo- 
ple used in order to deepen their spiritual lives and their perspec- 
tive on the world. It was an extraordinary time, of course, and 
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Chapel Hill was, in its own way, as sharp a place as anywhere in 
the United States. 

I managed to survive for those several years, and they were 
very rich times socially for me; I ended up with a circle of friends 
who were profound human beings. And most of my friends were 
waiting for—although I don’t know if we would have put it this 
way—but literally waiting for a second Advent of Christ. You knew 
that something incredible was around the corner. You knew that. 
So when we came in contact with Meher Baba here at the Center, 
many of those friends became Baba lovers, and have remained so 
all these years. 

But in any case, beginning in 1965, I had this very interesting 
experience, where every time I took LSD the depth of experience 
was a little bit less and a little bit less. In other words, my “spiri- 
tual practice” was becoming weaker and weaker, and if I looked 
out, I could see the day coming when it would disappear alto- 
gether! I could see it; it would be nothing! So there was this sense 
looming in me, that doom was ahead. 

It was probably in late April or early May of 1966 that I was in 
the Student Union in Chapel Hill, where I picked up a copy of 
Look Magazine and read an article about LSD. What struck me at 
the time was how bad this article was. They had taken photo- 
graphs and smeared them, and said that this was the experience. It 
was just a terrible article, and I said to myself, “No one knows 
what this stuff is. No one knows.” 

School ended for the summer, and a week or two later I found 
myself hitchhiking to Myrtle Beach, which is how I traveled in 
those days. The closer I got to Myrtle Beach, the more I was filled 
with a desire to get a job at a local Hardees hamburger stand that 
used to be down on the fringes of Myrtle Beach. So on the first full 
day I was back in town I went down there and secured a job. It 
paid one dollar per hour, and I was lucky to get it, because I was a 
pretty rough-looking character. But the man hired me. 

I had been there a day or two, and I had been sitting out in 
back on my dinner break reading a book. As I came back in, one of 
the young workers there, Tommy LeClair, saw the book I was 
reading, which was called Mysticism. It was a study of the Chris- 
tian mystics by a woman named Evelyn Underhill. It was one of 
the classics. I was about halfway through this thick book, and I 
didn’t understand anything, but I was reading it. I didn’t under- 
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stand a thing—not a word! So, Tommy asked me, “Marshall, do you 
know anything about mysticism?” 

Well, based on my taking a lot of LSD, I said, “Yeah, I know a 
little bit.” 

And he said, “Have you ever heard of a mystic named Meher 
Baba?” Tommy has been associated with Meher Baba all of his life; 
he was a high school kid in those days. 

“Who is he?” I asked. 

“Well, I don’t know a great deal about him, but I know some 
people who are followers of his, some friends of mine.” He was re- 
ferring to Charles and Wendy Haynes; he had heard Baba’s name 
from them. 

The next morning I was sitting on my parent’s couch before 
going to work, and they had a new copy of Look Magazine sitting 
on their coffee table. This was about two weeks after I had read the 
article on LSD. So I picked it up; there were the letters to the edi- 
tor, and my eyes fell on them. Among them was a letter, written by 
Allan Cohen. He was doing that work for Baba in those days 
spreading the word that drugs are mentally, emotionally and spiri- 
tually harmful, and he would respond to anything and everything. 
The letter said, “In any discussion of this topic, we should refer to 
the greatest spiritual authority of our time, Meher Baba.” And then 
it gave Baba’s statement on drugs. 

As I began to read the statement on drugs, and as I share this, 
tears come to my eyes, because I can feel some shadow of what I 
felt at that moment. I was maybe halfway through the statement, 
and I realized that these words were coming from the very Core of 
existence, from the Center of the universe, from the Source of all 
being; these words were emanating from That. I realized that for 
the first time in my life, I was reading something from Someone 
who knew what He was talking about. Of course, two weeks before 
Thad said that no one knows about this stuff. But this Man knew. 

I started reading that letter as this kid on the sofa, and I fin- 
ished that letter knowing that Meher Baba was God in human 
form. That was the transition for me. That was the moment. 

So I went back to work, and Ill tell you that I grabbed Tommy 
LeClair—I grabbed him—and said, “Tell me about Meher Baba!” He 
reiterated that he didn’t know much, but he told me where the 
Haynes family lived, which was just a few blocks from where my 
parents lived, which in those days was on 66 Avenue in Myrtle 
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Beach. So the next morning I went up to where the Haynes family 
lived on 74" Avenue, in what they called Happy House, a building 
that was later moved to the Center. 

Their home was one of those houses with a big screened porch 
on the back, which was the natural way to approach the house, not 
by the more formal front door. The house was up on blocks, so it 
was several feet up. I approached the house and knocked on the 
back door. Jane Haynes came out, so she was the first Baba lover I 
ever met, though that was certainly true of Tommy later on. It was 
nine o’clock in the morning, and Jane was in her bathrobe, not 
prepared for the day. She stepped out, looked down at me—and as 
I said, I was a rough-looking guy in those days—and I watched her 
hand move up, quickly latching the screen door! 

I looked up at Jane and said, “Are you a disciple of Avatar 
Meher Baba?” Her hand reached up again to unlatch the door. 
Years later, not long before she died, Jane and I were talking; she 
gave me a hug and said, “You know, you were the first person who 
ever asked me if I was a Baba lover!” Of course at the time, she had 
responded, “Yes.” So we went in, and we talked in her living room 
for a few minutes, then she got up and called Elizabeth on the 
phone. “I think you should meet this kid,” she said. Because I was 
ready to go! 

We went out to the Center and I met Kitty and Elizabeth at 
Dilruba that day. We chatted for perhaps ten or fifteen minutes, 
and then Elizabeth brought me into the Center and just left me 
here. I can’t imagine what she thought of me, because I was a 
genuine desperate character. 

Of course, as it goes with Baba, Allen Cohen was here! So he 
and I spent the day together. That was the 3"! of June, 1966. So 
tomorrow is the anniversary of that day, and today is the anniver- 
sary of my reading that letter to the editor. That moment, which 
has come for us all in one form or another, it’s the great moment. 
It’s the beginning of this great adventure. That was it, and it was 
unmistakable. I knew who He was immediately, in that first mo- 
ment, and it’s taken me many, many, many, many years, falling 
and scrambling and crawling, to try to live up to that at all. What 
an amazing thing this life with Baba is. I like to think that we 
would sign up, even if we knew what would happen! 

So this was June of 1966. The first thing I did was to go back 
to Chapel Hill, two weeks after I first went to the Center. I hitch- 
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hiked directly back to Chapel Hill, loaded down with Baba’s state- 
ments on drugs and so forth, to tell all my friends about Baba and 
about this thing. And it took me about thirty minutes until I was 
back into drugs. And I was a total failure as a messenger of God—I 
mean TOTAL failure! 

I returned to the University as a student that autumn, and 
ended up, sadly, thrown out of the school that year. I was arrested 
and institutionalized—drug related—but I was still talking about 
Baba; all that time I was talking about Meher Baba to people. So I 
was, in the context of discipline and obedience of a Baba lover, a 
living manifestation of hypocrisy. And my dear friend Winnie Bar- 
rett will tell you—I mean, I lived under her piano for a little while— 
that people couldn’t figure out whether what I was saying was true 
or not—-I mean, no one could do what I did and still say what I 
said! Nothing jived! 

So I was arrested, and other people were involved; one of our 
friends had gone into the hospital—it was very bad, very sad. But 
then, it was a front story in the Charlotte newspaper, which was 
the big newspaper down here in those days. So I came back to 
Myrtle Beach. I went to my home, and after a day or so I came 
back out to the Center—I felt the need to visit the Center. 

I went to Dilruba; Kitty and Elizabeth were there, and this is 
an example of the caliber and the love of those Mandali women: I 
remember walking in the front door, and the only thing that they 
said to me was, “Are you okay? Are you all right?” And then they 
gave me a key to the Center, and I went in. 

It would be difficult for anyone to blow it more than I had 
blown it—to veer as far off as I had veered. And that was the extent 
of it. Not a word of reprimand, nor any sense that they saw a dimi- 
nution in my relationship with Baba. I have no words for that. 
That someone, at that moment, could have treated me with such 
compassion is stunning, because that’s the kind of moment that 
alters one’s life, though I didn’t realize it at that time. So there’s a 
statement of quality about those with whom I was dealing, and 
about the type of people they were. 

So I came back to the Center, and I kept coming back. But I 
would occasionally go to Chapel Hill, perhaps once a month. Then, 
on New Year’s Eve of that year, I was with two of my friends in the 
old library in Chapel Hill, and we took some LSD. We also had me- 
thedrine, so we also shot up with methedrine...and nothing hap- 
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pened for me! Nothing happened, I’m telling you nothing hap- 
pened. I sat there as sober as I sit here now. You don’t shoot me- 
thedrine into your forearm and have that experience. It’s not like 
that—but nothing happened. It was over for me. It wasn’t that I 
ever gave up drugs; it was that Baba took them away. 

It was a quiet time, before the explosion of young people be- 
gan, and I used to come out to the Center quite a bit. When I first 
came, three out of four of the people you’d meet had met Meher 
Baba in the physical body, and then that changed over time. So I 
came here knowing on a certain level that this was God’s place; I 
had had that experience that Meher Baba, whoever He was, is at 
the very center, the very core of existence. So what do you do with 
that awareness? Because I lived here in Myrtle Beach, I began to 
do whatever little things I could, a lot of which was just being here, 
which was not necessarily giving, but just being here. There were 
very few people coming to the Center in those days, and very few 
people living in the nearby community. But Kitty would call up 
and say, “You need to come out now; there’s somebody here,” 
which shows you even then how quiet the Center could be. 

Then opportunities opened up as more people came. The 
Gateway opened, and there were opportunities to be there, to meet 
people, and to work at the Gateway on weekends. We also showed 
films, and there was an opportunity to work in that area—play 
tapes and do all of that. And of course no one benefited more from 
that than me-just the opportunity to watch those films! In that 
first year that I was coming to the Center, I was living at my par- 
ent’s house, and I often would come on a weekend night before we 
had programs. There might be eight people on the Center, six of 
whom had met Baba and had been with Him for decades. It was an 
extraordinary opportunity to be in the presence of people who had 
met Baba. Ralph and Stella would come up, Darwin would come 
down, Adele would be here, Fred and Ella Winterfeldt came a cou- 
ple of times a year. All these people were around, and there was 
also ongoing communication with India. Kitty and Elizabeth al- 
ways had that option to be in touch with Baba the same way any of 
the resident Mandali in India would, and so there was a lot of di- 
rect communication with Baba. 

In those days Kitty would write to Baba and the way these 
communications were structured is that she’d mention everybody 
in the letter to Baba. She would mention everybody who was in 
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town. And the game then was that people would try to thrust 
themselves in front of Baba and get His attention. Kitty would 
send news of the turtle, and of the dog, and of everybody who was 
visiting and so forth. Then Mani would read that to Baba, and 
Baba would respond, and Mani would say something about almost 
everybody in the return letter. So your name went before Baba and 
He was aware of you, and obviously that’s what every Baba lover 
wanted. These letters would go back and forth. But for me, one of 
the powerful things here was that my name was never mentioned. 
Kitty, I assumed, sent it over, however Baba never referred to me. 
Eventually I convinced myself that I must have a great inner life 
with Baba because I didn’t require the same kind of attention that 
these other people did! Ironically, in the very next letter, my name 
was mentioned as the “link” for the new Baba lovers coming from 
Chapel Hill. 

But Kitty—and I’m sure Elizabeth did the same thing in her 
correspondence—opened that door to Baba for other people. That 
was part of their job. And literally what I’m saying is that if there 
was no other way to do it, she would open the door to Baba for you 
by mentioning your name in a letter, so that it would pass in front 
of Him. That was part of the level of giving, of helping, that was 
manifested in both of them. They didn’t need to do that, but it’s 
what they did. That was the style in which Baba had trained them— 
of selflessness. 

So what occurred here during those times—and it affected my 
view of the Center—was people might share with you over coffee in 
the kitchen what it was like to meet Baba, what it was like to em- 
brace Baba, what it felt like, or some anecdote about their life with 
Baba. Maybe they were given a task by Baba, or an opportunity to 
serve in some small way. The Mandali in those early days would 
tell you what tooth powder Baba used, or show you a washcloth He 
used—talk about the elements of daily life with Him. 

So that’s what I think was going on here at the Center; it was 
about daily life. A person could come and see the daily life of the 
disciples of Meher Baba. And I would like to think that when they 
come now, they see the same thing in the staff and some of the 
visitors—that people are gathering that same information, because 
that’s what I think the Center is about. 

So even though I was twenty-one when I came here, I look at 
myself as though I was like a small child—or even a small pup- 
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py-and I’m surrounded by these Big Dogs. I’m this spiritual 
puppy, and I’m looking around; my little tail is wagging, and ’'m 
seeing what it is to be a Big Dog—gathering that information—this 
is what it is. I remember many poignant moments, meaningful 
moments, explanatory moments. 

All during this time, a few friends began to come down here, 
and to visit the Center that winter. My old and dear friend Dick 
Anthony came down and it was his idea to have a talk about Baba. 
This led to Rick Chapman, along with Henry Kashouty, giving a 
presentation in Chapel Hill, through which many people reported 
receiving Baba’s Darshan. Rick had been charged by Baba with 
bringing back to America His message that drugs were mentally, 
physically and spiritually harmful. 

Before that talk was held in Chapel Hill, Rick Chapman was 
an unknown entity. No one here had met him. They just knew that 
this kid who had been in India on a Fulbright teaching fellowship 
was coming back, and the sense was that someone more mature 
should go along. So they chose Henry Kashouty, who was then 
about thirty-five or so. They asked Henry if he could go, and of 
course he said he would be happy to, and he drove down here with 
his little sports car. 

Then, Kitty and Elizabeth, who were in contact with Baba 
constantly, realized that Baba had ordered Rick Chapman to go to 
Chapel Hill, but He had not ordered anyone else to go to Chapel 
Hill. Now, this was an example of the style of following Baba that 
you saw from them, so the question evolved about Henry. They 
cabled Baba asking whether Henry could have permission to go or 
not. The cable didn’t come back and it didn’t come back. Finally it 
did come back, and the cable mentioned the darshan, but, they 
hadn’t asked permission for me to go up there. But none of them 
even knew how to drive to Chapel Hill, so I said, “What about me?” 
And, again one of my clear memories is Kitty turning to me and 
saying, “Oh. No, we don’t have to ask about you. You're the link— 
the link.” 

So that was my role, I was the link. And “link” was a term that 
Baba used, and they used it a lot in the 30s. They’d had that expe- 
rience, and it was clear to them; the link was of a different quali- 
ty—there was an involvement there. So those were Kitty’s words, 
but they clarified my relationship with Chapel Hill and with Baba 
there—what that role was. 
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On a certain level, history gives me some credit for involve- 
ment with Chapel Hill in that time. However, if the truth be told, it 
was in spite of me, in spite of my example! But what I did do was 
that I talked about Baba. I think if there was a single thing that I 
brought to that process, it was repeating Baba’s name ten thou- 
sand times. But it was all His. I don’t think you could have had a 
more receptive audience than the group of people who were there. 

Thus my role, just like anyone’s role, was just as an instru- 
ment. I would encourage people to come, and they would come, 
and they loved it. People loved it here. I mean, these were very so- 
phisticated people. But, of course, after Baba gave Darshan in 
Chapel Hill there was no need for me to encourage anyone to 
come. Whereas once there had been very few people coming to the 
Center, now there was a group of fifty people—which became the 
Chapel Hill Group—who came often after Baba gave His Darshan 
that night. 

So there was that explosion, and of course it has continued to 
this day. It’s a wonderful gift in my life, of course, to see that, and 
to have been a part of that. But it was the way Baba wanted it. I 
can look back in my life and see what led me here, and that’s an 
extraordinary story, a lifetime of leading up to this place, to learn- 
ing about Baba—the way that happens for all of us. I mean, one 
minute you're born and years later here you are coming in contact 
with Meher Baba, and what a journey it is to get from one place to 
the other! 

I remember those first few years there would be all these kids 
coming down here. There was always some sort of ongoing party 
in the Original Kitchen—people chatting and having a great time. 
There were some there who had had decades with Baba. Some- 
times when they would sit with the kids, I’d look over and see one 
of these older people in the corner surrounded by great quietude, 
by calm, and I wondered what that was. I think now that what I 
was seeing, of course, was someone just savoring Baba’s pres- 
ence—just that. That was sufficient: the Presence of the Lord. And 
the thoughts, the theories, the projects, and the explanations—the 
adventures that I was engaged in, all of which have been quite 
wonderful—have in some way given way to just that very simple yet 
most profound desire to just be in His Presence...to breathe that 
fragrance....a very simple thing. And that is what we, as young 
people, saw when we first came. Looking at life with Baba, I be- 
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lieve that our experience here at the Center has been the message 
that lived out through the lives of people, human beings for whom 
I have the most profound respect, who constantly tried to please 
Baba, constantly tried to do what He would have wanted. 

Elizabeth and Kitty would have people over for lunch; they 
would have people over for dinner. Then the Otts moved here and 
settled in, and then Jane Haynes came with her family, and all of 
that was happening in about 1967 or 1968. They all had constant 
teas and events at their houses. I felt that all of this that went on in 
those days was an effort to convey life with Baba to these kids. 
They'd talk with people about Baba, and there was a tremendous 
amount of enthusiasm, so it was natural. People coming to the 
Center and attending the programs in those days were primarily in 
their twenties. The musicians who were there were by and large 
youthful-Bob Brown and Jim Meyer, for example, were in their 
twenties. So, it was not a youth culture particularly, but youthful 
energy—a lot of energy. 

And then there were older people here as well. There was Tom 
Rogers, who was a great guitarist and singer. I can see him now, 
sitting in the Original Kitchen singing his song, “Baba’s Come to 
Get His Babies Out of Jail.” Older people were coming as well. It 
wasn’t just kids, but there was an explosion of interest here. So, it 
might be anybody who showed up to participate, at any age. For 
example, in the life of the Center, Frank Eaton was the caretak- 
er—an old guy, and extraordinary human being. But the people 
who came in to assist him were young people who Elizabeth hired 
at a token wage to help with the cabins and the grounds. 

When I first came here, Kitty took me under her wing, and it 
was she with whom I had the most contact. She had the ability, in 
the late 1960s, to relate to and be with these young people, who, 
like myself, were lunatics! These were people who had taken vast 
amounts of LSD and were just as far out as people got in the 60s. 
And she fit in with that group! Imagine! I mean, anyone who was 
there would support my statement; she was right there with you. 
It’s amazing that this woman, who was about seventy-five years 
old, could deal with us. Is it Baba’s miracle? Yes! Is it Kitty’s life? 
Yes. And she certainly had that ability with me, to understand and 
accept the process of stripping away and of change that was going 
on. I mean the things these women put up with were unbelievable! 
I mean, not just me, but all these other wackos around here—just 
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what they must have seen go on over the years, and the tolerance 
of letting people’s lives unfold. 

Kitty lived and worked in Dilruba. The glass door on the right 
as you go up on the porch was her office, and her room was the 
room behind it. But Elizabeth owned the house. Baba had asked 
Kitty in 1952 to stay and help Elizabeth, and she never went back 
to live in India. Of course she wanted to, but she was Elizabeth’s 
assistant, and she was here to help Elizabeth. Baba asked her to do 
that, and she did that—successfully, I’m sure. 

I remember meeting Kitty briefly that first day that I was here, 
and then I have this very clear memory of going into the Center 
with her another day shortly thereafter. We were leaving from Dil- 
ruba and we were going to one of the cabins to make sure that it 
was clean; she was taking me along with her. At seventy-five, she 
was cleaning the cabins for the guests! That was the way the Cen- 
ter ran. I mean, when you arrived you went to Elizabeth’s house— 
to Dilruba—and Kitty cleaned your cabin in preparation for your 
coming! 

On that day—it must have been in 1966—I remember we were 
walking past Baba’s house, and Kitty was walking very quickly, as 
she always did. She started to pull Spanish moss off the trees; that 
was one of her things—she was convinced that Spanish moss killed 
the trees. And I remember thinking to myself—“This woman is 
seventy-five years old, and she has more pizzazz than I do, and I’m 
twenty-one! And that’s a total understatement.” She had more piz- 
zazz than almost anybody on the face of this earth! We went into 
the Lantern Cabin and got it ready. Fred and Ella Winterfeldt were 
coming down to visit. It was before they moved here, and we were 
making it just right for them. 

Elizabeth was the person who, on the face of it, I knew much 
less intimately. She was a very private person. Yet, to me, the best 
revelation of who Elizabeth Patterson was, is to look at the Meher 
Center, to look at this place, to which she gave thirty-six or more 
years of her life, every day, all the time. By her efforts, it was 
carved out of a wilderness, carved very much by hand, and to a 
great extent by volunteer effort. It’s not a wilderness around here 
now, but it was then. We know the history of the Center, but I 
think about of the carving out of this place in relation to her—the 
dedication that it took, year after year after year to do that, and to 
maintain it. 
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What strikes me about Elizabeth—and it started at that first 
contact—is that she was wholly and solely concerned with Baba, 
and with serving Him. Of course, I would also say the same thing 
about Kitty. To me the Mandali are human beings like you and me, 
who bring to this life all of the frailties, uncertainties and fears, yet 
in whatever ways it is appropriate for that individual, Baba reveals 
Himself. And in that revelation these people have the courage to 
give up and go through all of those things that they, and we all, are 
burdened with. They require of themselves through love—and be- 
cause of this love, and because of this revelation—a transformation 
of being that manifests itself in the most human of ways. They take 
their lifespan, their daily life, their energy, their consciousness, the 
hours of their lives, and give it over to His service, to pleasing 
Him. Those are my thoughts when I think of these two women 
whom I have been blessed to know. Their concerns were ulti- 
mately to please Meher Baba one hundred percent. It’s obviously 
easy to say and extraordinarily difficult to do. 

Anyone who was here back in those days will tell you that 
Elizabeth had knowledge of everything on the Center. I mean eve- 
rything. She knew where every rock was, and every tree. If it was 
important for her to know it, Baba gave her that knowledge. The 
stories are legion of her checking the linens, checking the silver- 
ware in the cabins to make sure they were proper for people—that 
attention to detail. 

When I first came here, Baba was in the body, and the Center 
was run with a conscious sense that He would return. That was the 
condition. It was the standard. At any day now we could receive 
word that He is coming here, and we will be prepared. It’s an 
amazing manifestation of Presence in one’s life. And I think that’s 
the way that Elizabeth’s work here manifested—an extraordinary 
thing, because it has touched thousands of people intimately. 
That’s one way of knowing who she was, because we have all been 
touched as we enjoy every aspect of this Center. So in that sense, 
we are being held in her care right this minute. She was Baba’s in- 
strument for that. 

Elizabeth was a worldly woman in many ways, but she was 
also reserved. I think that she was always, without exception over 
the years, unfailingly kind and considerate to me as an individual. 
She treated me with great respect as a human being. That was her 
nature. And she held me, in my life here at the Center, to a very 
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high standard, for which I also respected her deeply. That was a 
great gift. But her concern was Baba, and her work was for Baba. 
Thus she was an instrument to help reveal to me a glimpse of the 
standard of quality that was appropriate for someone committed 
to Meher Baba. 

Twice I had the opportunity to be with both Kitty and Eliza- 
beth under extraordinary circumstances. One was that I happened 
to be at Dilruba when man first walked on the moon, in July of 
1969, and it was broadcast on television. I remember standing 
there thinking, “Here I am with these two disciples of Meher Baba, 
watching these first steps on the moon, remembering that Baba 
said man would soon be walking on the moon, ‘and what he will 
find there is his own Self.” It was such an extraordinary event. The 
moon was millions of miles away, and here was Baba, inside of our 
hearts, where the great exploration really is. 

And then, one of the most exciting times was a race that oc- 
curred years back between two horses, one named Avatar and one 
named Diablo. The race was televised in the afternoon and we 
watched that race together. And Diablo was ahead part of the way; 
it was nose and nose. It couldn’t have been a closer race. But Ava- 
tar won by a nose. Avatar won by a nose! There were happy times 
like that. 

One of the thoughts about Elizabeth was that, as a young 
woman, she went to the North Pole with Admiral Perry. She trav- 
eled up there on a ship and got very close to the North Pole. In her 
time, for a young woman, it was an extraordinary accomplish- 
ment. She was that kind of a person—very adventuresome. She also 
drove an ambulance during World War I. She was an explor- 
er—like many of the Mandali—and she obviously explored her inner 
life. It’s such an understatement to make, but that was the kind of 
person she was. She was very calm on the outside. She was deeply 
respected as a person in the larger community—another theme of 
her life—because she was concerned with people, very concerned 
with helping where she could, but always, always with respect. 
And her focus of the Center was on Baba, so that it was very rare 
that her individual feelings as a person, as a human being, or as a 
woman, might interfere. I never saw that happen. The integrity of 
her relationship with Baba is something that we can all instinctu- 
ally say, “of course,” and yet what we saw was the manifestation of 
that on a day-to-day basis. 
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For me as an individual, Elizabeth allowed me and supported 
me in my life here at the Center. One of the things she did for me 
was to instill very directly and very deliberately an understanding 
of the uniqueness and the specialness of the Center, that this place 
is not a motel, not a casual place, that it is not for everyone, but it 
really is for the people who are drawn to Baba, who know of Him 
and want to know more of Him. The message she conveyed to me 
was to be careful, to be alert, that a high standard of alertness was 
required, to watch everything here carefully, and this was con- 
veyed not only to me but to anyone who was working or helping or 
volunteering here; it was important and real. It’s a tremendous 
lesson, one that many years later we’re still learning. 

One thing that comes to mind is a moment when I was with 
her; we were in front of the Far Cabin, and there was a small rock 
wall there in those days. One of the rocks had tumbled from the 
top into the roadway, and this small woman, who was in her sev- 
enties, bent over and picked up this little rock, and replaced it in 
the wall. That stays with me. It was to me a manifestation of her 
care for each part of the Center, because the Center was Baba’s. 
She just did that; that’s the way she did things. I remember she 
would drive nine miles an hour along the Center roads to maintain 
them. She was very deliberate like that. She dressed the Center in 
the way that she would have cared for Baba’s body—as if she were 
dressing Him-—that was the carefulness of it. 

Early on, perhaps about 1967, there was, for me, a remarkable 
incident. I was in the Center one day, and I was walking toward 
Laura Delavigne’s house. Laura Delavigne at that point was in her 
eighties; she lived on the far side of Briarcliff Acres, and many of 
us would go over and have tea with her. I walked past Baba’s 
house, and I walked past Dilruba, then suddenly Elizabeth, from 
the attic window of Dilruba, yelled for me: “Stop. Stop; stay there!” 
She came downstairs, stood on the porch, and began to lambast 
me: “What do you think? Do you think this is a motel? Do you 
think this place is a motel? It’s not a motel,” and this went on for 
several minutes. I really don’t know what prompted it, but it surely 
came from Baba. I will tell you that I was in tears standing there. I 
certainly had nothing to say in response, except to nod my head. 
This must have been a preemptive strike! But oh, it was powerful; 
it was powerful. It was as though, in her way, she had come up 
and just gratuitously hit me with a two by four—to my benefit. 


"THIS IS NOT A MOTEL!" 243 


I think that was the only time I saw her upset with me. And it 
certainly refocused me-that this is not a motel! The power that 
came through-it may be the only time that I ever had to experi- 
ence that this small, quietly and carefully spoken woman, when 
appropriate, was a woman of immense power. And it helped to 
deepen my commitment to caring for the Center. 

One of the highlights of my life with Elizabeth was after I’d 
known her for some years, in about 1978, not long before her 
death. It was a New Year’s Eve, and we’d had a New Years Eve 
program here at the Center. I went back to Dilruba to return the 
films; it was the end of the evening, close to midnight. Ordinarily, 
on those Saturday nights, Elizabeth and Kitty would have been 
asleep, and I would quietly go into Dilruba and leave the films on 
the chest there in the hallway. But Elizabeth was up, sitting in the 
living room, and she greeted me. She asked me if I would like to 
have a drink. I said yes, and she went under the cabinet right in- 
side the kitchen door, bent over, and came out with a pint of 
brandy. I was very surprised. It was a very intimate gesture. She 
took two little crystal glasses and poured us each a peg of brandy. 
This is my memory. We didn’t say much, but for those several 
minutes we sat there and drank the brandy, and then I went on my 
way. It was a wonderful, wonderful, intimate gesture on her part to 
share those few moments with me, bringing in the New Year, and 
it was very meaningful to me. 

Elizabeth also had a sense of humor. It didn’t always manifest 
itself obviously, but it was there. It was a very discrete sense of 
humor-—quiet laughs, chuckles. And Elizabeth loved very pro- 
foundly. I would imagine that she had always had the ability to 
love a person as a human being, and that Baba took that and used 
it in the best way possible. All I can do is bow before her love, and 
say “Jai Baba.” I know she pleased Him, deeply, deeply. And the 
great testament to that, of course, is that Baba said that He loved 
this Center more than any place He had ever been. 

Elizabeth maintained an intimate knowledge of the Center. 
She secured, as best she could, the future of the Center through 
the people she was drawing in here to work, while at the same time 
clearly allowing for Baba’s wish and for His will to manifest. For 
me, and I think for many others around here, one of the criteria of 
my life at the Center is to live up to the standard that she set, that 
she would have asked. Because, what she wanted was what Baba 
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would have wanted. So who was she? Who was Elizabeth Patter- 
son? Like all the rest of the Mandali, she was, in the end, an exten- 
sion of her Lord. She was that. She became that. I only knew her in 
the last fifteen years of her life, but what I saw was someone who 
was very adept at pleasing Him. And there is no doubt in my mind 
that she did that. 

Kitty was always a helper to Elizabeth. Of course, Kitty had 
tremendous energy. She would clean house, she would frequently 
cook, she ran the book room, and she met with most of the people. 
There was nothing she did that wasn’t vital, that wasn’t focused on 
Baba. Her order from Baba was to help Elizabeth, and that’s what 
she did. If it pleased Elizabeth, Kitty would want to do it. She had 
tremendous personal integrity. She would help Elizabeth in any 
way she could, and she felt that way right up until her death. 
Elizabeth passed away eleven years before Kitty did, but in that 
decade of Kitty’s life she still made every effort to please Elizabeth, 
because that would please Baba. 

Kitty would talk about her times with Baba, about the happy 
times. She would talk about the early days with Baba, about being 
on the hill with the women who were with Baba. She had been to- 
tally disinherited by her family for her association with Baba, but 
that was small change for what had come in return. It’s almost in- 
comprehensible that this woman who was seventy-five years old 
when I met her, had met Queen Victoria, grown up in London, 
been a musician, and that she had done all those things in addition 
to, at the age of about forty, becoming associated with Meher Baba 
and going off to live in India. What an explorer! What an adven- 
turous person! 

But Baba left her here in 1952 in Myrtle Beach, a little tiny 
town. The Center was His place and it was important, but other- 
wise it was like being dropped by the side of the road when she 
was sixty years old. And this was an era when older people were 
not very flexible—but Kitty was flexible. And she spent the rest of 
her life here. 

I think it was a great test for her; that is my opinion. Kitty was 
a real person. She had feelings; she had likes and dislikes, and all 
of that. She had to put up with a lot on a human level over the 
years. So being in the “wilderness” here, maybe she was happy 
when all of these crazy young people arrived in the sixties. That’s 
the way I knew Kitty—from that time onward. 
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And she was unfailingly cheerful. I used to be a very moody 
person; I would have called it “thoughtful,” but other people might 
have said I was subject to severe mood swings, bordering on dis- 
ability. I remember one day I was down at the Boathouse, and I 
was in a mood, in a funk. I saw Kitty later that day, and she looked 
at me and simply said, “You know, Baba didn’t tolerate moods.” 
She would know. Kitty knew me well, and that statement had a 
result. I heard it; I heard it and I still had moods. My nature didn’t 
alter, but I believe that that set me on a path to where I’ve come to 
now, some thirty—odd years later, to where I will fight moods, and 
that is a direct result of what she said. 

Kitty had the ability to know people. And she had friends; she 
had wonderful friends that she loved—Sheila Krynski, Lois Breger, 
and Cathy Riley were beloveds of Kitty. But there were long lists, 
and when you live to be a hundred years old, you have a lot of 
friends. She loved to go out; she loved to go to dinner; she loved to 
socialize. There was nothing artificial about it. She loved to go out 
and talk. She loved to gossip! Not backbite, but gossip. I mean, you 
told Kitty something and it was gone, it was gone! She was the 
classic. She was that person who would say, “Now, don’t tell any- 
one, but...” And she would tell everyone. But she was genuinely 
interested in people’s lives. Kitty was also very subtle, and Kitty 
loved to laugh. 

Once every few years she’d smoke a cigarette; she thought that 
was very risqué! She actually said that. It was great. People loved 
it. She was very brave like that. She lit up the room. She walked 
into a room and you would have a smile on your face—it was won- 
derful to see her. Oh, Baba, I tell you; I don’t have the words for it. 
She left a mark on those two thousand close personal friends of 
hers, and I mean they were close personal friends—genuinely that. 
And on the other five or ten thousand who passed through. She 
was a great friend to a lot of folks, a lot of folks. 

And, Kitty on the telephone—she loved that telephone; she 
was on it all the time. She would call you up and say something 
like, “Carolyn, you look wonderful in blue; you should always wear 
blue.” And then she’d hang up...bang! She didn’t say goodbye ei- 
ther. That was it...bang. That’s the way she operated. Kitty loved 
the telephone; and I have that telephone! One day I went over to 
Dilruba in the last year or so, and they were about to throw it 
away. God, I grabbed that! I mean, what a treasure! 
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People went to Kitty for counseling. I didn’t go to Kitty for 
counseling, although she would ask me questions sometimes—how 
is this or that going? That was, in a way, her work. It was also her 
pleasure. But I saw and overheard a great deal and participated in 
a great deal, and it made me realize how much I had to turn with- 
in—seek my own counsel with Baba internally. I felt that she con- 
veyed that to me somehow. But Kitty had the ability to be open 
herself, to give of herself, to be interested in you, and to be inti- 
mate with you. She would talk about what was interesting to you, 
to know who you were married to, and who your children were, 
and so on and so on. 

I was married for a long time to Roz Taubman. After our son 
Benjamin was born, Roz said, “I need to do something.” So I re- 
member I was talking to Kitty one day over there, and I mentioned 
that Roz was looking for something to do. Kitty lit up, and this led 
to Roz and Lois Breger working on Kitty’s book! Even though they 
are not in the acknowledgements, these two women gave two 
years—all the time. 

After the book was published, Roz and Kitty and I were going 
to go to India, and Kitty was taking a suitcase full of her books— 
Love Alone Prevails—what an appropriate title for Kitty's biogra- 
phy! We were on the airplane flying to India on a nighttime flight. 
Kitty was asleep and Roz was sitting next to the window. A woman 
across the aisle leaned over and said to Roz, “This woman you’re 
with, she’s fascinating. Who is she?” And Roz responded, “She’s a 
very famous author!” And in the night, you could see this big smile 
appear on Kitty’s face—a very big smile. 

Now, Kitty, again, was seventy-five years old when I first knew 
her. And the Kitty I knew had been forged in the fire of Baba for 
thirty-five years. As had Elizabeth, and so again, we saw them as 
highly evolved disciples—workers—fingers of Baba’s hand. And I 
will say this: one of the things I know with Kitty is that she was 
engaged in an active, conscious, deliberate relationship with Me- 
her Baba until the day she died, until the moment she died. She 
was ALL-WAYS striving to please Him and obey Him and as I 
heard her say one time, “to get it right.” That was her life’s goal—to 
get it right. The gift that Baba gave us through both Elizabeth and 
Kitty was a great thing, because He gave us the gift of their friend- 
ship, their personalities, their example—this extraordinary exam- 
ple of discipleship that you saw. One can read it in a book, but to 
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see the level of attentiveness, to see the action, the quality of disci- 
pleship on a daily level, is what’s so profoundly meaningful. To see 
how it is that you clean a cabin for Baba, or how you narrate a film 
for Baba, or any of these things, was a wonderful example. And 
that’s what they gave us. Baba’s gift to us was these Mandali. His 
gift to us was the life they modeled. 

Kitty lived to be a hundred. She was blissfully happy on her 
hundredth birthday. Baba had told her that she would live to be a 
hundred. That was her goal for years—to live to be a hundred! She 
wanted to do that, and it happened. It was a great gift from Baba 
for her to see that come to fruition. 

Kitty died in December, but she was quite ill in that January- 
February period ten months before, and it looked like she was go- 
ing to pass at that point. She was in the hospital and there was ef- 
fectively a death-watch going on; people began to come from 
around the United States to say goodbye to Kitty. I had the duty at 
one point of being that person who stands at the hospital door and 
just opens it for people when it’s appropriate-someone would 
come out and I would let another person in. I was a gatekeeper for 
those moments, and it was a duty that different people took on. I 
remember looking down the hall, and there were twenty or thirty 
people in that hall, and people were coming from all over—the 
West Coast, Denver, New York. As I stood there I realized that 
each of these people was coming because Kitty was their dear 
friend. And that was true; I tell you that was literally the truth. I 
realized that inside this room next to me this woman had two 
thousand close personal friends! That is extraordinary, and it is 
literally the truth. That’s the kind of person she was. 

But the day she died, I remember going home and telling my 
mother that Kitty had just died. My mother was at that point in 
her late seventies and quite ill. I recall her looking up at me and 
just saying in a very honest voice, “You’ve just lost the best friend 
that you'll ever have.” 

When I think of my generation and some of these wonderful 
people that I’ve known for so many years, I find it stunning, be- 
cause we have shared in the presence of the great event, the event 
of Baba’s Manifestation, an event that is incomprehensible to me, 
an event that permeates everyone and everything that I can see 
around me. And there have been so many ongoing preparations to 
participate in that—what we all experience in our lives. The crazi- 
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ness of childhood, the craziness of adolescence, the craziness of 
the twenties, and the thirties, and the forties, and so on, keep 
pushing and compelling us to struggle onward. Now I’m at a place 
in life where I have bad knees...and yet, you’ve got to climb the 
mountain, you’ve got to cross the desert, you’ve got to swim the 
ocean. There it is! How many times have we all danced around this 
wonderful workshop?! 

So this battlefield of life that we’re all on, this carnage that has 
taken place...what a rich thing, a rich experience to have walked 
through this time hand in hand with Him. What a sweet gesture on 
His part! A great giver of gifts is Meher Baba...all leading to the 
great Gift. Thank you, Baba. 
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15 Jane and Bob: 
There Was a Lot of Music 


Jane Brown was part of the music scene in New York when, 
early on, she sensed that Christ had returned. Once she discov- 
ered the Meher Spiritual Center, she made it her life. She and her 
late husband Bob Brown both worked at the Center, but were 
best known for their beautiful Baba music, and they were very 
much a part of the rich and heartfelt early music shared on the 
Center until Bob passed away. Jane continues to sing regularly 
on the Center, has been a part of the administrative staff for over 
twenty years, occupying what was once Kitty’s office, and is still 
acting as a Baba social hub, as Kitty once did. 


I came to Meher Baba in New York City. I first became aware 
of Him in 1968; I was walking down a street and saw a picture of 
Baba on a telephone pole. I had seen a photo of Him the year be- 
fore, but this time I felt a clearer connection. Sometime after that I 
started thinking of Baba as my “favorite guru,” and would some- 
times meditate on His photo for long periods. Then, in 1972, I read 
an article about Baba in Rolling Stone Magazine, written by Pete 
Townshend of the Who. Years before I had felt Jesus had returned, 
and I had asked Him internally, “Where are You?” That article 
gave me the conviction that Jesus had come back as Meher Baba. 

Soon it seemed that Baba was popping up everywhere in my 
life. Dennis Shlaen took me to my first Baba meeting in New York, 
and I as walked in the door, they were singing Bob Brown’s song, 
“Victory Unto Thee,” based on a poem by Ramakrishna’s disciple, 
Premdas. Surprisingly, I was able to sing along with it even though 
I'd never heard it before. Charles Haynes was there, giving a talk 
that night. That evening, I knew I was home. 

By 1973 I was interested in coming to the Meher Center. I 
drove down with some friends, and immediately felt the confirma- 
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tion that Baba was Jesus. The atmosphere, even the air, was so in- 
credibly powerful. 

I remember when I walked into Kitty’s and Elizabeth’s house, 
they definitely gave me the once over. I mean, they really drilled 
me to find out what I was doing here, and if I was really interested 
in Baba, and also to know my background a bit. Then, all they 
talked about for the whole rest of the time was food-things like 
“Baba said cantaloupe is very good for you.” I kept hoping they’d 
talk about deeper subjects, but they just didn’t go there. It was ba- 
sically small talk. 

We were here for about a week in late July. I stayed in Bunga- 
low 1 with another woman. It was crowded that week, so I stayed 
on a cot, and she stayed on the bed. Barbara Plews and Malcolm 
Clay had cleaned my cabin and put little hearts around. They even 
put a heart in the bathroom with a chain. It was so lovely. And I 
remember we went swimming in the ocean a lot. 

The next time I came was in January of 1975, and this time I 
stayed for two weeks. I was very taken by both Kitty and Elizabeth. 
I felt especially drawn to Elizabeth. She had the most beautiful 
eyes that went on forever. I just felt that I had always known her. 
She was very, very sweet. And it wasn’t long before they invited me 
to sing at the Center programs. 

It was actually during that visit that I decided I wanted to live 
here. I felt there was no other place on the Earth that I wanted to 
be. Why not be here? It was a choice. I loved New York, but my 
friends were also moving here—Terry Barton and Deborah Tyler. 
We had a little movement happening. 

The Meher Center wasn’t crowded in those days. It was very, 
very powerful. There was this sense that we were being taken care 
of by Baba, and by these very strong women-Kitty, Elizabeth and 
Jane—and also Fred and Ella Winterfeldt. So there was a whole 
bunch of aunties and uncles—parent figures, authorities—who were 
here, so you just knew exactly what you were doing here, and what 
you should and shouldn’t do. If you broke a rule, Elizabeth would 
let you know it right away. 

And there was a lot of music. It was very simple. We would 
watch Baba films, and after the films we would go to the kitchens 
and sing. Jim Meyer, Bob Brown, Cathy Haas Riley, Ward Parks, 
Jeff Wolverton, me-all the sixties generation people who were 
here in the ’70s. We’d all gather and just sing for hours. There was 
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a community of about fifty people living near the Center at the 
time; we’d all go to the same parties—we were just one big group. It 
wasn’t like today where there are over four hundred people and 
you really can’t keep track. 

Everyone went to the programs. That’s why we moved here— 
to keep our lives focused on Baba. Besides, there was nothing in 
town. We had one grocery store with rotten food, which no one 
could eat! There was almost nowhere to eat out...no concerts, no 
music, no art, nothing. 

Elizabeth, Kitty, and Jane would come to every program, so 
we had a lot of contact with them. They were always around. Kitty 
was always riding around the Center with her golf cart; Elizabeth 
would be in her car with Jane, just driving through to see how 
things were. She would count every piece of silverware when 
someone left, every dish, and when she found something missing, 
she’d call the person up, and say, “There’s a gravy boat missing 
from the Farmshed...” And they’d have to bring it right back. 

Elizabeth would also check out a cabin to make sure the rug 
was placed properly for a guest’s comfort; she would lie down on 
the bed, then sit up, and make sure that where her feet fell was the 
perfect spot for the rug. What she conveyed to me with that was 
absolute obedience to Baba—100% repair in terms of all the cabins. 
Everything was always up to par. She just took so much care on a 
physical level. And the love and concern she had for people’s com- 
fort was so clear—the respect she had for their retreat, the protec- 
tion of their privacy and quiet. She made it very clear that no one 
could visit another’s cabin or bother that person; she didn’t want 
anyone disturbed by anyone else on the Center. I believe she was 
trying to make sure that everyone could have their own one-on- 
one time with Meher Baba. 

Of course, people could also socialize and make music and go 
to the programs. Elizabeth was a great supporter of the arts; she 
loved art, music and theater. But I also remember that she was a 
lover of silence. She used to say to me all the time: “Listen...just 
listen.” And she loved the sounds of nature so much. She would sit 
on her back porch and just listen. She would know every guest who 
came, and she paid careful attention to that. Often she would go 
into the Center and invite different people to lunch. Actually, we 
all would go there for lunch in the beginning; that’s where the 
meals were when I was first here. 
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Elizabeth was very funny. She had a great sense of humor; it 
was very dry, and she spoke very clearly and to the point. I’d say 
something like, “Why do we have to wear covered shoes?” (That 
was the only part of the Center that bothered me.) And she said, 
“Dear, when you think you know more than Baba, then youre in... 
trouble.” She’d say things like that. And then I’d ask her things 
like, “Can I come to Baba’s room for His birthday at 5:00? I'll 
come quietly, in the back way.” And she answered, “You never 
come in the back door; always enter from the front door.” It’s the 
way she said it that was funny. 

Elizabeth was the one I went to for advice instead of Kitty, 
who was generally more sought-after as a Baba advisor. Once I 
asked Elizabeth if I should have this guy as a roommate...we were 
still in the sort of post-’60s, post-drug era; we didn’t see any rea- 
son not to cohabitate. So I asked her if it was a good idea to have 
this fellow move in as a roommate. She looked at me in a very mild 
way and said, “Well, dear, you’ll always be wondering who’s going 
to pay which bill.” She was just so practical. She didn’t say, “Baba 
wouldn’t like it,” or “What are you going to do with this guy?” 
Nothing. And she was right; with this particular person, it would 
have come down to a question of who was paying what. But she 
didn’t get involved on that level. 

In any case, I moved down here in April of 1975, and I worked 
at Sheriar Press for a couple of years. Kitty had called me up and 
said, “What do you do?” I said, “Well, I sing...and I type.” So she 
told me there was a job at Sheriar and I was hired. I also volun- 
teered with Happy Club at the Center, and I lived with Laura De- 
lavigne, like everybody else did, at least for part of the time. I lived 
in Myrtle Beach until about 1978, then moved back to New York to 
study opera, but then returned to Myrtle Beach in ’83, because by 
then I had married Bob Brown, and we really felt that we should 
live here instead of New York. 

Actually, I had originally met Bob on the Center, on the side of 
the lake. As I was about to walk onto the bridge, I saw him playing 
his guitar on the bank. He was singing “I Shall Be Released,” by 
Bob Dylan. I sat down next to him and harmonized—and that was 
the first time we met. 

When Bob and I moved back down here in ’83, we were going 
to be Shiatsu practitioners in town and he was going to be a pic- 
ture framer. We actually did that for a while, but when we came on 
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Center and I saw the joy in his face, I thought how good it would 
be if we could work on the Baba Center. He had worked here for 
seven years before moving to New York, and I could tell his heart 
still longed to be working here. Then one night I had a dream in 
which I saw the staff waving goodbye to Doreen, who was a care- 
taker then. I woke up and said to Bob, “We have to call Jane Hay- 
nes right away, and you have to ask her if we can be hired as a 
team!” (I couldn’t leave him; I was really very dependent upon 
him. We were together twenty-four hours a day.) Jane was sur- 
prised, “Yes, dear; but how did you know Doreen left? She just 
gave her notice.” So the dream helped us. 

We were hired on a part time basis, so for a while we were also 
singing in clubs and doing massages. Then, by October of that 
year, we were hired full time to clean cabins on the Center. Bob 
still did picture framing one day a week, but he also created a lot of 
the frames for the Center, which can still be seen in many of the 
cabins. The frames, he said, were “for the future.” He said there 
would be a lot more cabins in time. “They’re coming,” he would 
say. And I think they will be built in the near future. There are 
choices—we could build little cabins or some big multi-purpose 
building in the woods. I think the Center will be really built up 
some day. I’m sure. 

Our work on the Center was a lot about the guests; we both 
enjoyed meeting them and connecting with them so much. And 
also, the music was very important for both of us. Singing on the 
Center was so incredible, because Baba’s atmosphere is always 
here, just kind of waiting for you. Even now, there’s such a pro- 
found silence here, and the guests are all so mellowed out and re- 
ceptive—that is when I always feel Baba. And there were some- 
times little moments when He might guide one to go to a certain 
cabin at a certain time. Like, one time all of a sudden I got this im- 
pulse to go to the Twin Cabin, and this little kid had created a fire. 
I was just kind of pulled over there, and it was just in time. An- 
other time a woman was having a psychotic break in the Lantern, 
and I just had this hit to run over there and help her. That type of 
thing would happen. But there were also other times, perhaps just 
walking around, or crossing the bridge, when all of a sudden there 
would be a moment when I'd feel Baba’s presence. 

I was in the Caretaker’s Cabin one day, and I was reading a 
quote that Baba said something like, “You don’t have to believe in 
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Me; what you want is within. I will help you get it.” And I loved 
that quote so much that I ran to the Cabin on the Hill. There were 
three women there, and I read it out to them. I was just beside my- 
self with joy! I said, “This quote is so fabulous!” And one woman 
said, “I’m so happy, because I don’t believe in Him, and all my 
friends are gung ho and running around saying ‘Jai Baba,’ all the 
time, and I had felt distraught about it.” That night when she went 
to bed, Baba appeared in her room, and said, “See, I told you that 
you didn’t have to believe in Me.” That really touched me. 

And there have been other wonderful times on the Center. For 
example, just closing up the Barn at night—being able to go in 
there and check things, and to take a few moments to absorb that 
wonderful atmosphere. Bob and I also used to clean Baba’s house 
every Sunday morning, and that’s where we would start our day. 
We would vacuum and dust, then sneak a few minutes under the 
bed just to feel closer to Baba. Sometimes we'd do intensive clean- 
ings there, and we'd be there all day. We would use Norina’s tea- 
cups from Italy from the cupboards there, and make ourselves tea, 
although of course you can’t do that now. What a sweet gift from 
Baba those intimate times were. 

Bob’s love was incredible. He was very, very pure-hearted and 
sweet, and he was very compassionate. He was kind to everyone. 
He was never annoying or mean or moody. He would just kind of 
take care of each person. He was the type who, if he saw someone 
left out, that’s the person he would go to. He couldn’t stand any- 
body’s feelings getting hurt. If he said the wrong thing he’d call 
them immediately and talk about it. He was always having his 
arms around everybody. 

And Bob himself was very lovable. He was adorable, kind of 
like a kid. He had this five-year-old inside, like a little child. When 
he met me he wasn’t as down on himself as he had been when he 
was younger. He was in a much better mood, much lighter. 

Bob was always longing for Baba. He adored Baba; he just 
wanted to think about Baba all day. He would spend his days fo- 
cusing on Him and singing to Him. Once in a while Bob would 
have an experience of Baba, and then he was just...gone...removed. 
Once he saw little baby Babas. We were at the pool, and Bob was 
over in the corner looking at these baby Babas, and he was totally 
happy! Sometimes I found it really annoying, because I felt he’d 
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totally dis me, and I sort of didn’t exist for that time. But it was 
just because he was so much in love with Baba. 

But Bob was also very, very kind to me. While I was in India, 
he’d make sure that I got to be near Mehera. He would move 
mountains to make sure I got what I needed. If someone made fun 
of me, he would really get mad at that person. He was very protec- 
tive, very sweet—and intense. He really couldn’t let something sit. 
He'd have to confront it with somebody and work it through, 
which was really cool. 

He was a monk too: he would feel guilty if he had ice cream. 
He had a sense that he was with Baba before in India. He was very 
natural when he was there. And he loved Ramakrishna. He liked 
Saint Francis, and would put ashes on his food, and in different 
ways deny himself. He was very much into the so-called “spiritual 
path,” which could also be annoying to me, because I don’t think 
like that. But he was really wired that way, even though he tried 
not to be. He had such strong spiritual sanskaras. 

Bob was also funny. He had a very sophisticated, dry sense of 
humor. Elizabeth adored the man. He had a desk in the woods that 
was his “office.” It was a big desk with his nameplate on it, and 
he’d pretend that he had a big cigar. 

And whenever anyone had a birthday, he’d give them a birthday 
nap in the woods. I don’t know where, but it became a little ritual 
where everybody got a birthday nap. 

He loved animals. We couldn't pass by a dead animal without 
getting it and moving it...and having a funeral! He was crazy about 
animals. And he was extremely compassionate and a very dedi- 
cated and driven worker. He’d finish a job, and the cabins would 
be impeccable after he cleaned them. He’d find every spider web; 
he would mop the floors. He was extremely careful and clean. He’d 
cut a rose for each Center guest—roses that he grew himself—and 
put it in each person’s cabin. He’d make sure he was attentive to 
everybody who came, especially new people, and made everyone 
feel comfortable, especially people who felt like outcasts. He would 
make an extra effort to make them feel comfortable. 

Bob would sing a lot on the Center. You could hear him all 
over the Center! He’d just walk around singing, so you could al- 
ways hear his voice. Whenever he was cleaning, you’d just hear 
this beautiful, warm voice wafting through the Center. He wanted 
to get a hit song out in the world, and he was very conflicted about 
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that. Mehera said that one of his songs would be successful, but 
that he wouldn’t know about it, probably because he’s already a 
little kid somewhere in his next life. 

In 1985, Bob told me he was going to die, and I didn’t believe 
him. But he took out these insurances. He got the tumor in ’87, 
and he was rushed to the hospital. They had said he was going to 
die in six months, but he lived six more years. I took time off from 
work for a year to care for him. We were living in a little house in 
Pinewood Acres. Mehera was told about his illness, and she 
started praying...she was on her knees praying and praying for 
Bob. It was very sweet. And I asked her later, “You saved him, 
didn’t you?” And she said, “Baba did.” She did something for him, 
but I don’t really know what. 

At the end, in 1993, Bob was surrounded by so many people. 
Darwin and Jeanne would come visit, and Darwin said Baba was 
in the room three weeks before Bob passed. When Bob died Dar- 
win said that he was taking out a lot of negative impressions from 
the Baba community here. But who knows. 

When Bob was going, it was magnificent. It just felt like he 
was merged in this incredible, pure light. I thought, what a won- 
derful thing was going to happen for him after that illness. It was 
really perfect for him. What a death Baba staged for him; it was 
the death of a king! Everybody was on the cordless phone from all 
over the world. I’d ask them not to talk to him, but just to say “Jai 
Baba,” then I’d put the phone to his ear. He couldn’t talk. The last 
person he talked to was Bhau saying “Jai Baba.” I’m sure he was 
thrilled with his death, his release. It brought me back to our first 
meeting, when we were singing, “I Shall Be Released.” The day af- 
ter, I felt Bob in my kitchen; and it was as if he was showering 
down gratitude. 

Somehow I had Mina Brustman as my buddy after Bob died, 
and we would clean cabins together. It was hard, because Bob and 
I had such a life on the Center...every day...every cabin we cleaned 
hundreds of times...and raking...and cleaning Baba’s house. Bob 
and I were together day in and day out. We were apart two weeks 
in all of our time together. 

But what has happened for me through the feelings of loss 
when Bob and other close friends were dying, is this experience of 
incredible intimacy that Baba has given through that process. Eve- 
rybody goes. Even in normal interactions, you may be here now, 
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but I may never see you again. It happens naturally. It’s an experi- 
ential thing—not something in your mind. There were many nights 
in the winter that I felt alone, felt terrified. I would think, “There’s 
no one here but me—I mean, there’s no one even in the whole 
building—from one in the morning until I wake up. Of course, I can 
sleep, but what if I can’t sleep...?” 

So there’s always that longing and that crying out for Baba: 
“Just be with me, hold me; I need somebody to hold me, and I 
don’t have that—so I have You. Please just give me the sense that 
You are with me.” And I really do feel that Baba does it. He either 
shows up in the subtle body, or I feel a sense of His presence, and 
just that He’ll always be here with me. I don’t know how it hap- 
pens, but somehow I just know that He is with me, no matter 
what. There is that feeling that every single minute of my life He’s 
there helping me figure out everything—what to wear, what color 
to dye my hair. I mean, it’s really been a very sweet time! So when 
you turn to Him, you get it in some form. Now I feel like it’s okay, 
and my relationship with Baba is even stronger. 

In the years since Bob passed away, I’ve come into a different 
place about the whole thing, because over the years it’s been such 
a rich time—a rich time with friends. I can spend time with people, 
I can talk on the phone for two hours, I can go anywhere I want. 
I’ve been to India a million times. It’s been so incredible. And now, 
no matter what happens, I have Baba in a way that is solid, and 
I’m not going to get thrown so much by whatever happens. I’m not 
saying that I’m there all the time, but I can get a feeling that, “Oh, 
I’m not so invested. Things aren’t such a big deal. I can love the 
ones around me, but I’m not expecting someone else to save my 
life.” If someone disappears tomorrow, I’ve already got this foun- 
dation, thank God. It’s incredible how Baba does it. 

I would never have imagined, through such a horrible thing as 
watching my husband have seizures and fall on the ground, and 
going through all that, that it would have led me to where I am 
now. I guess Baba just has to bring us to our knees, to a place 
where we just say, “Whatever.” 

I mean, I was once in a place where I thought Id just be living 
on the beach, starving, eating seaweed, and with no money—and 
no one would care about us or invite us anywhere; that was my 
deepest fear. Now I know the processes of being near the end of 
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life, and of going to the other side, are a rich part of our time here 
on earth. And Baba is there through the whole thing. 

When Kitty was dying, she would typically go through things 
for other people, but she was also kind of out of it. One day she 
said, “Go get the doctor right away.” 

So I said, “Okay, he’s coming,” and I said to myself, “We have 
to pretend that Bob’s the doctor.” I ran outside and said to Bob, 
“You ve got to be the doctor right now, so come in.” 

Then Kitty said to me, “Who will cut my tube? Come on, you 
can do it.” 

But I said, “No, we'll get the doctor.” So Bob came in and we 
had some little scissors, and we were pretending that we were giv- 
ing Kitty an operation.” 

Then she said, “I have to do this for her.” 

“Who?” I asked. 

She said, “I don’t know.” But it turned out that one of her 
caretakers was getting a fallopian tube operation at that moment! 

Finally Kitty said, “She’s okay now; she’s okay.” 

A couple of things like that happened. Another time some- 
body was getting divorced, and they were going into court. The 
night they were in court, she screamed and screamed: “Get it out 
of the courts, get it out of the courts.” Another time she said, “My 
appendix is bursting; call the doctor...and call Phyllis Green.” It 
was Phyllis’ appendix that was bursting! Kitty would do that kind 
of thing. Before we heard of the San Francisco fires, she said, 
“Baba lovers’ houses are burning; Baba lovers’ houses are burn- 
ing.” It was very interesting. And then she said: “Baba’s coming in 
three days to get me in a bright chariot. And I’m going to be very, 
very happy.” She held up a little pretend suitcase and said, “I’m all 
packed!” We just sat on the edge of the bed and said, “Okay, well, 
we'll just wait for Him then.” That was very sweet. That was three 
days before she passed away. 

Somehow Baba always seems to help us through difficult 
times. Jane Haynes would also always bring Baba to all the chal- 
lenges of life. Jane was taking care of so many of the administra- 
tive duties at the Center as Elizabeth and Kitty got older. Jane was 
wonderful. One time some people were being very verbally abusive 
to me. They really, really tortured me; I was flattened by the end of 
my interaction with them. When they left, I called Elizabeth, but 
Elizabeth and Kitty weren’t there, so Jane answered the phone. 
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And she really, really helped me a lot. As she was talking, I experi- 
enced my apartment filling with light as she filled my heart with 
her loving words. She was very nurturing and gave me hope again. 

And, Jane was a fighter. Like when Bob got sick, people would 
want to take over our jobs, but she would fight for us. She would 
fight with everything she had to keep you protected. She’s the one 
really responsible for keeping our jobs, because they would have 
been scooped up in a second. 

Jane was very trusting. She trusted the staff with a lot. For 
example, Bob and I were basically in charge of caring for Baba’s 
House. But she had that trust where she’d tell you to do this, and 
this is your job, and then she wouldn’t question it. Of course we 
did have to write out our list of what we did all day, so we’d have to 
sit and think, “Now, what did we do? How many cabins did we 
clean?” That part was kind of a drag, but she was just a friend-to- 
the-end kind of person. Sometimes people would say she had a 
difficult personality, because she could be very feisty and strong- 
willed, and she could be a little insensitive, where she would cor- 
rect you in an annoying way, but I owe a lot to her. One time she 
had a 104 degree fever and she drove three hours to Columbia to 
be with Bob when he was first sick. She sat up all night saying 
Baba’s name out loud when she was so ill...just for him. 

Jane directed the Center for about fifteen years, but she was 
too busy to keep in touch with everything that was happening, so 
that’s why we had to give her lists. She taught Malcolm and Lee to 
try to keep a handle on things. Sometimes she’d go in and check 
out the Center. I’d go to her with any fabric I had that I’d bought 
for having the couches reupholstered, which is part of my job. For 
example, I put together the reading room and library; I bought the 
couch, covered the chairs, got the cushions covered, and the rug 
was donated. So I’d show her what I’d buy, and she’d approve it. 
She was such a devoted person. 

I was sad when Jane resigned. There were political issues in 
the community and she decided that giving her resignation was 
best. One day before she left, I was sitting in the Lake Cabin, and I 
asked Baba if I could do anything about the situation, which was 
so painful to her. Just then I saw this figure in the bark of a tree— 
Jeff Wolverton and I both saw it—a figure of Baba holding a lamb 
in the tree, and it was the anniversary of the week Jane’s children 
had met Baba. That image of Baba with the lamb was one of Jane’s 
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favorites from the time she had first met Baba. So I ran and told 
her what we saw. 

Jane went to stay in the Lake Cabin for a week, right near the 
image in the tree of Baba holding the lamb. I felt Baba saying to 
me, “I will take care of this; it’s in My hands.” When Jane re- 
signed, she said to me, “You have to even give up serving Baba.” I 
didn’t know what she meant, but I’m starting to see it now that ’m 
getting older and maybe retiring someday. It’s an attachment too; 
it’s not Him. It’s just like Kitty having to give up being with Baba 
in India. It’s so difficult, but it really brings us closer to Him. 

In the meantime, Barbara Plews was cleaning cabins all 
through the ’70s, at least until 1975. When I first saw her and Mal- 
colm, I said to myself, “I want to work here with my husband 
someday.” I was really inspired. Then, Barbara was hired to be the 
administrator in 1995. 

I kept feeling for Barbara; she worked so hard. I said to her, “I 
really want to help you. Are you okay?” I felt a natural connection 
to her and the desire to take on some of her load. One evening we 
were sitting overlooking the ocean, and I remember the moon 
seemed to just jump out of the water. “Does the moon always come 
out of the water like that?” I asked her. I’d never seen it before. 

“Yeah,” she said softly. And then turned to me and said, 
“Janie, I want you to work with me in Dilruba.” I was so excited, 
because I love her to pieces. She’s the most wonderful person, and 
it just felt so good to be able to work in the offices in Dilruba. Bob 
and I had worked there, and often slept there, helping Kitty; it was 
such a cozy place to be. And Barbara’s the best person in the uni- 
verse to work for. She’s just really kind. You’d never feel she’d take 
advantage of you. She'll always just come in and ask, “Do you feel 
like doing this?” She’s very respectful, very supportive—just posi- 
tive reinforcement all the time. 

I worked in the office with her and Jenny, all together in that 
little office in the back that used to be Elizabeth’s bedroom. Then 
one day Barbara suggested that we should be using Kitty’s office. It 
had been used as the archive office for ten years—from 1991 until 
about 2000. It made sense for me to be there because the office is 
in the front, and I can also see when people come and go. 

I liked it too, because the telephone number is 8793; ’87 is 
when Bob first got rushed to the hospital, and ’93 is when he 
passed away. So I felt that was Baba’s little touch for me, because 
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it’s kind of like, even though I lost Bob, look at what Baba has 
given me! It has made up for so much...just the experience of 
working there, and the people—all the people I see. My life has 
taken off in a direction that is absolutely delightful. In fact, now 
I’m happily married to Bob Mossman, and that’s another gift from 
Baba. Bob is a real love, and he has also written two Baba books, 
Slave of Love and Divine Drama. 

There are so many other wonderful things I get to do on the 
Center as well. For example, sometimes I get to show people 
Baba’s House-like the four women from Persia who weren’t going 
to be here when His house was open. I took them in and gave them 
a little mini-tour of the front of the house, and then we went right 
to Baba’s bed. So that’s an incredible part of my job. 

People also tell us so many stories about seeing Baba. Several 
people told me they saw Baba sitting up on His bed, with His 
hands on people’s heads. I’ve heard that three or four times from 
different guests. Quite a few others have seen Him walking across 
the bridge. And He has appeared to a few people at the Guest 
House, as well as in the Cabin on the Hill. 

It’s also part of my job to help get ready for the Youth Sahavas 
program, which is held each summer. We start the Youth Sahavas 
application process in February, and the work on it really lasts 
through the summer, so it’s a nine-month process by the time we 
deal with the lost-and-found after they’ve left. 

I actually do a lot with the Youth Sahavas, including handling 
the applications, collecting the fees, and I check the kids in when 
they arrive. I select the cabins where each is staying, so it’s tricky 
to figure out who belongs with whom, which usually works out 
pretty well. For example, if the application says that they are shy, 
or reclusive, or very social, or love music, or “want to be near 
someone from my town,” I might put two musicians together, or 
two artists together, or two Asheville people together. Or, I might 
put someone who sees himself as an outcast with someone I know 
is really gregarious. I'll put someone who is developmentally per- 
haps a bit slower with someone who is kind and confident enough 
to look out for that person.* 

Often the kids talk to me about their problems, so I do inter- 
face with the families a lot. I get to talk to the parents, which is 
amazing, because it really seems to help them. For example, if the 
family goes bankrupt or there’s a divorce—things happen-I get to 
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get closer to the families through the Youth Sahavas kids. And 
then, of course, the kids themselves need that time to talk as well. 
And the number of attendees might go up or down for a little 
while, and when it goes down it’s a bit more manageable, but it 
will probably really escalate when Baba gets famous, when people 
know He’s Jesus. 

Two kids came to the Youth Sahavas, and they didn’t know 
why they were there. They said, “This is our parents’ place.” Then 
they went to the Lagoon Cabin, and when one went up to Baba’s 
chair, they both felt and saw Him. The two of them had the same 
experience where His hand was on their heads, and He appeared 
to them. They went running into the Meeting Place, so excited, 
saying, “We're here forever.” They ended up going for four years to 
the Sahavas. It was so beautiful. 

It’s true that I somewhat do Kitty’s role at times at the Center. 
I’m out every night, pretty much, and a lot of it’s with Center 
guests. Kitty did that quite a bit. She went out every day with 
somebody. She loved the world. She loved getting out and looking 
at, say, a new building, or a new restaurant. She was fascinated 
with every little new detail that happened. And that’s my life as 
well. That’s why I’m happy. I have so many people in my life con- 
stantly streaming in and out. That’s my way of connecting with the 
guests. I don’t really connect with them otherwise, except at the 
concerts, because Dilruba is a little removed from the center of the 
Center. So that’s a hard part for me. 

But then I'll do anything that helps Barbara through the year, 
like sending notes out to the Baba world, or sending flowers where 
they’re needed. I’ll talk to people coming in when she’s not avail- 
able. I keep the household of Dilruba going: I do all the laundry, 
make sure the teas are prepared and keep everything neat. I keep 
the recycling going, make sure the flowers are fresh, keep the 
physical things going, make sure the house is locked at night, and 
coordinate the volunteers. And there’s just this retreat atmosphere 
that I feel to protect—with my life! And there are all sorts of ideas 
for the future. Maybe someday we might have three-day retreats, 
such as for the local community, or for a particular group or focus. 

There are other things I do at the Center as well. I sing every 
other or every third Thursday for the evening Reading Room pro- 
gram, though that’s not really part of my job. Baba is still letting 
me do that after thirty-something years. I see the effects—every 
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time—of trying to give Baba’s love physically through music. Baba 
said something like, “Don’t sing to the gallery, don’t sing for the 
salary; sing to the Infinite God Within.” So I picture Baba inside 
people, and I see them get affected at the concerts. It’s a lovely 
feeling. It’s amazing. It’s a tangible Presence that I feel in the 
room, something that Baba does through the music. Sometimes I 
feel like the whole room is lifted up. Stuff happens like that. Or I 
just see the people’s response—I get transformed, and they get 
transformed. Baba has a way of doing something through art. I can 
be feeling so down on myself, and then I show up...and the music 
comes out, and something happens. It’s such an incredible gift 
from Baba! 

One time in ’94, right after Bob had died, I was at the Barn for 
the Amartithi celebration, singing the Gujarati Arti for the first 
time without accompaniment. It was really hard. Well, people 
sometimes say there are angels surrounding the Center, big angels 
with big arms; I’ve actually heard it from several people who see 
things like that. They also say there’s a white light from the trees 
that is almost blinding. I don’t see things like that, but I said to 
myself that if people say there are angels, then there must be. So I 
said, “Angels, could you accompany me, please, because I don’t 
have any accompaniment and I’m nervous and scared. 

Then I just got to a point in the song where I said, “Okay, 
thank you, Angels. Now all I need is You, Baba.” Later this woman 
who was sitting behind me—someone who is very psychic and sees 
things—said to me, “Jane, the most amazing thing happened! 
There was this whole circle of angels above where the rug is. They 
descended when you started singing, and Bob Brown was there 
too, playing guitar. And then, toward the end of the song, they as- 
cended, and it was just you and Baba!” It was so amazing, because 
I had just called to Baba. I mean, who can imagine, when you 
throw these things out, that the angels actually listen! And of 
course, so does Baba! 

I’ve also experienced that when I’ve given a concert in the 
Reading Room, because I sang a cappella for years. When I’m 
nervous I just ask, “Angels, can you help me?” And really, there’s 
so much accompaniment-—the cicadas everywhere, the rain, and 
then sometimes I also sense the overtones of instruments in the 
ethers helping out. I always think that when I feel alone, and then 
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I’m not alone. It’s real, isn’t it! Baba’s really here! He said He 
never leaves, and it’s true! 


*Editor’s note: 

I enrolled my fifteen-year-old niece, Jessica, in the Youth Sa- 
havas. My family had always tolerated my spiritual path, but had 
not been very interested. Yet my brother thought it would be a 
good thing for her. So they both came down from Connecticut and 
we brought her over to Jane’s office to register. 

Jessica was clearly nervous, not knowing what to expect. She 
sat very straight and mumbled answers to Jane’s questions politely 
and stiffly. We could all tell she just wasn’t relaxed. Then Jane 
reached into her desk and pulled out her make-up bag and started 
putting on make-up: eyeliner, mascara, etc. Well, make-up was 
Jessica’s thing! (And there’s no way Jane knew that.) Jane sat 
there looking in a little mirror and carefully applying the eyeliner 
as she asked Jessica about herself. Within seconds they were chat- 
tering away like old friends. I was amazed at the transformation 
that Jane had created by just being “one of the girls” with my 
niece! It was such a sweet thing, and so intuitive on Jane’s part. 

Jane later told me that Kitty had taught her about how to be 
with new people, whether they loved Baba or not. The trick was to 
talk about what they loved. “One time,” Jane explained, “Kitty 
talked to this guy about fishing for two hours—two hours!” 


FROM LIFE IN VIETNAM TO LIFE IN BABA 265 


16 Walter: From Life in Vietnam 
to Life in Baba 


Walter Witkowski was one of the many, during the late 
1960s, who was drafted during the Vietnam War, and who left 
the war zone questioning and seeking. On his second visit to the 
Meher Center, he stayed and has served at the Center ever since, 
from working on the grounds, to cleaning cabins, to announcing 
at the Friday night programs, to overnight caretaking, to prayer- 
fully raking the pathways. Walter is one of those whose depth of 
connection is evident in his kind and gentle smile and words that 
he shares with all. 


I have been here near the Meher Spiritual Center continu- 
ously since 1971. But I heard of Baba a little earlier, in 1970, down 
in Miami, Florida. 

I had recently completed four years in the Marines, deployed 
to Vietnam. After about a year and a half in domestic duty, I was 
sent to Da Nang and for the first time faced real combat. My unit 
was responsible for defending the DMZ, or “Demilitarized Zone” 
between North and South Vietnam, then eventually I was deployed 
to Khe Sanh between Cambodia and North and South Vietnam. 
This was during the Tet Offensive and our location was the hotspot 
of the war; we were under fire constantly. Many people died, and I 
also did get hit once when a nearby rocket exploded; shrapnel was 
lodged behind my ear and I was medevacked out, but returned to 
duty after a few weeks. My personal experience made me think for 
the first time in my life that each one of us could die at any minute, 
and I struggled with anger and wanting revenge when some of my 
closest companions, who were like brothers, were killed. 

Returning to the United States was very discouraging; the 
Stateside military mentality showed no understanding of what 
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combat had been like, and adjusting to my remaining year of serv- 
ice was debilitating. When I was finally out of the service, my 
search for truth seemed to begin as I began to attend school in 
1969. Someone named Carol brought Baba’s picture to class one 
day. She showed me this photograph, which was the 1925 picture 
of Baba called “The Ancient One.” She told me it was Meher Baba, 
who many throughout the world accepted as the new Christ, and 
God in human form. I was a bit stunned, although I did think Baba 
looked Christ-like, since he had long hair and a beard. But because 
I knew Carol fairly well, when she asked me if I would have any 
interest in attending a Baba meeting, I eventually decided to go. 

My brother and I attended a meeting, which was led at that 
time by Bill and Peggy Stevens. As I entered the meeting that 
night, I was amazed to see all of these pictures of Baba on the 
walls, incense burning, and people coming up in genuine sincerity 
to greet us. 

At one point, someone read Meher Baba’s “Universal Mes- 
sage,” and in that message there was a passage that stuck in my 
mind. It was “What had to happen has happened, and what has to 
happen will happen. There was and is no way out except through 
My coming in your midst. I had to come and I have come; I am the 
Ancient One.” The words had an immediate, strong impact on me, 
and as they did, I think of that moment as His clarion call within 
me. I asked myself, “Is it possible that this person could proclaim 
this and it would be true?” It was something that passed quickly in 
my mind, because I was listening to the rest of the message. 

Then, sometime later, as the meeting was coming to a close, 
there were songs being sung, and I remember that what struck me 
was that all these songs were dedicated to Baba, and these were 
devotional songs. Listening to them, I recognized for the first time 
that these individuals were worshiping Meher Baba, and feeling 
this strong connection to Him. But it disturbed me in some way as 
the old passage I was taught in Sunday school came to my mind: 
“Thou shall not have any false gods before me.” As that thought 
came to me, it jolted my consciousness back to the moment, so I 
started to silently repeat Jesus’ name, and the more I repeated Je- 
sus’ name, the calmer I felt. 

After the meeting ended people came up to us to say so long, 
and they embraced us. I had never been embraced like that before, 
particularly by men. It had been a big thing not to hug people 
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when I was growing up in my neighborhood, in Chester, Pennsyl- 
vania, not to mention the military. You might salute, or shake 
hands at the most, so this embracing kind of left me a little 
shaken. But I did realize that it was all done out of love. 

Back in school, Carol asked me how the meeting was. “Oh, 
interesting....” I answered. So Carol said, “You know, I’d like to 
give you this book about Meher Baba—about His life and some of 
the things that He said.” The book was called The Advancing 
Stream of Life, which had discourses about several of the things 
Baba talked about, including reincarnation, religion, and life. I de- 
cided to take that book down to Coconut Grove Park, where people 
would gather, and to read it there. 

At that time, there was this whole new movement going on in 
the country, which hadn’t been apparent before I went to Vietnam 
in 1967. The movement had to do with demonstrations against the 
war along with a new drug culture that was emerging. Men were 
growing their hair long, and growing beards; women wore long 
dresses—and it was all strange to me. But as I was sitting there in 
the park reading this book, I was reading about things that were 
really starting to make sense—especially how past lives move you 
forward into this life, that you had to be rich, to be poor, to be 
black, to be white, to be born in different situations—in order to 
evolve closer to Truth. 

As I sat there reading Baba’s words, there were these two fel- 
lows playing Frisbee right in front of me. They were very interest- 
ing characters, with long hair and all dressed in white. They had a 
certain beauty to them, especially for men. Then one fell down, 
and the other ran up to him and placed his hand over the injured 
area, repeating certain words I didn’t understand. “Boy, this seems 
awfully strange,” I thought. Yet I couldn’t get the image out of my 
head. I realized from their clothes and their behavior that they had 
contact with some Eastern master. Perhaps from the juxtaposition 
of what I was reading and what I was seeing in them, I thought for 
the first time, “Well, maybe there are people out there searching 
for Truth, more than a search for understanding.” I had never 
connected before that there might be a spiritual awakening that 
could happen, and that it would be on a deeper level. 

I went back to school, but now Baba’s seed had been planted 
in my consciousness. Was it possible that this man, Meher Baba, 
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could be who he says he is? The more I thought about that, the 
more I wanted to think about it; I couldn’t get him out of my mind. 

Then I was invited to another Baba meeting, and it was like a 
family gathering. People were very nice, and that’s when I started 
to connect personally with a number of Baba lovers. At the meet- 
ing I was told about the Meher Spiritual Center, and that if I 
wanted to find out more about Meher Baba, this would be the 
place to go. I went back to school, but now I was starting to catch 
fire inside. And I thought, “So Baba’s no longer here, but some of 
his intimate disciples are here—they are like Christ’s apostles, and 
they are living! And, so is His beloved Mehera, who had the same 
station to Christ as Mary did!” 

Now [ had to find out. I didn’t have any money, so I decided to 
hitchhike up to Myrtle Beach. I needed a clear direction in my life. 
I had thought school was going to take care of it, but it certainly 
wasn't. It was now the spring of 1970. 

I left Miami, and when I got to the Center gate, there was a 
sign that said not to enter, so I went to a neighbor’s house and 
used their phone to call. I probably really scared the lady, as by 
now I had long hair and a long beard and I’d been on the road a 
few days. Kitty Davey answered on the other end. She was welcom- 
ing and enthusiastic, particularly because she knew I’d come from 
Bill and Peggy’s group, and she sent someone down immediately 
to pick me up. I was taken right over to see her. She was so ener- 
getic—really remarkable! She introduced me to Elizabeth, who was 
just then walking through the house. Elizabeth seemed to be a re- 
fined older lady, while Kitty seemed to be the one orchestrating 
the guests. 

I remember going into Kitty’s office and looking around as I 
entered; on the right corner there was a bookcase with different 
Baba books. Kitty sat there like an administrator, but her enthusi- 
asm continued to capture my attention. She was always smiling, 
and at the same time she would go right to the point. She wanted 
to know if I had a real interest in Meher Baba, and if I did, was I 
still interested in my former religion? I think what she liked most 
about me was that, though I was shy, I was honest and candid. But 
also I had been in the military, and she thought that was a good 
basis for me. Even though by this time I also looked like a hippie, I 
wasn’t someone who was out there in the world taking drugs. So I 
think she saw that there was some sincerity in me. 
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Then Kitty put me in her golf cart and drove me to the Studio 
Cabin. It was all new and fresh in my eyes. I was trying to take it 
all in, but I was also feeling reserved. What took place over the 
next six days during my stay was that I noticed that wherever I 
went on the Center, there was this peaceful feeling, and that it had 
a very nice atmosphere, especially with the Lake and the breeze. I 
would find myself going into the Lagoon Cabin whenever I could, 
and I would look at the chair where Baba had sat, which was roped 
off, and at the pictures of Him on the walls. I thought about the 
fact that this was where He sat, and that people would come and 
give their devotion and obeisance to Him. I would sit in there, feel- 
ing the Presence and peacefulness that touched me deeply. And I 
would also go other places, especially the Barn. 

In the kitchen there was often a small group, and there always 
seemed to be a lively conversation about Baba this and Baba that. 
There was all of this talk about Baba, and it was just too much for 
me. One of the reasons I was conscious of Baba’s name being said 
so much was that I had not yet accepted Him. I was searching; I 
had come because I felt that I wanted to know if He was who He 
said He was. And having that time there gave me the opportunity 
to think further about it. At least I knew I felt at peace there. But at 
the same time, being around His lovers who had already accepted 
Him, at that point wasn’t as beneficial for me—at least it didn’t 
seem that way at that time—because I was feeling that I didn’t want 
to be influenced by them. If Baba was who He said He was, and I 
was sincere in my search for Him, then He would let me know. 
And if He wasn’t, then He was probably a beautiful reflection of 
those who loved Him. 

So I went to Kitty and bought some more books. I felt I 
needed to know more about His life, and that maybe that would 
help me. Then I went to the Lagoon Cabin, and I just had this can- 
did conversation with Him: “If You are who You say You are, and 
I’m sincere in my search for You, then reveal Yourself. Please let 
me know that.” And that is how I departed the Center. 

I had no idea where I was going at that point; I was just on 
this life journey. I didn’t even know where I was going to go next. 
First I went to visit my brother in New Jersey. After that I visited 
an old friend from the military who lived in Greenwich Village, 
and he was involved in political things—veterans against the Viet- 
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nam war-—but his life was in a different direction and he had no 
interest in my spiritual search. 

And this is how Baba helped me even then: I was completely 
broke at this point, and feeling that I was stuck in New York. I was 
walking, on my way to a church where Swami Muktananda, a yogi, 
was going to give a talk. Just then I saw, blowing across the street, 
a few hundred-dollar bills. I was amazed, because I now had the 
wherewithal to leave. The talk by Muktananda made me aware 
that, though I was interested in Meher Baba, there was a whole 
world of seekers of the truth out there. I took all of this as a sign 
and it was time to head out, so I started hitchhiking. 

In my travels that followed, I was introduced to a number of 
different serious seekers and spiritual paths, but I eventually 
ended up in Cambridge in the fall of 1970, and I got a job as a 
longshoreman. The woman from whom I was renting knew about 
Baba, so I ended up going to another Baba meeting. It was there 
that I was drawn back to Baba. That meeting in Cambridge made it 
clear that this journey I’'d been on-out there searching through 
other paths—was ultimately leading me home to Baba. His lovers 
gave me the most comfort, and I reconnected with Tom Fortson 
whom I’d met in Miami. Tom invited me over to his apartment 
and we'd spend hours on end talking. He would catch me up on 
the news of the Miami Baba family...and he gave me more books. 

I poured over The Wayfarers and I spread the map out in 
front of me, following it inch by inch, feeling like I was on the 
journey with Baba. I put myself there—I could just imagine all of it. 
Through that process, Baba just really touched my heart, and 
made me feel His love, and made me feel something so special that 
I then concluded that He might indeed be the Christ, though I still 
wasn’t sure. However, at once I felt drawn to Him and I felt for the 
first time that I could accept Him. Now I had an interest in going 
back to Myrtle Beach. 

When I departed from Cambridge, in June of 1971, I was 
heading back toward Miami, thinking that I would return to 
school. I wasn’t sure, but I thought I’d at least stop at the Center 
for a visit on the way. However, when I arrived, I met with Jane 
Haynes, who had organized a summer program for the underprivi- 
leged youth and kids in a nearby community. I didn’t have much 
money, but I wanted to do something for Baba. I was fresh and 
young, and at this point I felt, “I don’t know if He is who He says 


FROM LIFE IN VIETNAM TO LIFE IN BABA 271 


He is, but I feel like I can accept the possibility that He could be, so 
now I want to find something to do for Him.” And I knew service 
work was what it was. So when I linked up with Jane, she helped 
me to work in the community. 

During that summer I got to know Barbara Plews and Mal- 
colm Clay, who had become staff members the previous fall and 
were by this time working full time at the Center. I started out vol- 
unteering, helping around the Center wherever I could. After the 
summer program in the community ended, Elizabeth and Jane 
were going away, so Kitty asked Barbara and Malcolm if they 
needed some help, and if they thought Walter might work out. I 
had already worked very closely with them, and we were involved 
not only at the Center, but in the community work as well; we had 
been teaching swimming to children at the air base. So, at this 
point, they were my closest friends, and since I would always help 
them, they loved the idea, and my volunteer duties expanded. 

When I heard this from Malcolm and Barbara, I thought, well, 
I can’t leave now! What a great privilege to be able to stay and help 
work at the Center. So Kitty decided I should stay and wait for 
Elizabeth and Jane to return, and when they did, I was told that 
Elizabeth wanted to meet with me. I knew she probably wanted to 
meet with me about the Center, but I couldn’t afford to just be at 
the Center without being paid. I’d had some money from my long- 
shoreman work up in Boston, but that fund was gone and I was 
living on borrowed money by that time. The Center had been al- 
lowing me to stay without charge while I was volunteering—even 
though the fees back then were only three dollars a day. But every 
penny counted. 

Elizabeth met with me down at Pine Lodge, and she said to 
me, “If you get any direction from me or from Kitty, whatever the 
last direction was, follow through on that one.” She was speaking 
to me somewhat, I felt, as Baba might have spoken to them about 
orders, and I didn’t quite grasp what she was saying. 

But she did say, “Now, I understand that you might want to 
work here. Do you want to?” 

“Oh, yes, Elizabeth, I would like to.” 

“All right; if you do, this is what I feel like you would maybe 
do: Could you come in and spend time with Frank Eaton in the 
mornings, and then help Barbara and Malcolm in the afternoons, 
because they’re doing the cleaning work. Can you do that?” 
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“Yes, Elizabeth, whatever you would like for me to do.” I was 
thrilled. 

“Well, then, can you start now?” 

And I said, “Yes, Elizabeth; I can start whenever you want me 
to start.” There was never any discussion about money, but we 
were all paid whatever the minimum wage was at the time. 

I started coming in, and Frank and I would drive around to- 
gether in the truck. He was responsible for all of the work outside, 
including the roads, and he was also the Center handyman and the 
first caretaker. 

By this time my connection with Baba was already deeply 
seated from the meetings with Tom Fortson up in the Boston area. 
So when I returned to the Center, I was very anxious to know more 
stories about Baba and His life, and about those who were with 
Him. Being with Frank was the best of both worlds for me. Baba 
had brought me to the Center, and here I could work with one of 
His intimate lovers who had met Him, and who had spent time in 
India. Frank had been there in the 1954 Sahavas called the “Three 
Incredible Weeks.” I am sure Frank Eaton’s link with Baba, like 
many of those early ones who were with Him, goes back for many 
lifetimes because of his deep, close connection, and how he was 
drawn to Him. Back in the ’40s, he knew that Baba was coming to 
America, and along with several others who were invited to assist 
in creating the new Center, he came down from New York to help 
out. In the beginning Frank would do volunteer work, and later he 
was hired. I was so glad I got to know him, because he retired after 
that first year I was here. 

When I think about Frank, what comes to mind was that he 
was just a good companion. With some Baba lovers, there would 
be times that I would struggle with my ego, and I would feel “less 
than” some of them. But I never felt that way with Frank. He was 
just a buddy! I know that he had this connection with Baba, but I 
always felt I could talk freely with him, and I would always pump 
him for Baba stories, although it wouldn’t be very easy to get sto- 
ries out of him. 

He told me that before I came, he would sneak off to the other 
side of the Center and take naps underneath the trees. The hardest 
thing throughout his workday was giving Elizabeth a call. It was 
sort of a cat and mouse game for him. Frank felt that Elizabeth 
was always after him, and after I was there for a while, I got that 
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feeling that she indeed was, but it was probably for good reason, 
too, because Frank was often trying to avoid her and run off and 
do other things. 

One time we were over by Baba’s house picking up bushes, 
and it was a hot summer day. After we emptied all the bushes out 
of the truck, Frank said, “Let’s do this: Do you want to get a soda 
pop? We can go down to a little store and get a soda.” So we got in 
the truck and took off down to Watson’s corner grocery store. 

As soon as we got inside the door of the store and had popped 
open a couple of cold Cokes, would you believe that Elizabeth was 
just then coming up on Highway 17! She noticed the truck right 
there—so she pulled up close in a way that she could look right into 
the window of the store. Frank stamped his foot and said, “Damn, 
there she is again! I can’t go anywhere without her seeing me!” 
And he stormed off to the back of the store. I didn’t know what to 
do. Elizabeth was looking right in, so I couldn’t avoid going out! 

So I went out to see Elizabeth. She rolled her window down 
and was just starting to ask me what was going on. Just as I 
started to engage in this conversation, Frank came racing out and 
said, “Miss Patterson, it had nothing to do with Walter. I asked 
him if we could come down and have a soda pop. I don’t think 
there’s anything wrong with it; it’s right in the middle of the sum- 
mer, and it’s hot out, and we just finished moving these bushes....” 

“Well, Frank, you know you could have always come over to 
the house. And you know I could have gotten you something right 
out of the refrigerator.” 

“But, that’s not the same thing as just coming out and having 
a little break...and going right back...” 

“Well, Frank, you should let me know...” and all of a sudden 
they were engaged, going back and forth, so I slipped away to let 
them have their conversation, because it was getting a little 
heated. So I remember that, and that was somewhat how they 
were. 

Frank stayed at the little Caretaker’s Cabin, but he also had a 
family—Irene and the three children. Frank would work all day, go 
home for dinner, then come back at night. He said he would go to 
bed with his wife and the kids, and once they went off to sleep, he 
would leave for the Center, because he had to be back on duty by 
10:00 pm. He would spend the night, and after that he would go 
back down and have breakfast with them, and then come back up. 
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And he was a hard worker; he had boundless energy. No wonder 
he needed a nap once in a while! 

There weren’t that many people on the Center at that time. 
Part of Frank’s job was keeping people out—people who would 
hunt, or wander onto the Center—and of course making sure there 
weren’t any fires. And he had to call Elizabeth twice a day—in the 
morning, before work started, and then after he came back from 
his lunch break. He would check in with Elizabeth, and he would 
be expected to go through a list of things he would be doing for the 
day. Elizabeth would go through item by item what he was going 
to do. Then after lunch he would have to go through the same pro- 
cedures—“Well, what did you get done this morning, Frank? And 
now, this afternoon....” 

This was so frustrating for him; he felt like a kid in a man’s 
body. He was a great guy, and really very loving and concerned 
about everything, but the hardest part of his whole job was speak- 
ing to Elizabeth. She never gave Frank much freedom. But it was a 
two-way street, and I think sometimes he took advantage of it. So I 
think that story kind of illustrates how it was for each of them, but 
at the same time, how it is for all of us working with others some- 
times, especially keeping in mind our desire to please Baba. 

But Frank did work hard; he was busy all the time, and he was 
in his sixties when I met him. I thought he was an old man back 
then. He would work up a big sweat doing the same thing I was 
doing. He would run all around the Center just like the caretakers 
today—and they’re up in their sixties now, too. Frank had the en- 
tire maintenance and upkeep of the grounds, as well as night 
watchman, with little pay, and small children, so living constantly 
there in the evening and going back and forth was hard for him. 

When we talked about Baba, I would have to pump stories out 
of him. But he rarely talked personally about his experience and 
his relationship with Baba. That was between him and Baba, and I 
couldn’t get him to say much about it. The stories I could get from 
him were about others. He told me that when they first came down 
to the Center, before it was built up, Norina would have them go 
around the land to different places throughout the woods and 
shout Baba’s name. They did things like this that seemed unusual 
to me. He talked a little about Norina. She had that ability when 
she talked about Baba to be able to get into this transformed state. 
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And Frank was very drawn to that state, too. He used to read 
books by the psychic Elizabeth Montgomery and he would show 
them to me. I had no interest in them myself, but I was curious to 
know about his interest in it. So he lived in that occult life in some 
ways, and he would pick up these powerful feelings from certain 
people who came on the Center. There was one woman, a Sufi, 
named Mahdah Love, and Frank could feel her love for God and it 
had a very positive effect on him. 

I think most of my own experiences of Baba on the Center 
have really been feeling His love through the other lovers who 
came. As the years went by, I would work very hard, and I would 
relish my work there, though it would wear me out, particularly in 
the summer. Then all of a sudden, people would arrive, and they 
would treat me as more than a worker, as someone special because 
I was working there at the Center. And I would feel this tremen- 
dous love coming from them. 

I think one thing Baba did give me over the years, and in par- 
ticular in those early years, was more self-confidence in myself and 
more ability to feel worthy in who I was. I had always felt inferior 
both from an educational side, and because I was very quiet. I had 
never felt freedom just to speak out. 

But I gradually found that my niche, as Baba unfolded my life 
for me, was talking about Him, because I could feel His love 
through His lovers, and I also could feel an eagerness from them 
to know more about Him, particularly when they were coming for 
the first time. In my early days at the Center, I would go to the 
older ones in the same way, because I wanted to know more about 
Baba. Then I started to find myself in a reverse role after a short 
time, because there were new people coming, and they wanted to 
know more about Him. Not that I knew a lot, but I knew some 
things that maybe they didn’t know. It wasn’t long before my ac- 
ceptance of Baba settled into me, where this conviction of Him was 
growing. And that was something I felt I could also share. 

I remember during this early period something that Elizabeth 
said to me, but Kitty encouraged me also, and that was to talk to 
the different guests and that it was important to do that. Elizabeth 
said, “This is part of the work we have here. It’s not just cleaning 
the cabins, but you should really talk with them, and make them 
feel comfortable.” Elizabeth was always so tuned in to the guests 
that if they needed anything, she wanted me to let her know. I re- 


276 WAVES AND WAVES OF LOVE 


member her saying to me, “All the work that goes on at the Center 
is very important, but the most important thing is His lovers—the 
people who come. Certain outside work can wait, but if someone 
needs something, we need to attend to it. Any illness at all, we 
want to know about right away.” 

Elizabeth also said to us that someone who is new to the Cen- 
ter may be new to us here, but that Baba’s love for them could not 
possibly be new. We have no idea of the connection, probably life- 
times of connections that He has with them. I think in her kind 
wisdom she somehow let us see that, because we were working at 
the Center, it didn’t make us any different just because we heard of 
Baba before someone else in this lifetime. So I became very sensi- 
tive to that love. 

Their door was open constantly. Because we were with the 
guests throughout the day, we were the direct communication all 
the time with Dilruba—with Kitty regarding the guests, and with 
Elizabeth every morning about the functioning of the Center. They 
wanted us to always keep them aware of any needs the guests had. 
And Kitty would always give us messages to give to the guests in- 
viting this one or that one to come see her. 

When Frank was here, I didn’t have to go over to Dilruba, be- 
cause I always took my directions from Frank, but Elizabeth 
granted Kitty her request to utilize me for some of her pet projects. 
One of those projects was pulling down all the vines and Spanish 
moss from the different trees around the Center, and also gather- 
ing all the dead wood. Kitty would come over with her gloves on, 
clippers in hand, and together she and I would pull down the 
vines. I often worried that she might fall down, because she was in 
her late seventies to early eighties at that point. But together we 
would create these piles and pick them up and move them out, and 
it was a delight and great privilege to work with her. 

Sometimes Kitty would take quite a bit of my time, and Eliza- 
beth would understand. In fact, one time that year Elizabeth said 
to Kitty, “It seems we hired Walter more for Kitty’s special pro- 
jects.” I literally spent several months with her during that first 
year, making these “Kitty piles,” making vistas so guests could see 
the lake, and creating pull-offs so cars could pass each other on the 
Center roads, all of which she’d been wanting to do for years. As 
the Center was getting busier, there was more and more need to do 
things to the roads for the guests. 
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Sometime after Frank left, Elizabeth hired Lee McBride, who 
was the new “outside person,” that is, one who cared for the 
grounds. He could also do the carpentry work, which eventually 
became his primary responsibility. In those days, each of us Center 
workers would go over in the morning and stand in the hallway in 
Dilruba to review our plans for the day with Elizabeth. Because 
Elizabeth was a woman, Barbara Plews was the only one allowed 
to go into her room, which was straight ahead of the door when 
you entered Dilruba. Elizabeth would be sitting on her bed, which 
was kind of her office. We would all line up outside her door, one 
after the other, and that’s where we would check in, just like Frank 
had checked in over the telephone. But it wasn’t as hard for us, 
because we were new to Baba and we appreciated that Elizabeth’s 
authority for the Center came from Baba, and thus we were happy 
to do whatever we could. 

Kitty would take care of Elizabeth, serve breakfast, and do 
things at the house every morning; those were her chores. Eliza- 
beth worked in the evenings, and in the mornings, she would go 
through our paperwork. Many times she would take pots and pans 
in from the Center and clean them. Kitty would try to get Elizabeth 
not to do so much physical work, but she was very insistent; she 
wanted to do it. She wanted to make sure everything was just right 
in the cabins. She was totally focused on the cabins, more so than 
Kitty. From what I could see, there were these two roles. 

Like Elizabeth, Kitty wanted to make sure that the guests were 
comfortable, but she also wanted to know if there was some area 
in their lives in which she could help them-—like a therapist. And 
she was very intuitive. Sometimes people would go over to the of- 
fice and she would ask them a question, which would be just what 
was on their minds. So they felt comfortable with her, and she was 
like a friend in that way. Elizabeth ran the Center from behind the 
scenes, and was totally involved in the practicality of keeping the 
Center going, including the bills and seeing to the guests’ physical 
comfort, as Baba always did. 

Baba’s lovers would, in many ways, bring Baba’s fresh dispen- 
sation of love each time that they came to visit. One couldn’t help 
but feel the love from the guests, particularly new lovers coming 
for the first time—and it was contagious. It was such a joy to feel 
and witness that, and of course you wanted to do all you could to 
make their stay as comfortable as possible, and to be available as 
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best you could. I found myself very much in that role, which Kitty 
encouraged. Sometimes I felt like maybe I was taking away from 
some of the work there at the Center, so to compensate for it I 
would stay late. Then, because I was always staying later, I’d have 
to rush home to get to Laura Delavigne’s house before dinner, be- 
cause I didn’t want her to have to hold dinner. 

During the period I was volunteering at the Center, I mostly 
stayed in the Lookout Cabin, but once they hired me I couldn't live 
on the Center anymore. Malcolm and Barbara offered me a place 
to stay where they lived at Adele Wolkin’s house. Malcolm’s sister, 
Mary, was also living there before she met Lee, and they were later 
married. However, Kitty always seemed to be thinking about each 
person’s situation, and she had already approached Laura Delavi- 
gne on my behalf. So, Kitty arranged for me to live at Laura’s, and 
that way I could walk onto the Center; there wasn’t even a need for 
a car back then. 

Laura had a close connection to the Center in those early days. 
She was on the board of directors, and she was also very close to 
Elizabeth and Kitty. Baba had actually called her “My neighbor.” 
She played an important role for the early lovers who were inter- 
ested in Sufism, but also for Baba lovers in general. She was very 
fond of entertaining people, and so gracious in sharing her stories 
of Baba. I compared it in a way to Meherabad and Meherazad: we 
used to say that, for pilgrims, Meherabad was where Baba’s work 
was, and life was a little harder out there, whereas at Meherazad 
people could relax and visit. In the same way, people could feel a 
little more freedom in coming to Laura’s house to visit, and really 
to just have a friend to talk with. Thus, in some ways she fulfilled 
this role of having a home where people could visit apart from the 
Center, and it was still so full of Baba. And she would serve these 
great treats that she made. That’s how life was for me during those 
early years. 

After I got to know Laura, I very quickly discovered that peo- 
ple wanted to meet someone who had a close connection with 
Baba besides Kitty and Elizabeth. Elizabeth was rarely available 
for the Center guests. If someone made a point of it they could get 
to visit her, but everyone knew that she founded the Center. The 
only people who actually got to spend time with Elizabeth were 
those older people who might have been professional, and who 
were more interested in that whole administrative aspect of the 
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Center. The young people who came just wanted to feel and be 
with Baba. And of course they had a treasure trove of that with 
Kitty, but Kitty wasn’t always available to them. So Laura became 
another treasure to be discovered near the Center. When that be- 
came known, people would want to come over as often as they 
could, and I would help to coordinate that. 

Every Sunday, we would have a gathering and go down to 
Morrison’s Cafeteria. Laura was the same age as Elizabeth, 
younger than Kitty, but still pretty old. Yet she’d stand and wait in 
line with everyone, then we'd go in, and we'd have nice chats about 
Baba. Sometimes we'd have all the Center guests together over at 
Morrison’s. So for me, those early years were a very rich period. I 
couldn’t get enough of the Center, and having the home over at 
Laura’s was such a joy. Although the work was hard, it was a won- 
derful period of time for me. And changes to the Center only 
started occurring as more and more people started to come. 

Another resource for the wave of young people that was now 
starting to arrive at the Center were Lyn and Phyllis Ott, and I 
wanted to know them more. They were the only family that Baba 
had allowed to live on the Center other than the Haynes family. 
Lyn and Phyllis were not involved in the administration of the 
Center, so I didn’t really have a working relationship established 
with them. And they were still raising young children at the time; 
Leslie and Chris were still kids. But I was very fond of both Lyn 
and Phyllis, and would go over to their house from time to time. 

I would often think how privileged they were, but at the same 
time, I know it wasn’t always easy for them. Yet I always felt that 
their lives had to be special, because Baba had brought them here. 
This is where I began to realize that those who are closest to Baba 
don’t have easy lives. Maybe even, the closer you are to Baba, the 
more difficult the life is. I don’t know that, but there certainly 
seems to be some truth to it. But it does seem that the more de- 
termined you are to be His, the more He strips away the things of 
the world that keep us from Him. He doesn’t spare anyone and 
certainly the Otts were not spared in their own personal relation- 
ship. I think they may have felt, like Frank, that they were always 
under Elizabeth’s thumb. 

While there wasn’t that administrative role for them, there 
was certainly a unique role that Baba had given them, and that was 
entertaining Center guests, and particularly, the link that came 
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about with Lyn’s great work in his paintings, which Baba had 
gifted to him. It was so meaningful for all the guests and staff to be 
able to go over there and sit with them and chat, and see the paint- 
ings. It was unbelievable how he was able to carry this work on 
and be almost completely blind. He would wear what appeared to 
me as a welder’s helmet with this magnifying glass on it to see the 
canvas. He wasn’t as concerned about the rest of the painting, but 
with the eyes and the face. He wanted to make sure they were por- 
trayed as he had recalled from when he met Meher Baba. It was 
with great concentration that he had to create those paintings for 
several years until his eyesight was completely gone. And Phyllis, 
until later years, sacrificed her own great skill as an artist to play 
the role of the mother, supporter, entertainer and server. As Lyn 
became less and less able to complete paintings, Phyllis would fin- 
ish them for him, until it became a joint effort. She was always 
there; Lyn seemed to take the lead role of talking about Baba, but 
not always. They would both share wonderful stories about Baba. 

I lived in Laura’s house with Ralph Jackson, Jim Meyer, Bob 
Brown and some of the other young men who came to work on the 
Center-—I was part of “Laura’s boys” as she called us. Then Laura 
passed away just after the first of the year in 1979. Up until that 
point I was a full-time worker at the Center and was very engaged 
and involved with the Center guests and the work that took place. 
But then things began to change a little for me, because it seemed 
to me that Baba had sent Kim into my life. I started to get to know 
her through our association with the Community Volunteer Serv- 
ice, or CVS, work. 

CVS was established by both Elizabeth Patterson and Jane 
Haynes for the betterment of the disadvantaged communities in 
Myrtle Beach. Jane established something she called the “Get Well 
Clinic” with some volunteer doctors and transportation provided 
for people who needed medical care. This had grown out of a high 
school youth council that had taken on the service of supporting 
some self-improvements in the community by building a baseball 
field down off of Tenth Avenue. That original interest was taken up 
by a few of the young people from the black community as well as 
a few young Baba lovers, including Charles and Wendy Haynes, 
and Louise Garrison. Then the youth council’s parents got in- 
volved, and they were the ones who formulated Community Vol- 
unteer Services, or CVS. 
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Jane Haynes organized the entire CVS summer youth pro- 
gram, and that was how I got involved. I maintained that connec- 
tion with the community up until 1979, which included working 
with the summer camps, going out to the Air Force Base to teach 
swimming, going up to the mountains camping, and doing all sorts 
of activities with those communities. At one point I was on their 
board, and later was president. Part of the link that Baba gave us 
was—and still is—the privilege of working in the community of the 
disadvantaged families. 

One of the ways that work was expressed for many years was 
through the Happy Club, where children from the community 
would come for a Saturday and spend the day in the beautiful and 
loving environment of the Center. And even though Happy Club 
ended with Jane’s passing, the love that is shared within that 
community is tremendous. I still go down there from time to time, 
and many who were then the children we called “Happy Clubites” 
still come up to greet me now. When they were young, you could 
just see their whole lives sparkle and light up because they would 
feel Baba’s love—that’s how I feel about it. And boy, we had such a 
good time with something as simple as those peanut butter and 
jelly sandwiches! 

To this day, the Center continues to host groups of children 
coming from the nearby communities. And I feel there is a chapter 
yet to be written, that Baba has been very closely bringing and 
nurturing that community in His love. I think we’re going to have 
a tremendous number of lovers from the community in Myrtle 
Beach here in the future. 

But at one point, while I was working with CVS, Kim came on 
as treasurer. Kim was a Baba lover from Kentucky. She had just 
moved here, and she was a teacher in the community. There 
wasn’t initially any romantic attraction, but it grew after she came 
on the board. Then, after Laura Delavigne passed away, Kim 
started to become a more important part of my life. 

In some ways it felt like a distraction from my work at that 
time, as well as my life with Baba that was unfolding at the Center. 
As the days went by I felt a deep conflict within myself regarding 
where to go from that point: Could I continue with the same inten- 
sity of work that I had at the Center while trying to keep a relation- 
ship going? Do I want it? Does Baba want it? And I had to face the 
real possibility that it could mean I would have to stop working at 
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the Center; it was too confusing for me. It may have been Jane 
who suggested this, but I finally took it to Baba in the Lagoon 
Cabin-to ask Him if I should marry or not marry. 

Within the next day or two, I got a letter from Mani. I was a 
“Trustwalla” back then, coordinating the funds going to the Trust 
in India. I would regularly send donations over, and Mani would 
always reply. So I got this letter from Mani. She had heard about 
my relationship with Kim, and she also knew I was in conflict 
about it. I’m not sure how she knew everything, but in any event, 
she wanted me to feel that Baba was with me and that everything 
would be alright. She said, “It would be wonderful if you decided 
you wanted to be married,” something like that. It seemed to be 
some indication from Baba to me that it would be okay. 

Once that became known to me, I realized that at some point I 
might not be able to stay on as a full-time worker at the Center. 
But I did stay on for the next year as a part time worker. Then, as 
time went by, I started to get more involved with my real estate 
work outside the Center. So I just naturally came to the conclusion 
that I either had to work with the Center or work with real estate; I 
couldn’t do both. I realized that married life required more worldly 
responsibilities of trying to get a house, and maybe at some future 
point having children, and that I should pursue the work in the 
world. So I left working at the Center around the summer of 1981. 

It was a great source of conflict for me. I had asked Baba when 
I first came to Him if he would send someone into my life. I 
wanted to have this deep personal relationship with Him, but I felt 
it might be important for me to have a personal relationship with a 
human in this lifetime as well, and I had not ever had that. So 
when Kim came along, it threw me off guard and rearranged my 
life with Baba. Trying to reconcile this through those beginning 
years of marriage was a real struggle. Now I had additional re- 
sponsibilities, yet I felt they were what Baba wanted for me. 

For a while we were trying to have a child, and when we 
weren't able to, the search began to adopt. We began in Russia, 
then China, but eventually we found our Zoe in a village in Hyder- 
abad through an agency recommended by Pamela Stone. There 
were many adventures and obstacles, but it was clear that Baba’s 
hand was in the entire experience. We were able to take Zoe di- 
rectly from Hyderabad to Meherabad, and thus bring her right 
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away to Baba’s Samadhi and offer our new daughter to our Be- 
loved. And thus Zoe became the joy of our lives. 

Eventually I did volunteer again at the Center, and continue to 
do so to this day. I really felt this was where my roots were, and I 
felt it was where Baba wanted me to be. Ultimately, He somehow 
helped me to integrate the two by living a married life and working 
part time at the Center. 

During the first ten years I had been working at the Center, I 
was very involved with introducing the Friday night Center pro- 
grams, which had been launched by Kitty. And Marshall was al- 
ways involved with the Saturday night programs as far back as I 
remember. I would always coordinate with Kitty what slides to 
show, and we would go over the readings for the evening. She 
would be intimately involved in creating the programs and what 
was being proposed. She also always wanted to include Center 
guests for music and for readings, and she would make sugges- 
tions at various times. So I ended up, throughout the week, con- 
tacting different people to pull the program together. After I 
stopped working on the Center, I continued to coordinate the Fri- 
day night programs for a while, but as time went by it was harder 
and harder because I was no longer there on the Center, and I 
wasn’t able to reach the people as easily. It became evident that 
they needed someone who was there daily to be in touch with eve- 
ryone. Thus, this was the time when Dennis, who now coordinates 
the programs, came on board. 

I left the work with Friday night programs, as well as the care- 
taking work I had been doing, and moved to Columbia for a while, 
but only for about six months. Thus, I did no work on the Center 
only for about a year to a year and a half. 

But how I came back was this: During that time, in the 1980s, 
Bob Brown, another staff member, got seriously ill. Bob and I were 
great friends and we spent a lot of time together, mostly working 
on the grounds at the Center. We shared our ups and downs, our 
romances, and our life with Baba. Mostly we talked about Baba; 
our whole life was around Baba. When Bob got seriously ill, I went 
to see him where he was recovering in Columbia. He had asked me 
then, knowing the Center would be short of people, if I would be 
able to come back and help out, even if it were a few days a week— 
just wherever I could. That became a real seed that Baba planted 
in me. The second seed was when Jeff Wolverton, who was on 
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staff, but had been in India, came back, telling me that Eruch had 
asked him how I was doing. When Jeff explained what was going 
on with me, Eruch said to Jeff: “Tell Walter to keep his foot in the 
door at the Center.” 

When I heard that from Jeff, it was very clear to me. I had al- 
ready been missing it; I had that longing in my heart to be back, 
and now it seemed that Baba might have been opening the doors 
again, so I did come back, helping out with some of the cabins on 
the weekends whenever I had the time, and that continued on for a 
while. After a time, Marshall asked I if might want to take over the 
overnight caretaker job again. I told him I could do it one night. In 
the same way I got involved with the evening Gateway, one night a 
month—and those continued for many years. Then, Kitty asked me 
if I would be able to come back and help with the programs again, 
and that has continued ever since. I felt that Baba had given me 
the invitation to return once again to His Center, and that brought 
great joy in my heart, because my real love of the Center had never 
died, and that love connection with Him in His Center only con- 
tinued to deepen. 

My relationship with Baba has changed over my time being 
here, and He is now such a fundamental part of my life. The first 
year, when I was asked by Kitty and then by Elizabeth to come 
work, that this was the work which Baba had given, and I was very 
happy with that work. But as I came to accept Him, I felt I wanted 
to give me life to Him and do whatever work He wanted me to do. 
I’ve realized over the years that the inner life with Him continues 
to grow, and that a life of conviction, that He is who He says He is, 
is a life with Him. A life without conviction is a life of oneself. So 
“oneself” has to go away for Him to emerge. And it’s in that way 
that I feel my life today is growing closer to Baba constantly by 
making that inner contact with Him and realizing that He is the 
life of everyone and everything. 

I never had that deeper relationship with Him in those earlier 
years. It was much more on the surface; it was, rather, the joy of 
knowing that the God-Man-the Avatar—was here, and I wanted to 
share that with the world. But little did I know both the real train- 
ing and the real inner life that He would unfold to me. As time 
went by I realized that others before me had experienced this as 
well. What I can say now is that over this journey, even though this 
life is not easy, there is a real joy that settles in, and that has made 


FROM LIFE IN VIETNAM TO LIFE IN BABA 285 


it much clearer to me today that His Center is His Center, and His 
lovers will always come here and experience Baba in whatever way 
they can experience their Beloved. So that seed which He has 
planted in each one of us when we first came, however many years 
ago, will continue to mature in our lives. 

And those of us who have this great privilege of working on 
the Center—or being close to the Center—have the duty of helping 
to water His garden in whatever way we can by recognizing Him 
and accepting Him in each one, and trying to serve Him in the 
other in whatever limited capacity we can. Charles Haynes said it 
once to me years ago, that we have to keep the Center just as it al- 
ways needs to be, ready for Him, just as if He is coming through 
the door...and He comes through the door in each one who comes. 
So that’s how my life is today. 
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17 Barbara: My Secret Desire 


Barbara Katzenberg was one of the many young people 
drawn to Meher Baba in the early 1970s. Like many, Baba 
seemed to step in and gently guide her away from a hippie life- 
style to a life in Him. Feeling sad to leave after each visit to the 
Center, she finally moved to Myrtle Beach and soon began to 
work at the Gateway. Over the years Barbara also worked with 
Kitty and volunteered in many capacities until she moved to 
Asheville in 2012, where she continues to play an active role in 
the Meher Baba community there. 


I began hearing about Meher Baba in 1969, when I lived in 
Atlanta, Georgia. At the time, I was on my way to becoming a full- 
fledged hippie and had begun to smoke pot and take other hallu- 
cinogenics. That summer, I happened to spend a weekend in Myr- 
tle Beach with a friend. As we drove on Kings Highway, my friend 
asked me if I would like to visit the Meher Baba Center, which was 
up the road. I didn’t know anything about it, and I conjured up in 
my mind a picture of people wearing long white robes! So, I said 
that I didn’t think I wanted to visit the place. 

Later that same summer, I was on Lake Lanier, sailing with a 
few friends. After we docked, we paid a visit to my friends, who 
had a house on the lake. I remained in their living room reading a 
newspaper while the others were in a nearby room chatting. I 
overheard one person remark that she had gone to a Meher Baba 
meeting at Emory University in Atlanta, and that Baba had de- 
clared that He is Christ come again. When I heard Baba’s descrip- 
tion of Himself, it was as if alarm bells went off inside of me, and I 
said to myself, “How could anyone claim to be that? Preposter- 
ous!” Then, I forgot about it. 

A few months later I was using the New Age Tarot cards, and I 
came upon the card of the New Age Christ. I asked my friend who 
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that might be. Her answer was, “Some people feel it’s Meher 
Baba.” I took it in this time, but did not comment or react. Later I 
happened to spend a few hours alone in her apartment waiting for 
her to return from her job. There were many Baba books there, 
and on every wall were photos of Baba. She had recently been for a 
visit to Meher Center. Yet none of this seemed to affect me one 
way or the other. I also had a boyfriend who was a drug dealer and 
even he knew about Baba. So, Baba had to find a way for me to 
come to Him since (as Eruch told me later) I was very stubborn! 

In time, I became more and more disillusioned with life and 
what had become full-fledged hippiedom; I felt alone and discon- 
nected from everything. So I enrolled in a graduate program in 
Humanistic Psychology in Carrollton, Georgia—about an hour 
from Atlanta. I lived alone at first and then rented a small house 
with two housemates. One evening, a guy was at our house for 
dinner and afterwards, he wanted to run back to his house to get 
some record albums for us all to enjoy. I hopped in his car and ac- 
companied him to retrieve the albums. 

As we entered his house, I saw a young man whom I had met 
a few months before—another Baba Lover. His name was Marty 
Keane and he was meditating on a photo of Baba on his wall. 
Marty seemed to be glowing...and he was very handsome! As we 
headed back to the car, I asked his housemate if Marty could also 
come with us. He said that Marty probably would not want to 
come, but I insisted that he invite him. He did, and Marty came 
with us! Back at my house, I wanted to get to know this handsome 
guy and since I knew he followed Baba, I asked him to tell me 
about Him. Well, he spoke for a long time about the wonders of 
Baba, His life, and His work. The others were not at all interested 
and retreated to another room as Marty spoke. I realized that 
there was something very real here and that Baba was central to 
Marty’s life—not another fleeting fad or fancy. 

Suddenly there was a strong thunderstorm and all the lights 
went out! “My God,” I wondered, “what is going on here?!” Before, 
Marty left for the evening, I asked him if he might have something 
by Baba that I could read, that I could “sink my teeth into.” The 
next day, he lent me the Discourses, which I read voraciously. I 
took in the contents of that book in a profound way, and found 
myself wanting to become one of Baba’s lovers. I gave up all rec- 
reational drugs and promiscuous sex. I wanted fervently to please 
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Him. I began to have significant dreams of Him. Marty and I be- 
came very close, and in March of 1972, we traveled with two other 
friends to the Meher Center in Myrtle Beach for my first visit—for 
ten days. 

It was a very intense visit...and very powerful. I experienced a 
lot of emotional extremes, laughing one minute and crying the 
next. I remember going to Baba’s House on Sunday and taking a 
tour with Jane Haynes. How moving that was! Her love for Baba 
came through so clearly and powerfully that I felt Baba’s presence 
intensely! I left Baba’s house and walked down the hill overlooking 
the lake, then sat on the hill by myself as tears ran down my 
cheeks; I was feeling Baba so strongly. It was a very beautiful time. 

There were others who were just starting to come to Baba 
when I was first at the Center. It was also the first visit for Cathy 
Haas (later Riley) and Annie Weld (later Bell), and they stayed for 
several months. Theus Malmberg was there too; he was Elizabeth’s 
godson, and he was staying for six months. Everyone was very ex- 
cited about Baba; we’d be talking about Him all the time. It wasn’t 
just people coming to have a retreat. People came here to find out 
more about Baba, to share, and to hear about His ways from Eliza- 
beth, Kitty, Jane, the wonderful Fred and Ella Winterfeldt, as well 
as Phyllis and Lyn Ott. There was so much enthusiasm for Baba 
back in those days...and of course many of the Mandali were still 
alive, so there was a lot of focus and emphasis on meeting and get- 
ting to know them. How exciting it all was! 

I was also greatly impacted during that visit when I went to 
see Kitty for the first time. I remember she looked at me and said, 
in her lovely British accent, “Now, you're an old soul, but you must 
learn tolerance for those who aren’t quite as far along on the path 
as you.” I thought that was a pretty amazing thing to say to some- 
one who doesn’t know you and who hasn’t ever met you before. So 
I was really struck by Kitty at that, and during subsequent visits. 
After that first meeting with her, I would always see her whenever 
I came to the Center from Georgia. She had a way of remembering 
intimate things I had previously shared with her. She would have a 
very penetrating gaze as if she was able to look deep inside of me; 
it felt almost like being with Baba for the short time of my visiting 
with her. She would offer guidance and suggestions that I found so 
very helpful in trying to live in the world but not be of it, and in 
understanding what would be pleasing to Him. 
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After I got my Master’s degree, I worked with mentally and 
physically handicapped children, adolescents, and adults in a resi- 
dential treatment center. It was a rather difficult job, and after a 
while I really felt the need to quit. I didn’t know what to do. Kitty 
suggested that I get a teaching job. “If you’re a teacher, you can 
always use those credentials, and you can always be hired by 
somebody.” So I returned to school for another Master’s degree, 
and secured a teaching job in Atlanta. With the help of Rick Califf’s 
father, who was the head of personnel in the Fulton county school 
system, I was hired to teach second grade. 

After coming to the Center as a guest for eight years and al- 
ways feeling so sad when it was time to go back to Atlanta, I de- 
cided in 1980 to move to Myrtle Beach. So I moved near the Cen- 
ter and taught school for the first year, and during that time I 
would do volunteer work on the Center. I would clean the kitchens 
and help with Happy Club on the weekends. Then in June or July 
of 1981, Kitty called me and asked me if I wanted to work in the 
Gateway. My secret desire, though I had never said this to a soul, 
was to work in the Gateway! I was cleaning in the Original Kitchen 
at the time, and she called on the phone there to tell me that Bob 
Brown’s first wife, who had been the secretary at the Gateway, was 
leaving and moving away. Then she asked if I would like that job; I 
was so thrilled, because Baba had granted me my secret wish! 

Then my training began. The job entailed spending a great 
deal of time with Kitty, which was one of the main reasons I 
wanted to do it. She was just so amazing. One of my main respon- 
sibilities was correspondence-writing letters to people. I wasn’t 
very good at writing to people at first. Kitty would write to many 
people, and I would take dictation from her, then type it up. Kitty 
would then read it over and sign it. Later, as I got used to doing 
that, she would just tell me generally what she wanted me to say 
and have me write the letter; she’d look it over and make changes, 
and then she’d sign it. Gradually I would write the letters and she 
would simply sign them. I felt proud of the fact that she trusted me 
enough to handle her correspondence. Kitty had told me in the 
beginning, “Now, you'll learn to be a good letter writer,” and I feel 
that after a while, I did. She was so helpful to me, especially be- 
cause of her example; she was so loving, and that always came 
across in how she communicated with people. 
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Personally, one of the things for which I’m most grateful is 
how Baba helped me through Kitty to change my negative attitude 
towards my life—to a more optimistic and positive one. I wasn’t 
even aware that I had a problem with negativity. Kitty would call 
me on it every time I responded in a negative way. She’d say, 
“Now, there you go again; you're being very negative.” Gradually 
she helped me to see that trait, to realize what it was, and then 
work on changing it. 

Sometimes working at the Gateway was hard for me; I almost 
always felt a lot of pressure, even after working there for years. 
There was very little in the way of volunteer help in those days, 
and I had to do almost everything myself. Besides helping Kitty 
and Jane with their correspondence, handling the Center corre- 
spondence, making reservations, and giving almost all the Center 
tours, I would clean the Gateway, prepare all the dirty linen for the 
Laundry Service, as well as managing memberships and dona- 
tions. 

So much of my job was being under Kitty’s tutelage. By this 
time Kitty was ninety years old. Can you imagine training someone 
when you are that age? No doubt it was hard on her. Once I began 
working full time on the Center, I experienced Kitty in a very dif- 
ferent way than when I was a guest on the Center. I was somewhat 
shocked that the person I had for my boss was very different from 
the person I used to go to for guidance as a Center guest. For my 
first year working on the Center, she was often very critical of my 
work, and there were times I felt that I couldn’t do anything right. 
She was quite strict with me and would make sure that I always 
checked my work carefully to avoid mistakes. She would check to 
see that I came to work on time, that I didn’t go off on any tan- 
gents when I needed to run errands off Center, and that I always 
interacted well with Center guests and those coming to the Center 
for a tour. 

Every day I would go first to Dilruba to see Kitty and discover 
what she had for me to do, and then I’d go to the Gateway. After 
my first work year, I went to India, and when I returned, I discov- 
ered that my relationship with her had changed again. Now she 
seemed a lot easier on me, less critical, and we began to get along 
in a much smoother and friendlier way. I felt as if Baba had put me 
on a one-year training period, and after that time, He felt I was 
ready to work more on my own without the need of constant vigi- 
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lance. Maybe He felt I could be trusted to be His Center worker as 
I had learned what He expected of me in that role. I worked at the 
Gateway for seven and a half years. 

But attention to the guests was always primary. When I had 
first started, Kitty came to the Gateway to help me one day, and 
she said, “Now, it’s very important when new people come to the 
Center that they feel welcomed, because, if they don’t, they'll think 
that they have come to the wrong place!” I took her message to 
heart, and would really try to be loving and welcoming to new 
people when they came to the Center. 

Both Kitty and Jane always stressed that my main focus 
should be the guests. People coming to the Center took priority 
over any other duties or work. Once I thought I had made a 
mathematical error or had lost money, and I was quite upset when 
I couldn’t balance the accounts. I informed both Kitty and Jane 
about it and was expecting that they, too, would be upset and place 
the blame on my ineptitude. I was so surprised when neither of 
them reacted in any way, and just told me that they felt sure I 
would eventually find my mistake and correct the problem, which 
I was able to do soon afterwards. I felt Baba was showing me that 
these material things were just not that important in the grand 
scheme of working on the Center, especially if I was doing my best. 
The importance of how I interacted with Center guests was the 
main thing. 

I remember Mani once said to me that new people come to the 
Myrtle Beach Center, and from there they often would come to In- 
dia. So they would get an idea of Baba’s love from their experi- 
ences of Him on the Center, and then they would experience Him 
in a deeper way when they went to His Home in India. 

Sometimes, Kitty would call me over to her house to help her 
organize and “tidy up” her closets, bedroom and office. If she was 
not feeling well, I might be asked to spend time there making sure 
she ate well and had plenty of fluids to keep her hydrated. I might 
be asked to fix a meal, answer her phone, do laundry, or dust and 
vacuum the house. I would frequently take Kitty on errands. When 
she had to go to the bank, into town, or to the doctor, I would take 
her, which was always wonderful. It would give us both a refresh- 
ing change from the daily routine. Sometimes we went out to 
lunch together or with others; she loved to do that. And when 
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Marshall and Rozi Hay opened their restaurant—Latifs—it soon 
became her favorite, and she would want to go there often. 

The last few years before I left the Gateway I ended up sleep- 
ing at Kitty’s house on the weekends. Lois Breger and Cathy Riley 
were her primary overnight caretakers, and would alternate sleep- 
ing there. But they both had full time jobs, and when Cathy got 
married and was unable to sleep at Dilruba, Kitty asked me to fill 
in when they couldn’t be there. That was a huge gift for me. I be- 
gan sleeping at Dilruba in 1986. Then, after I stopped working at 
the Gateway, I started sleeping at Kitty’s five days a week, and 
helping her during the day. So I had even more contact with her, 
which was wonderful. (When I told Lyn Ott that I was no longer 
working at the Gateway, but was helping Kitty a lot more, he told 
me I had gotten a promotion!) 

Kitty was a lot more relaxed in the evenings and we would of- 
ten happily watch and listen to classical music programs on TV. I 
would be expected to arrive by 9 p.m., and she would want to re- 
tire by about ten, so I would help her get ready for bed. I loved 
combing her beautiful waist-length hair and would plait it at night. 
We'd kiss goodnight and I would go to the kitchen and put out her 
breakfast tray for the morning. Kitty would arise very early and 
have her breakfast alone in the kitchen, then after her breakfast, I 
would help her with her bath, do her hair up in a bun, and help her 
pick out what she wanted to wear for the day. This routine went on 
for several years until her 99" year, when her health began to fail. 

During the last year of Kitty’s life, she was quite ill, and we 
had to have a lot of help; we had to have people around the clock 
with her. Some of the people who helped Kitty that last year were 
Lois Breger, Cathy Riley, Linda Mills, Jane and Bob Brown, 
Wendy Connor, Sheila Krynski, Dana Ferry, Stella Hernandez, 
Yvonne Riley, Martha Williams, Kitty Muir, Rozi Taubman Hay, 
Ellen Book, Jean Tresselt, Maya Andrau, and Sandy Lyons. I was 
in charge of preparing Kitty’s schedule of helpers; we had three 
shifts, with two people helping her during the day and evening, 
and one person who slept overnight, as well as the paid nursing 
assistant, Delilah, who was with her until the end. 

I also helped Margaret Craske for a short time. She lived in 
New York City where she taught ballet, and almost every summer 
and every vacation she would come to the Center and stay at Dil- 
ruba with Elizabeth and Kitty. Margaret lived the last three years 
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of her life at Happy House on the Center (which burned down 
shortly after she passed away.) But I would go over there to help 
her. She was just so interesting, and she had a great sense of hu- 
mor. She and Kitty had a funny relationship. When Kitty and I 
went together to see Margaret, which was at least once or twice a 
week, she seemed to ignore Kitty and just spend all her time telling 
me Baba stories while Kitty would fall asleep in the chair. But I 
loved it; she had a way of weaving a tale that was so very engaging, 
and all those stories are in her books. 

I think her story—one that Baba had told—about the milkman 
was one of my favorites: There was a certain Perfect Master who 
asked one of His disciples to come to see him at a certain time in 
the morning, very early, and this disciple was often late. On this 
particular morning he was late again, but the doorbell rang and 
someone was at the door at the specified time. It was not the disci- 
ple, however; it was the milkman. When the Perfect Master saw 
him, he gave him God Realization. Later, when the disciple came, 
he realized he had missed this great opportunity. Had he come on 
time, he would have been the one to receive the greatest of all gifts. 

It wasn’t just the stories Margaret told, but the way she told 
them; she had a beautiful way of narrating stories. I remember her 
saying, “The milkman came, and when he came to the door, he re- 
ceived the full flood of God Realization.” When she was at the Cen- 
ter, she would tell Baba stories in the Library once a week, and 
people would flock over there to hear them. It was so cute, because 
she was very prompt, and if the talk started at 11:00, she would 
have them lock the door at 11:00, so if you came at 11:01, you could 
not get in. Baba had put such an emphasis on promptness, and she 
was passing this on to those eager to learn more about His ways. 

Margaret got to this period near the end of her life when she 
couldn’t hear anything, so I’d have to write notes to her. I would 
also go over there on Saturday nights and watch TV or a video with 
her. But here is something I learned from her: When I went over to 
spend time with her, she would seldom talk to me, and I felt very 
uncomfortable with that. I thought she didn’t like me. After a 
while it became too much and I felt a little hurt. It wasn’t until 
years later that Dana Ferry told me that Margaret rarely talked to 
anyone, especially if she felt comfortable with you. She’d just be 
quiet. So I’d gotten the wrong impression, and I stopped going to 
see her. 
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Yet, I would ask Kitty if we could go visit Margaret, and we 
would go over to visit her together. One day Margaret said to me, 
“Isn’t it funny how you can think youre friends with someone, and 
they come over and be with you, and all of a sudden they stop 
coming.” I knew she was talking about me; I was so shocked that 
she said “friend” and that she considered me a friend. I had such 
low self-esteem at the time. It made me feel really valued, and I’m 
glad I had that time with her. Margaret passed away in February of 
1990, and I deeply missed her. 

I also had some interesting experiences with Elizabeth. I 
didn’t know her well, but the few times that I got to spend with her 
were very special, and a couple of memories come to mind which 
took place in the ’70s when I was visiting the Center. One day 
when I was staying in the Guest House with Dana Ferry, we were 
sitting in the kitchen, and I was complaining a little. I said, “Oh, 
it’s so dim in here; the light is so dim.” And I had trouble with the 
pots and pans. “There weren’t enough lids for the pots.” And I just 
mentioned these things to Dana as we were sitting in the Guest 
House kitchen. 

The next day I went over to Dilruba to see Kitty. As I was wait- 
ing to see her, Elizabeth walked in and as she emerged from the 
hallway to the living room, I saw a light around her head. It was 
amazing. Then she came in, and I would always introduce myself 
to her, because I never knew if she remembered who I was. “Oh, 
yes,” she said. “You're staying at the Guest House, dear. And I just 
want to find out if everything’s okay. Is the light bright enough for 
you in the kitchen? And are there enough lids for the pots?” I was 
just so shocked; I couldn't believe it! I was in such a state from her 
picking up on exactly what I had been complaining about the eve- 
ning before; I probably said something like, “Well, yes, I noticed 
those things.” She had this extra sense about anything on the Cen- 
ter that might not be quite right. She would pick up on it. I went 
back and told Dana, and she was also totally flabbergasted. 

Another time I was at Dilruba waiting for Kitty. It was in the 
morning, maybe around 10:00, and Kitty said, “Now, go sit in the 
dining room.” I remember thinking, “The dining room? Why does 
she want me to sit in the dining room?” But I went and sat there. 
The door to the kitchen was closed, and suddenly someone opened 
it, and there was Elizabeth in her robe and slippers. She looked 
completely shocked to see me sitting at her dining room table! I 


MY SECRET DESIRE 295 


was rather embarrassed, and I could tell she was somewhat taken 
aback. So I introduced myself, and told her I was staying at the 
Guest House. 

But what Elizabeth did was so sweet. She came and sat down 
at the table with me, and then she started recounting how she built 
the Guest House, and all the care that she had taken. She was 
building it because she knew Mehera was going to come, and she 
designed it with Mehera in mind. She talked about wanting to pre- 
serve the privacy for Mehera, so she built the fence around the 
house, and even that the peak of the roof and the slant of the living 
room ceiling were built to match the Lagoon Cabin-little details 
like that. She even shared about the thought that went into putting 
Mani’s room behind Mehera’s room to help preserve Mehera’s pri- 
vacy. She said she was always hoping that Mehera would come 
back, so she tried to keep it exactly as it had been when she had 
come with Baba in 1952. 

Another experience with Elizabeth had occurred even earlier, 
while I was living in Atlanta. One day the phone rang in my house. 
I didn’t realize it until this happened, but I had a very abrupt way 
of answering the phone. So I answered it in my usual way, and on 
the other end was Elizabeth Patterson. She had called to ask me 
about something, but it really shocked me into an awareness of 
how I would answer the phone. I would never have answered the 
phone in an abrupt way had I known it was her on the other end, 
because I respected her so greatly; I thought she was so magnifi- 
cent. But it was actually Baba showing me a trait that I needed to 
change. So it was so sweet how He did that. It was very embarrass- 
ing, but I did not forget that lesson and decided to always answer 
my phone in a more polite way! 

When I visited the Center in the 1970s, Kitty and Elizabeth 
would often go out to dinner, and a few times I would be invited to 
go with them. I remember one time when Elizabeth was driving; 
Kitty was in the front seat and I was in the back with a couple of 
other people. I felt it was really an honor to ride with Elizabeth, 
because she had driven Baba. But she would drive very slowly. 
I’ve never driven with anyone who drove so slowly. Of course, she 
was in her late eighties by then. She and Kitty were so very differ- 
ent, and it was interesting to observe how they interacted. 

Elizabeth would drive very slowly on the Center as well. She 
would give names to special trees on the Center, because of their 
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shape or something unusual about them. Elizabeth loved nature so 
much. That really impressed me about her, because it was such an 
endearing quality. One tree was called the Umbrella Tree. It was a 
thin little tree, but it had a lovely canopy at the top. And, when 
Elizabeth created the roads, she was very purposeful about it. She 
told me that the roads were cut into the landscape so the fewest 
trees would be knocked down or cut. That’s how she chose to make 
the roads, so they went around the trees. 

During the last year of Kitty’s life—the year she turned one 
hundred-I would take her for rides, both on and off the Center. 
She was very ill, not really herself; she’d had several strokes by 
that time. But we would go for drives through the Center, and of- 
ten we’d drive down to the beach. She would slump down and go 
to sleep as I drove. Then maybe we’d just park there, or maybe 
we'd come back. And sometimes as we were driving we would pass 
different people who were staying on the Center. We’d stop, and 
she’d suddenly perk up and greet them, like she was her old self 
again. It reminded me of how the Mandali would talk about Baba 
doing that—how He would be suffering a lot when they were with 
Him, but then when people came to take His darshan, Baba would 
suddenly be shining and bright. 

I was lucky enough to be on duty at Dilruba with Jean Tresselt 
on the evening before Kitty passed away. I remember the atmos- 
phere in the house was sublime; it felt like Christmas Eve to me, 
but I didn’t know why it felt that way. Early the next morning, 
Dana Ferry and I, who were housemates, received a call saying 
that Kitty had just passed. We sped over to Dilruba and paid our 
last loving respects to this great soul. After her body was taken to 
the funeral home, we straightened up the bedroom, and there was 
a feeling of effulgent light and peace filling the room. I felt like I 
was experiencing a tiny glimpse of Kitty’s heavenly experience that 
she had just attained. How blissful she must have felt to be out of 
her body and in Baba’s Divine Presence again!! 

About a month after Kitty died I had this very special dream. 
In the dream I was in a big gymnasium full of people sitting in the 
bleachers, and they seemed to all be Baba lovers. I was helping 
Kitty walk around the perimeter of this gymnasium, and she was 
waving to the Baba lovers. As she walked, she would change into 
Baba, so I was walking with Baba. And then Baba would change 
back into Kitty. It was such a beautiful dream, because I felt that 
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Baba was saying to me, “By helping her, it was the same as being 
with Me.” That was very, very sweet and made me so happy. 

I also had a dream about Mehera. I really loved her a lot, and 
in May of 1989, during the last two weeks of her life when she was 
very ill, I felt that I wanted to fly off to India and be of help to her 
in some way. I really wanted to do that, but I was helping Kitty at 
the time. Then I had this dream that I was with Mehera, and I was 
helping her. I bent down to tie her shoes, but her shoes were actu- 
ally Kitty’s shoes. Kitty had these brown Earth Shoes that she wore 
because she had problems with her feet and had to wear special 
shoes. I told Kitty that dream, and I remember feeling that Baba 
was saying, “By helping Kitty you are helping Mehera.” 

There was one night when Kitty just started talking in the 
evening, and I thought, “I wish I had a tape recorder,” because I 
felt it was something that people would just love to hear. She spent 
a long time talking and it was just so beautiful. She told me that 
there were three times when she disobeyed Baba that were very 
important to her. One time was when Baba went away, and Kitty 
was to stay behind as the housekeeper. She was sort of in charge, 
and she had to get breakfast for everyone. Baba had said that no 
one was to have toast in the morning. But what happened was that 
while He was gone, people started coming and asking for toast. So 
she had this way of wanting to please people, and she ended up 
giving in to them. When Baba came back, he found out about it, 
and He asked Kitty why she had done that. Kitty got really upset 
with herself because she had disobeyed Him. She had pleased the 
others and not pleased or obeyed Him. She had this orange in her 
hand, and she threw it at Baba’s feet. Then, after she threw down 
the orange, He said to her, “Now, all of your impressions have 
been wiped out.” 

The second time was also when she was in India, at Mehera- 
bad, and her duty was to look after one of the dogs. She would take 
the dog for walks in the morning and in the evening. Then some- 
thing came up where she had another duty and she couldn’t walk 
the dog for a few days, so she gave the duty to Rano. But what 
happened was, the dog somehow got off the leash and ended up 
getting killed. Kitty felt it was her fault, because she had not 
obeyed Baba. He had given her that duty and she gave it to some- 
one else. 
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The third time was after the accident in Prague, Oklahoma. 
Her duty was to stay with Mehera in her hospital room, no matter 
what, and not to leave Mehera’s side. There was a point when 
Elizabeth, who was recovering in the next room, was calling for 
some help. So at that point Kitty left Mehera momentarily, but at 
that very moment, Mehera fell out of the bed. Kitty felt so re- 
morseful. Of those three times, she felt that the worse disobedi- 
ence was the fact that she left Mehera. She always felt that that 
might have been why Baba made her leave India and stay here. Of 
course, I don’t think it was, because of the hundreds, maybe thou- 
sands, who were touched by her here at the Meher Center. She 
wanted to stay in India with Baba, but she obeyed Baba-so that 
was real obedience. 

After Kitty passed away, I felt the loss of her very keenly. She 
was such a shining presence in my life-my mentor and guide on 
the path towards becoming a true disciple of Meher Baba. But, 
Baba kept me busy volunteering at the Center. At Jane’s sugges- 
tion, I set up and began to host a tea at Dilruba each week, which 
is still held on Sundays to this day. I also began archiving Kitty’s 
correspondence with the Mandali and with Baba. At the time, Bar- 
bara Plews was handling all of the administrative duties by herself, 
so, in addition, I began to help her in the Dilruba office. In addi- 
tion, I became a Center librarian once a week, hosted Baba’s 
House at least once a month, gave weekly Center tours to new- 
comers, and was an Evening Caretaker four times a month. These 
volunteer duties I continued until I moved to Asheville in 2012. 

So, these are my remembrances of helping and working at the 
Center with His close ones. How very, very fortunate I feel that He 
allowed me to do this. Thank you, my beloved Lord and Master. 
May I be allowed to continue to serve You in whatever way You 
would like! 
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18 Jeff: “Baba, You Live this Life” 


Jeff Wolverton dedicated his life to serving Meher Baba from 
the first Baba meeting he attended. Within a few years he was 
working at the Center, performing many functions, but he has 
probably been best known for his ability to make Center guests 
feel welcome. Jeff's skill is not only connecting with people per- 
sonally, but also bringing Baba into most conversations in an in- 
tuitive manner that has profoundly impacted countless guests, as 
can be seen from many references to him in this book. 


I first came to the Center in 1970 and began working on the 
Center in the mid-’70s. I’ve had many jobs here over the years, 
from raking paths to guest registration, from working on the cabin 
crew to tending Baba’s garden, from doing the Friday night pro- 
grams, to helping with Happy Club, (a kids’ program for children 
from Myrtle Beach’s black communities). And of course, my essen- 
tial job, shared by the rest of the caretakers, has been to help make 
our guests feel at home here in Baba’s Home in the West. How I 
approach working here at the Center was profoundly influenced 
and shaped by my early experiences of Baba’s worldwide family. 

Going back to the late 1960s, during my college days in New 
York City, I happened to take a painting course, and in the class 
was a zany character named Selwyn Silberblatt who was a Baba 
lover. He had a very colorful personality and would regale me with 
what seemed to me wild and extravagant depictions of Baba’s 
metaphysics of the universe. It was as if Selwyn were describing 
some cosmic board game that we were all playing. And of course, I 
had no way of knowing if what he said was true, as it was way be- 
yond my experience. Yet his whole vivid depiction of the universe 
was supremely entertaining and amusing. 

One day he came to class and invited me to go to a Baba meet- 
ing. It was very unusual for me to go to so-called spiritual gather- 
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ings, but I couldn’t come up with a reason on the spot not to go! 
And so toward the end of January 1968, I went to my first Baba 
meeting. It was a cold miserable winter evening, and three of us 
from college—I brought along Ken Richstad, a college buddy of 
mine—took the subway down to West 57" Street in Manhattan. We 
were to attend what was known as the “Monday Night Meetings,” 
gatherings that had been going on since the 1940s. From Selwyn I 
had learned practically nothing about who Meher Baba is, and I 
really had no particular expectations about what I was about to 
encounter. 

The meetings took place in Little Carnegie Hall, a medium- 
sized recital hall opposite the famous Carnegie Hall. When the ele- 
vator door opened onto a hallway on the fourth floor leading to the 
meeting room, I was wildly surprised. My first impression was of a 
whole mob of jovial old ladies who immediately came forward and 
introduced themselves, one by one, then hugged us warmly and 
passed us on to the next lady. After being greeted by the women, 
we moved on to the men, and it took nearly twenty minutes to go 
twenty feet before entering the meeting hall. 

The love we received, expressed so spontaneously to perfect 
strangers, is practically unheard of in New York City. The three of 
us were received like long lost nephews who had shown up at a 
family reunion. This was my first experience of the Baba family, 
and it touched me deeply. That was only the beginning of a lifelong 
personal interest these close ones took in my life with Baba. And I 
know that the same loving attention was shown to hundreds like 
me who wandered in off the streets to those early meetings. 

The supreme highlight of the evening was when Baba ap- 
peared to me during a three-minute period of silence at the end of 
the meeting and absolutely swept me off my feet, a story which I 
shared in the earlier chapter about Fred and Ella Winterfeldt. 

In the years that followed, I read practically all of the Baba 
literature, but I didn’t get much of a picture of what the Meher 
Spiritual Center was like. In fact, I thought it might be something 
like a Christian Science Reading Room, with a couple of dear old 
ladies, maybe a table with some Baba books, pamphlets and bro- 
chures spread out—a place where you could purchase books and 
maybe have tea with them, talk about Baba, and then be on your 
way. So, thinking that that was what it was, I wasn’t really moved 
to come to the Center at that point in my life. 
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By 1970 I was living back in Seattle, where I’d grown up, when 
my buddy Ken and I decided to head back to the East Coast. We 
thought, let’s just stop by the Center and see these ladies on our 
way. We got as far as Charleston and called up to see if we could 
come by for a visit. I got Kitty on the phone and after she made the 
usual inquiries about us, she suddenly asked, “Well, would you like 
to stay on the Center?” 

“You mean, you can stay on the Center?” I asked. 

“Oh, yes, yes,” she said, in this lovely British accent. 

I was very surprised to find that there were five hundred acres 
and all these cabins. It somehow hadn’t penetrated before that it 
was a retreat. Although I heard about the Center soon after I came 
to Baba, not many people from up in the New York area were go- 
ing to the Center, so my knowledge of it was a bit sketchy. 

It was summer. We drove up from Charleston and parked by 
the original Gateway, which was then Pine Lodge. We signed in— 
with Jane Haynes, I think. But, the moment we entered the Center 
through the inner gate, we felt incredible power. I felt like I could 
jump fifty feet in the air! The energy here was extraordinary. 

It was so heavenly and magnificent that we decided to walk in. 
We started down the road into the Center, side by side. We walked 
about fifty feet and stopped and noticed, “We’re not going any- 
where...” And then we’d walk another fifty feet and realize again 
that we hadn’t gone anywhere. Something in us was stopped. We 
found it hilarious! It was like walking on a treadmill, and when I 
thought of it years later, it occurred to me that we must have been 
in our souls, and, as Baba has said, the soul doesn’t go anywhere. 
Our bodies were moving through time and space, but our experi- 
ence of ourselves was that we were just stopped. In that state, it 
must have taken eons of time just to get into the Center! 

And, it was truly heaven. We felt Baba’s immensity. There 
weren't any cabins available, so it was arranged that we would stay 
in the Boathouse. We stayed for four days, and every morning we’d 
fold up everything and put it to the side so it wouldn’t interfere 
with people who wanted to hang out in the Boathouse. We con- 
nected with most all of the guests, did a lot of singing, and in the 
evenings we went out and bought ice cream for everyone. 

There were two women on the Center who were going to Dar- 
win and Jeanne Shaw’s meetings up in Schenectady, New York. 
They just happened to mention how uplifting these meetings were. 
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They spoke so beautifully about this so-called elderly couple. As it 
turned out, after we left the Center, we went to visit some of our 
old college buddies, and one of them happened to live right near 
Schenectady. One day while out driving, we decided to give Dar- 
win and Jeanne a call. We pulled over to a phone booth by the side 
of the road and looked up the Shaw’s number, but I lost my nerve. 
After all, they didn’t know us from Adam. However, Ken wasn’t 
worried about bothering them at all, so he called and asked if we 
could get together. Without hesitation, they invited us over, and 
we spent the next three and a half hours totally absorbed in their 
stories of being with Baba. Our spirits were lifted sky high. That 
loving couple turned out to be two of Baba’s early Western disci- 
ples who had first met Him back in the 1930s. 

Not having any particular destination during that time in our 
lives, we decided to set our suitcases down and move to Schenec- 
tady. Darwin quickly got us jobs at the county nursing home, and 
during our years there, we learned through them in a much deeper 
way of that wonderful experience of Baba’s intimate companion- 
ship. We manufactured any excuse to see them and hear of Baba, 
often getting together three times a week. Jeanne referred to us as 
their “Baba-kins.” Thus began a lifelong intimate relationship in 
Baba with two of His very close ones. Darwin and Jeanne helped 
us in the profoundest ways throughout the many ups and downs in 
our lives till they passed on many years later. 

During this period, Ken and I began coming down here to the 
Center every month for four days. We would drive sixteen hours 
through the night, I’d have a headache for the first day on the Cen- 
ter, but the second day would be wonderful. We’d meet with all of 
Baba’s dear ones here and bask in His presence, and then we’d 
turn around and go back up, driving again all night. 

And, as in New York, in Myrtle Beach we were again wel- 
comed by a host of Baba’s close ones who entered into our lives, 
showing the most loving and personal interest in us during our 
early years with Baba. It was life-transforming to spend time with 
Kitty, Elizabeth, and Jane, who were the directors of the Center. 
Fred and Ella Winterfeldt would always greet us with hugs at the 
Gateway, often inviting us into the back room for apple juice, 
cookies, and talk of Baba and our lives. A long time follower of 
Baba, Laura Delavigne, would ask us over for tea, homemade pas- 
tries, and more sharing. She would make these wonderful cakes, 
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stirring Baba’s name into the batter. It was a lovely era. She lived 
nearby in Briarcliffe, and several workers on the Center lived with 
her at different times, including Walter Witkowski, Bob Brown, 
and Jim Meyer. They loved her, and they also have some beautiful 
stories about her. Lyn and Phyllis Ott also had Center guests over 
for afternoon teas and great discussions. 

There was always a full cast of characters who were here when 
we came, and they all showed such an interest in our lives. Others 
we delighted in being with were Margaret Craske, an early English 
disciple, who would stay the summer at Dilruba, her dancers who 
had met Baba, and many of Baba’s close ones such as Enid Corfe, 
Dr. Harry Kenmore, Bernice and Harry Ivory, Ann Conlon, Don 
Stevens, Henry and Kecha Kashouty, Ralph and Stella Hernan- 
dez—a whole pantheon of people with touching stories of Baba. 
And we were treated always like family. 

During this same period, Ken and I went to India for the first 
time. Before going, I had imagined that Baba’s close disciples, His 
Mandali, would be highly advanced spiritual souls, having spent 
their whole lives with Him. We were infinitely delighted to find 
that they were more like our favorite aunts and uncles, receiving 
us with warm open arms. They were deeply human in the most 
beautiful sense, not “spiritual beings” in the way I had expected. 
The Mandali were so present to us, entering into our lives, always 
interested in how we were doing, in our experiences with Baba, 
sharing in our culture, our music, in our failures and successes. 
And this personal interest they showed in us lasted until the end of 
their lives, not just for us, but for thousands of us Westerners and 
hundreds of thousands of His Eastern lovers. 

These remarkable individuals who had spent their lives with 
Baba gave us a real feeling of intimate belonging to Baba’s family 
and, by extension, to Baba Himself. They went to the extent of 
memorizing our names, identifying us through photographs, 
sometimes asking the Western residents in India to help jog their 
memories of each one of us, if need be—all to give us that personal, 
intimate acknowledgement as Baba Himself does so perfectly. I 
sometimes reflect that the feeling of belonging may be the greatest 
gift we can give to one another. 

In time, as I began to work on the Center, all of these early 
experiences profoundly influenced and shaped my approach to my 
work here. I am always conscious of being the blessed beneficiary 
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of some of the greatest outpouring of personal love on this earth. 
How could I not extend the same loving familial welcome to all the 
guests who come here? Baba said, “If we feel for others in the same 
way as we feel for our own dear ones, we are loving God.” These 
early disciples and followers were the embodiment of His words. 

I’ve often reflected on this about Baba’s Mandali: For decades, 
they focused one-pointedly on Baba, His every mood and move- 
ment, His likes and dislikes, pouring themselves into His work, 
entertaining Him, accompanying Him on journeys throughout In- 
dia and the world, moving heaven and earth for Him. And when 
Baba dropped His body, what did they do? They turned that same 
one-pointed intimate focus on us—us ragtag Westerners and ex- 
hippies who showed up at their doorstep, but also on the many 
thousands of Easterners as well. They could have withdrawn into 
their inner lives with Baba and spent the rest of their years writing 
their memoirs for posterity, but instead they took us in, nurtured 
us, listened to all our problems, and fed us with countless stories 
of their lives with Baba. I am eternally grateful for the undying 
love they showed us. Eruch once said, “Live your life on the stage 
of this world to such an extent that when you depart, Baba gives 
you a standing ovation.” I have no doubt that, when each of them 
passed on, Baba did just that. 

But visiting with Baba’s close ones was not just a matter of 
feeling included and getting renewed; we were also getting insights 
into our inner lives that were immensely helpful. To be in this en- 
vironment seemed to magnify that process: you’re following your 
inner life, and then there are refinements that are happening in 
your relationship with Baba. Sometimes the insights would come 
from Kitty, Darwin, Eruch or Fred, or the various people here, and 
sometimes they would come directly from Him. And it is these in- 
sights that have been most valuable to me, more than just the re- 
newal that the Center offers. If I get an insight into something-—if 
I’m doing something that I don’t need to be doing any more, or if 
there’s something I should be doing—then that’s an improvement 
in how I’m approaching Baba. 

Once Darwin, with good humor, gave a description of me. You 
see, I was very intense, and I was a real seeker; I was going for it. 
And Darwin showed me something about myself back then which 
was very helpful. He said, “Jeff, here’s the goal,” holding his left 
hand out at a distance. “And you are speeding to the goal so fast 
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that you overshoot the goal-varooooomm!” and he gestured with 
his right hand like a car racing past his left hand. “So you turn 
around—varoooommm-and speed by it again!” I was overshooting 
the goal. It’s all right here, but I was thinking that it was “out there 
and ahead somewhere,” and I had to get to “that place” fast. That 
type of striving has been slowly diminishing over the years. Now I 
am right here; no need to go anywhere. But it has taken Baba 
many years to work that intense striving out of my system. Ironi- 
cally, the longest distance I have had to travel in this life has been 
to this very moment! 

On one of our trips to the Center, Ken and I planned to stay 
for three weeks. One afternoon during our stay, I was in the La- 
goon Cabin, focusing on Baba. Ann Conlon came to the door of the 
Lagoon Cabin and said, “Kitty wants to speak to you. She wants 
you to call her.” 

So I went to the Original Kitchen and got Kitty on the phone; 
she started talking in her brisk British style about this job and a 
place to stay, and on and on. She was talking really fast, and then 
she abruptly said, “...and will you take the job and move here?” 

Now, I have to confess that Myrtle Beach itself never attracted 
me. I mean, to me it was so tacky; it was something you had to 
bear in order to come to the Center. The stores were terrible then, 
and the restaurants were awful. It was just kind of madness “out 
there” in town. Once here on the Center, we didn’t like to leave. 

But on hearing her question to me, I heard this “...y..e..s...” 
come out very reluctantly, like a chunk of my continent breaking 
off. It just came out of my mouth. I was completely shocked! I had 
no interest in living in Myrtle Beach. It was not even for a job at 
the Center, but a job Kitty had arranged for me in town, along with 
a place to stay. 

So the next thing I knew I was living in Myrtle Beach, and I’d 
left those wonderful Baba gatherings with Darwin and Jeanne. I 
was living downtown with no car, and my job was picking up stu- 
pid golf balls on a driving range. I would drive this tractor up and 
down the fairway, and whenever I came near all the golfers at the 
tee, I was certain that they would aim for the tractor...and me! 
They took such a mischievous delight in taking out one of their 
irons and seeing if they could hit this moving target. It was like 
rifle shots going off in all directions. And I thought, “I came all the 
way down here just for this?” But at the same time, it was a very 
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intimate period with Baba. The job went from two in the afternoon 
until midnight and I was down in Myrtle Beach without a car, so I 
hardly ever got a chance to go to the Center. Thus, I had this very 
singular life with Baba, a very cherished time, because I had noth- 
ing else going on. 

At the end of the tourist season, Kitty directed me toward She- 
riar Press. I worked there for a number of years, and then after 
several odd jobs, I went to work at Beguine Ice Cream, a place that 
was started up by Scott Makeig. It was around 1975, and here I 
was scooping ice cream in Myrtle Beach; at one point I had the 
thought, “Oh, my God, I could have done this in junior high! Has 
my life come to this? Just scooping ice cream on Highway 17?” I'd 
always had a problem earlier in jobs, where I’d be doing the work, 
but I would just go through the motions, thinking, “My job is else- 
where.” But this time I said to myself, “I’m going to put my full at- 
tention on this job—scooping ice cream, being with the people, and 
everything it involves. I’m just going to be wholehearted about 
this. I’m not going to be dreaming that there’s a better job some- 
where else. I’m going to make this my focus—for Baba.” 

And what’s interesting is that, when I began doing that, I felt 
Baba was right there with me more profoundly than ever before. 
Then I got another job where I was even closer with Baba people, 
and I did the same thing: I was wholehearted about that job...and 
that eventually led to the Center. One day Kitty asked me if I 
wanted to work at the Center. I feel that it wasn’t until I decided to 
be wholehearted about the most minute details in the job, as well 
as the grander things of the job, that it led, in the mid-’70s, to 
working at the Center. 

Now I was at the Center full time, and I was overjoyed. Before 
that, I had been working as a volunteer on the Center with Happy 
Club for years, starting in 1970, and I also did other volunteer 
work on the Center. In those days, Elizabeth would close the Cen- 
ter down for a month in the fall, and we worked on refinishing the 
cabins and improving them, painting and restoring things during 
the cooler months. Elizabeth felt the need to give the Center a 
break. I think she almost experienced the Center itself as a living 
being, and, as such, it needed time to rest. 

Thus, I began working here...and I had so much energy! I felt 
like I could just pick up one of these cabins and shot put it into the 
ocean. My energy was tremendous. I worked for the first nine 


"BABA, YOU LIVE THIS LIFE" 307 


months at the Gateway as the secretary with Fred and Ella Winter- 
feldt, where I wrote letters and worked on the reservation chart. 
When someone arrived at the Gateway, Fred and Ella would get up 
and hug them like members of their own family. I mean, there 
were hundreds of people they would welcome in such a whole- 
hearted way. As I mentioned, they would often take a guest or two 
in the back for some cookies and apple juice and ask, “How’s it go- 
ing? What’s going on? How is your life with Baba?” They were 
great to work with—very generous and very compassionate. 

But when Fred developed cancer, his life changed considera- 
bly, so I went from being the secretary to doing the reservations. 
Being with the Winterfeldts, I was fortunate to witness firsthand 
how they responded to all who came to the Center—as Baba’s per- 
sonal guests. For them, everyone was a son or daughter, brother or 
sister, aunt or uncle, and they welcomed them in that way. 

Then, when Will David, who was one of the caretakers, left for 
California, I became part of the cleaning crew inside the Center. It 
was wonderful, because there I could spend more time with 
guests, have meals or tea with them; the telephone wasn’t always 
ringing and I wasn’t all buried in correspondence. I could have a 
much freer time to focus on Baba. 

Of course, on the cabin crew, the cleaning work is always 
there. But Kitty made it clear to me that it is equally important to 
learn the names of and get to know the guests and their kids. And 
this has been a great joy and privilege over the years to enter into 
the lives of so many wonderful people. Now, at age seventy-two, 
my mental Rolodex of thousands of names is chockfull and I often 
have to pray to Baba—help! Kitty herself used to get people’s 
names mixed up, and if I couldn’t divine who she was talking 
about, she actually got a little bit perturbed. For example, she 
might say something like Ron Underhill when she meant Bob Un- 
derwood. I’d have to think quickly and try to figure out who she 
meant; then she’d go, “Yes, yes,” and she’d repeat their actual 
name. I got to where I could tell who she was talking about, even 
though she wasn’t anywhere close to the right name. It could be 
quite humorous sometimes. For example, Kitty mixed up Nancy 
Geagan’s name with the former first lady’s, and she became ever 
after: Nancy Reagan! 

I did have periods where Kitty was always finding fault with 
me. But I would just grin and bear it. She would be finding fault 
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with things that I had done my best with, but I always felt Baba 
right there. I felt Baba helping me in all of this. I felt Him watching 
me in a very loving way. I was always more critical of myself than 
Baba was of me. 

One time, even before I started working at the Center, proba- 
bly in 1973 or 1974, I sensed that Baba was telling me to go to the 
Center beach, and that He had a message for me. I felt this intui- 
tively. This is something that rarely happens to me, so I drove 
there, and in the parking lot I laid my head down on a stone, and I 
felt Baba say, “You should always feel welcome here, even if you 
are drunk; you should never hesitate to come here.” Not that I 
drank, but it meant, “Even if you are in the worst condition, never 
think that you’re not welcome here. Know that you are to be here.” 
I mean, it came from Him. He was saying not to ever let anything 
cause me to feel unworthy of being here. “I want you to be here.” 
And that was even before I started working at the Center. 

For many years, I was responsible for the Friday night pro- 
grams, and Kitty would call for a skit about once a month, and 
plays every couple of months. So I was kept very busy. Kitty had 
real implicit faith in me; she’d say, “Jeff, I want a skit in three 
weeks,” so on top of working five days, and also seven nights as the 
night watchman, plus looking after Ella Winterfeldt at the time, 
she’d hit me with these skits and plays. I certainly didn’t have any 
special gift for drama, but Kitty was always so enthusiastic that I 
just couldn’t refuse her. I’d agonize over the skits, but I somehow 
managed to get some kind of skit together that would be part of 
the program. I’d pull in as many people as I could get. And then 
there would be these extravagant longer plays—oh Baba! 

An example of one was this: There was a trap door on the 
stage—even Elizabeth forgot it was there; it takes you down to a 
crawlspace. Kitty wanted something for Christmas, so I devised 
this play about Christmas in New York City. The scene was of this 
nice couple in their living room, and when they'd go to sleep, vari- 
ous vandals crept in and tried to rob some of the presents under 
the Christmas tree, but there was always some kind of interrup- 
tion, so the thieves would step into this closet (which was actually 
made from a refrigerator box). Then another gang came in, but a 
light would suddenly come on, so they also quickly hid in the 
closet. Altogether there were about fifteen people who disappeared 
into this little closet—into this little refrigerator box—and people in 
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the audience no doubt wondered how this was possible. And of 
course they were all going down the trap door. Then, the closet 
was moved at one point, and lo, there was nobody around! After- 
wards, Elizabeth called me over and asked about the disappearing 
act. She actually thought we were up to some magic. We really had 
a lot of fun with it. 

Always, we would bring Baba in in some way. I’d write a play 
in such a way that the actors could work out their own dia- 
logue—I’d delegate it—and they could work out their scene the way 
they wanted to, so there was a little bit of improv. But they were 
really very funny skits and plays, and it got a lot of people in the 
nearby community involved. 

During those early years, Kitty had me basically doing the 
evening caretaker duty most nights. I stayed at the back of the 
Gateway, which is now the archives building, and I was usually on 
call. Kitty would phone me and Id have to go into the Center and 
see somebody or contact someone or deal with some problem that 
had come up. At the time there was no night watchman, as Frank 
Eaton had left in 1972, so Walter Witkowski and I did a lot of 
overnights. 

An interesting—and sometimes unsettling—thing in working 
around Kitty and Elizabeth was that they could see into you, much 
further than anybody else. And it could make you a little self- 
conscious. I mean, you made sure that your thoughts were pretty 
clean and proper, and that your intentions and motives were ap- 
propriate, because—not that they were critical—it’s just that they 
could see into you like I had never experienced with anyone be- 
fore. I imagine it must have been a little bit of what it was like to 
be around Baba. You couldn't hide anything. 

So what happened is, after about four years of working some- 
times six days a week—I would also work an extra day when a staff 
member couldn’t make it to work—I became so tired that I got this 
strange sensation in a certain area of my head. It went on for a 
couple of months, and it was very disturbing to me. I didn’t really 
know it was connected with exhaustion, but one day when I was 
with Elizabeth, she stopped our conversation and said: “I see 
something there on the side of your head. You need to get a com- 
plete rest. I want you to get a complete rest and not come to work!” 
So she probably kept me from nervous exhaustion and collapse. 
She had that type of insight. The boundless energy I once had was 
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replaced after a few short years with levels of exhaustion I never 
dreamed existed. 

One time after I had worked as the night watchman in the 
Center and was having breakfast in the Original Kitchen where we 
used to eat, I got a call from Elizabeth. She said she wanted me to 
go down to the beach. I said to her, “Elizabeth, I’m eating break- 
fast right now. Should I finish or should I go down right now?” She 
paused thoughtfully and she said, “No, finish your breakfast and 
then go down.” So after eating, I got in the truck, and headed down 
toward the beach. As I was passing beyond the Barn on the beach 
road, there were eleven people who were trespassing on the Cen- 
ter. And I asked myself, “How did Elizabeth know this?” She even 
knew I could finish eating breakfast! 

When a spider weaves a web, if there’s any vibration anywhere 
on the web, the spider picks it up, like radar. For Elizabeth, the 
Center was like that. She knew all too well what was going on! And 
it did make you a bit self-conscious. For instance, when I came in a 
little late for night duty, I would sometimes sprint the last twenty 
yards from my car to the Gateway door, because she just might get 
the whim to call and find out that I was late! She had an uncanny 
access into anything happening on the Center; and she might just 
ask: “Did you get in on time last night?” And you'd have to say, 
“No, I was ten minutes late.” Because she knew anyhow. So I just 
had to make sure I was on time. It was good training. 

Jane Haynes, who succeeded Elizabeth years later, didn’t have 
the same knowingness, which allowed a little more leeway, but she 
made up for it with her great sensitivity and compassion. 

As I mentioned before, I used to sleep on a little cot at the 
back of the Gateway; for years I was basically living in an office. 
Elizabeth wanted me to be there even before Fred had passed on, 
to be up there and available at the entrance to the Center. That’s 
why we now have the position of gatekeeper. Before that, Fred and 
Ella were the gatekeepers at Pine Lodge. When Fred passed on in 
1978, Elizabeth wanted me to continue to be there with Ella and 
look after her. 

Somewhere in the late ’70s, I woke up on the cot at the Gate- 
way with these words coming from deep within. “Jeff, you can live 
a good life, but does the world need another good life? Let Me live 
your life.” What this meant to me was that Baba was saying, 
“Youre doing a good job, but it’s now time to let Me live your life.” 
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So now, every morning, and even in the night when I wake up, I 
say, “Baba, YOU live this day, full of Your love and light, and may 
it glorify You. You live this life.” That’s my prayer to Him. Because 
if He lives my life, it has some carbonation! It has some spark. And 
at various times during the day He lets me know He’s taken me up 
on my prayer. I can do an ordinary good job, but that’s not what’s 
needed. What’s needed is that He lives our lives—for the sake of 
the world, and for the sake of His work. I try not to say to Him, 
“You live my life,” but rather, “You live this life,” because when I 
bring in “my,” then there’s me and Him. There is then a split. No, 
He’s living the life. Darwin Shaw used to say, “Sooner or later, you 
discover you're nobody, and that is not an unhappy discovery.” So, 
at the end of the day, when I leave the Center, I think, “Wow, it 
was such a privilege to live this day!” 

One thing I felt that Baba wants from me, and also which I 
learned from the Mandali, is to have certain activities which are 
inclusive, to bring people who might be shy and reserved into 
some activity. For example, we often put together a potluck lunch 
where people can sit and talk about Baba together. People on the 
Guest House side of the Lagoon, who don’t normally meet anyone 
on the more populated side, have a chance to get to know other 
guests who they might never have met if they hadn’t sat down and 
had lunch together. I’d been putting together little potluck lunches 
off and on since the 1970s, but perhaps since 2000, members of 
the cabin crew and guests have helped with lunches by taking all 
the leftover food, as well as adding their own, and making a meal 
out of it. Annie Lovett has contributed a great deal to this effort, 
and she’s so good at creating something wonderful out of leftovers! 
People enjoy it. 

One of the nice things about the lunches is that people often 
tell their Baba stories, and they’re very touching. If you’re having a 
meal together, you might ask, “What has been your spiritual path? 
What were your beliefs before you came to Baba?” or, “How did 
you hear about the Center, about Baba?” We’ve listened to the 
most magnificent stories over the years. And then sometimes dis- 
cussions come up on the various aspects of the spiritual life. It’s 
not really a social thing, but a sharing. When conversation gets a 
little dispersed or superficial, I'll bring out my quote cards (quotes 
from saints and masters of the different religious and spiritual 
traditions) and ask the guests to pick one and read it aloud. The 
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quotes often get people to ponder the deeper truths and that 
sometimes triggers further discussion. The lunches allow people to 
connect with Baba, and also connect with each other. 

I also used to care for Baba’s garden for many years, and sev- 
eral hundred people at different times—with their kids some- 
times—worked in the garden planting flowers and shrubs to adorn 
His house. For me, it was all about bringing people to be a part of 
this—if they wanted. Initially, when I started there, I was just rak- 
ing the leaves. Then, because of Jane Haynes’s interest, I began to 
develop more areas and make it actually into a garden. Mani had 
written a letter from Meherazad in 1959—and nothing came out of 
Meherazad without Baba’s approval—and in this letter she said 
that Baba wanted this garden to be the “Meherazad garden of the 
West.” Jane showed me that letter during a period when she was 
going through Mani’s correspondence with Elizabeth. Baba had 
put Jane in charge of His house, and so I started developing the 
garden with her help and suggestions. 

Baba’s garden became for a while a kind of miniature botani- 
cal garden. It was so lush, especially in the 1980s into the 90s. We 
had many native plants, especially shade-loving woodland plants, 
and a couple of areas of cottage garden perennials, plus many 
flowering shrubs. My intention was to fulfill something that 
Norina said about this garden: She wanted something coming into 
bloom every season of the year. So we had flowers coming into 
bloom almost every week of the year. And we also had a succession 
of fragrances going around the year, so that somebody who was 
blind could enjoy the garden on the level of the different scents 
and fragrances. 

I got into this; it became my love and avocation, and I did it 
on my days off as well. Sometimes I went to far off places and 
brought back unusual plants to add. Baba’s garden was actually 
known in the gardening world, and there were some famous plant 
experts who came to the garden. Nan Wicker did a lot of research 
for plants that would do well in the shade or in certain woodland 
conditions. We had a regular volunteer garden crew, and many of 
the guests also just loved it; any time they came to the Center they 
would want to work in the garden. I didn’t recruit people; they 
wanted to be a part of it. We’d have chai and read poetry after- 
wards overlooking the lake. 

I imagined the garden as a garland around Baba’s House, the 
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supreme place on the Center. But also, it was a way for people to 
be a part of what’s happening at the Center. They loved it. Some 
wanted to be a part of it because it gave them an opportunity to be 
of service. I feel that to serve on the Center is so valuable for a per- 
son, even if they're just raking a path. It’s much greater than it 
seems; I know that from my soul...and from my own experience. 
Baba once said, “Whatever is done for Me is done by Me.” He is 
deeply touched by any little effort. So I would look at these little 
kids—or adults—planting something, and I would say, “Wow, Baba, 
You must just love it! Here are these kids, planting flowers for You 
in Your garden. How could You not just be so happy to see this!” 
Adele Wolkin once told me that the original motto of the Center 
was: “A playground for selfless service.” That has a different feel- 
ing than if it were called a workshop for selfless service. 

We also put together volleyball games, and this brings in a lot 
of young people who might otherwise be hanging out in the malls. 
It’s a wonderful example of what can be done at the Center. What’s 
nice is that you get mothers and fathers and their kids out there on 
the volleyball court. How often is it that you get to play sports with 
your mom, out there on the same court? It’s rare! It doesn’t hap- 
pen very often. The games are really fun. And they have drama! 
Everyone is out there trying his or her best. We try to make sure 
there are usually three hits on each side, so the ball is passed from 
one person to the other and each one gets to participate. Everyone 
gets to serve, including the little kids, even if all they can do is 
throw the ball over the net. No one is kept away, so it’s a place for 
inclusiveness. I’ve played a lot of sports, and this is the best spirit 
in which a game can be played, because while people are competi- 
tive in the sense that they try to win, it’s not cutthroat winning. We 
try to make the teams as equal as possible. If one team is far 
ahead, and a good player shows up, then that person goes to the 
weaker team. So the games often go into extra rounds, and they’re 
very exciting. 

We also played sports in Meherazad and Meherabad right 
there with the Mandali. I had the following valuable exchange with 
Eruch about activities: There was a time in 1975, before I started 
working at the Center, when I was working for Price Branch’s con- 
struction company, and we were doing house painting—some fine 
interior jobs over in Briarcliffe. In this upscale neighborhood, you 
had to do excellent work. Back then I was a kind of Baba remem- 
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brance machine, and I would say “Baba, Baba, Baba...” inwardly as 
I was painting, cutting in windows and baseboards. I worked for 
six months, and then Price and I went to India. 

One day we were sitting outside Mandali Hall on a bench with 
Eruch, and Price said, “Eruch, I work as a house painter, and 
sometimes hours go by and I haven’t thought about Baba. He is 
the most important Being in the world, and hours have gone by 
and I’m not even remembering Him. What can I do about that?” 
Eruch replied, “In the beginning, it’s important to remember Baba, 
to say His name, to see the movies, to go where Baba has been, 
and to read all the literature. But in time it becomes important to 
forget yourself. When you forget yourself, then Baba can live 
through you. Youre not aware of it, but He is living through you.” 
So he underlined the value of self-forgetfulness. 

That was a turning point for me, because I had become a bit 
rigid in remembering Baba all the time. I had lost the playfulness 
that had always been a part of me since childhood. Since then, I 
have found that self-forgetfulness and remembering Baba make a 
great complementary dynamic. Eruch would say, “Get wholeheart- 
edly lost in activities, and when coming out of that absorption, re- 
member Baba.” And he would add, “When you remember to re- 
member, then remember Him.” 

So, when we get into something, such as volleyball or music or 
gardening, we forget ourselves. Then Baba is living through us. 
And after the activity, you remember Him. So it’s an alternating 
between remembrance and self-forgetfulness. I found, if it’s all 
Baba remembrance, I would become a little stiff and unnatural, 
and if it’s all self-forgetfulness, that can also sometimes be unbal- 
anced. Self-forgetfulness and Baba remembrance can work beauti- 
fully together. That awareness freed me up to do a lot of things on 
the Center that might not technically be considered “Baba.” Baba 
liked games, skits, jokes and movies, because we forget our selves. 
Like gardening—you can forget yourself among flowers and hours 
fly by. It’s heavenly. 

One of the greatest privileges I’ve enjoyed in working at the 
Center is witnessing what Baba does—His Divine Love in action, 
day after day. And I invariably catch a glimpse of that loving work 
He has done in our guests by the time they leave. They frequently 
arrive in some kind of need—exhausted from work in the world, 
frantically searching for a deeper meaning to their lives, grieving 
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over the recent passing of a loved one, suffering a painful divorce, 
struggling with unemployment, confusion, low self-esteem, or 
searching for kindred spirits with whom they can connect deeply. 
They are often faced with all the various trials of life. 

Baba meets each one where that person is, and I see how He 
lifts everyone’s spirit and gives them, perhaps, a next step in their 
lives, something new—some fresh angle of vision that changes their 
more limited view of things. It is such a joy to watch as He pours 
upon them a deep experience of His divinity, providing a sense of 
real family, and for some, feeding their contemplative nature with 
inner experience. 

Whether they connect with somebody on the Center who 
helps them understand their situation, or whether His work is 
achieved independently through their inner experience, there are 
SO many things that Baba does. It is something to behold. It’s not 
like watching a therapist; this is God Himself, working in the hu- 
man heart that’s in pain or longing for a deeper love. Witnessing 
this is ever-absorbing to me. It is clear He loves and adores us no 
matter what, offering always His unconditional love. 

Also on the Center, He provides an environment where kids 
can play freely and explore the natural world. We see how kids 
take to this place. It’s something to witness. They’re just free and 
happy; they don’t have to worry about anything. They are in their 
element. Just like when those in my generation were growing up— 
we could just go out and play all day and evening; we never had to 
worry about anything. But now in many places in this country you 
can’t just let kids go off and play; parents have to be vigilant. The 
Center provides a playground for kids, and Baba is there amongst 
them. Years ago there was a kid who was crossing the bridge with 
his mother, and he turned to her and said, “Mommy, is this place 
heaven?” They know this place. 

I see how Baba loves these kids and the life in them, because 
they don’t have a heavy agenda, and they don’t have a whole lot of 
problems. He gets to play with them, whereas grownups often 
have to deal with serious problems; He’s got to help them out. It’s 
work. With kids, it’s fun. They are very much in the present. 
They're not yet burdened by the past, and they’re not anxious 
about the future. They live in the Now, very expansively, and that’s 
where Baba’s leading us grown-ups eventually! 

What Baba does nurtures the soul; His work with the guests is 
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not restricted just to the psychological. He works within each one 
but also through others. Lifelong friendships are formed among 
the guests that are a blessing for the rest of their lives. Many of the 
guests come from cities and towns where there are no Baba lovers 
or kindred spirits, and because of this, they are often required to 
give an edited version of themselves to people who are not able to 
understand and accept their spiritual lives. But in coming to the 
Center, they have the opportunity to share a more unedited ver- 
sion of themselves among kindred spirits who understand them, 
sharing the struggles and the many insights of their inner lives. 

Baba has created such a wonderful open and safe atmosphere 
at the Center. This place is called a spiritual center, but it is truly a 
home, His Home in the West, where the guests can meet and enjoy 
their long lost brothers and sisters from around the country and 
other parts of the world. There are guests who may choose to keep 
to themselves and commune with their inner nature, and the Cen- 
ter staff tries to be always sensitive to their inclinations, as well as 
to the needs of those who enjoy connecting with others. At the 
Center, Baba responds to the intimate needs of each one. 

I feel that one of the primary reasons that Baba came among 
us this time is to restore the personal care and interest in one an- 
other in a world that has become increasingly impersonal, where 
neighbors often don’t know each other, where the demands of life 
are so great that people often don’t have time for each other, 
where many families are spread out across the country and only 
occasionally get together, where the temptations are so great that 
many lose sight of their deeper selves. 

Because of this, I feel such deep appreciation to the tireless 
and dedicated regular Center staff members who have served over 
the years, along with the invaluable contributions of the hundreds 
of volunteers through whom Baba keeps His Center an ever- 
welcoming House for all who come! Two of those volunteers—our 
only full-time volunteers—are Annie Lovett, who works on the 
cabin crew and often makes wonderful lunches and desserts for 
guests, and Dru Swinson, our video expert. And then there are the 
spirited efforts of our young adult summer workers, and the many 
kids who tag along with us on the Cabin Crew. The love that they 
all share is just stunning. 

Through the beautiful environment, and the love-filled at- 
mosphere of the Center, Baba offers in abundance, day after day 
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after day, the spiritual nourishment that is needed by the soul. 
Decades ago, I seemingly stumbled upon this blessed opportunity 
to share in the life of Baba’s Center, His Home in the West. For 
that, I am eternally grateful. 
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19 Carolyn: New to Baba...or Not? 


Carolyn Ball is an author, counselor, and speaker who did 
not recognize Meher Baba in the beginning. Instead, she traveled 
many pathways and learned of many traditions on her road to 
Him, which gives her an ability to relate with empathy to the 
many and varied experiences that shape people’s seeking for God. 
She now writes about Baba and is a Center volunteer at Baba’s 
House and at the Gateway. 


I am writing this chapter for those of us who were not of the 
“first wave” of the Mandali, nor the “next wave” from the 60s and 
70s, who learned directly from Baba’s disciples. I did not recog- 
nize Him right away when I heard of Him in the 1970s, and it was 
many years before He revealed Himself to me. Did I come too late? 
Did I miss the greater teachings? Was I somehow spiritually lack- 
ing for not catching on when I first heard of Him? These concerns 
plagued me for some time. 

I was one of those members of that Hippie Generation who 
Baba took through many paths and lessons on my way to Him. I 
first visited The Meher Center in 1995, but it was not until 2005 
that I actually made the commitment to live near the Meher Cen- 
ter in hopes of better living a life dedicated to Him. But even then, 
there was a sense of having arrived late on the scene. I remember 
feeling that I must somehow be “less spiritual,” because Baba did 
not call me to Him until later in my life. 

However, when I interviewed Walter (in Chapter 16, above), 
my heart was put at ease when he shared that Elizabeth had said 
that we cannot judge those who seem to have come only recently 
to Baba, for we do not know their past relationship with Him. In- 
deed, only Baba knows our connection with Him from other times 
and other places. Only He knows what trainings, what lessons, 
what awakenings He was orchestrating on the different paths 
through which He leads us—whether we know of Him as Avatar or 
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not. Now I have come to know that each and every person’s path to 
God is the unique, perfect experience, especially handcrafted for 
that person by Him. 

Looking back, the indicators were there over the years that 
God and I had already established a firm rapport long before He 
revealed Himself to me as Meher Baba. For example, my family 
lived in Chapel Hill, North Carolina, when I was ages two through 
four, as my father earned his doctorate in education from the Uni- 
versity of North Carolina. We lived on a little dirt road behind 
what is now the hospital, and I remember toddling around, mostly 
wearing a little bathing suit and running barefoot. We were there 
in 1952 when Baba came through Chapel Hill on His way to Duke 
Hospital after His accident in Oklahoma [Love Alone Prevails, p 
402]. Did I see Him? Is it possible His nazar fell on me at that 
time? I don’t know, but I always feel a little tug in my heart when I 
see a photograph of Him with both hands on the window, looking 
out of a vehicle. 

And there were other times during that period that my family 
was in the vicinity of where Baba was immediately after His acci- 
dent in Oklahoma: We drove more than once for vacations to Myr- 
tle Beach. And when we left Chapel Hill driving north to my fa- 
ther’s new job, we visited family near the Scarsdale, New York 
area, with a trip to Radio City Music Hall in New York City, all 
places Baba was after His accident. 

Did I see Him there in a wheelchair, His leg wrapped in a cast, 
as he visited doctors and went through the beginnings of His heal- 
ing process? Did He make me His already at that time? I don’t 
know, but it is interesting that, years later, I was instrumental in 
the founding of the Heartland Center in Oklahoma, where Baba’s 
accident occurred. Did He plant that seed exactly thirty years be- 
fore? I wonder. The coincidences are interesting. But Baba was to 
take me on a very long journey to Him, and I am now grateful for 
every bit of it. 

I grew up in a “normally dysfunctional” family. My parents 
were good people, both dedicated educators, but my father was an 
alcoholic and the role of the scapegoat fell to me, so I went through 
much of my childhood with terrible self-esteem, feeling socially 
awkward, disconnected, and very much afraid of being rejected. 
Yet, in the end, this taught me to be brave, and to forge forward in 
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following my own heart, and to trust the voice within in the face of 
judgment. These qualities served me very well as I matured. 

And, too, my parents were great explorers, and we had many 
interesting adventures. We lived in Brazil during my elementary 
school years, and this was where I experienced my first conscious 
connection with God. During the summers my folks would send us 
off to some sort of vacation Bible school. The year I was seven, we 
were enrolled in a program held at the home of a missionary fam- 
ily who lived nearby. In the closing day of the program, the woman 
leading the group had us standing in a circle as she prayed. At the 
end of the prayer, she said, “Jesus, I know there is one child here 
who wants to ask you to come into their heart. And that person 
can just quietly raise their hand now as we keep our eyes closed.” 
We waited. No one seemed to take her up on it. We waited some 
more. She repeated that part of her prayer. Still nobody chose to 
ask Jesus to come into their heart. I felt embarrassed for her. We 
waited as she repeated it again. Silence. 

Then, truly to give this well-meaning woman some relief and a 
little sense of success, I raised my hand. I really had no idea what 
she was talking about, but I just didn’t want her to feel bad. She 
immediately glorified and praised God, praying deeply for me to 
open my heart to let Him in. I left feeling ’d done a good deed. 

But then, as I was walking home, I started to feel this great 
ecstasy! I couldn’t believe it! Jesus really did come into my heart! 
God really did answer prayers! It was remarkable. I’d never felt 
anything like that before. And though the experience faded, the 
memory would come back to me from time to time. But it also set 
in motion my own personal spiritual path based on an awareness 
that helping others to feel better was pleasing to Him. 

I continued throughout my childhood and teen years loosely 
engaged in church life as my family continued to travel; we moved 
to Pittsburgh, Taiwan, and New Jersey, where the family dysfunc- 
tion got intolerable, and I would pray that I could somehow be re- 
leased. Then, my prayer was answered. As I was seventeen, and 
about to head for college, my family moved to Lima, Peru where 
my father was to be the head of the American school. It was 1966, 
and I was free! 

Part of me was thrilled to get to do what I wanted, but another 
part was terribly alone as I begged a place to stay from one relative 
or another on school vacations. The disconnection I’d felt as a 
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child only increased. It wasn’t long before some of the earthier 
mores of the hippie lifestyle became mine, while drugs and sex 
were my salves as I bumbled through college, my first years work- 
ing, and a very short marijuana-based marriage. 

Yet I look back with amazement at how Baba carried me to 
Him through some interesting pathways, including some of the 
spiritual directions that were emerging from the hippie culture at 
the time, embracing, among others, Eastern and Native American 
approaches to spirituality. Seemingly, it was taking a long time to 
get to Him, but I would later understand that He gave me some of 
the exact disciplines that He gave to His Mandali, and I would 
eventually see, in awe, how He works with each one of us in such a 
personal way. 

I was living in Hollywood, California—by now it was 1974—and 
I had determined that I needed some exercise, perhaps ballet, or 
maybe I’d try yoga. I discovered a Sivananda Yoga Center only two 
blocks away, and gradually I became more and more involved with 
their center. But I think it was perhaps when my husband sug- 
gested that, when we have kids, we might get them started smok- 
ing pot when they were seven or eight, that I decided to leave him 
and make yoga my life! 

I went directly into training as a yoga teacher, which became 
my focus for the next twelve years. I later learned that Baba had 
said that Sivananda was a sixth plane saint, and that they had met 
during Baba’s travels to Rishikesh. Sivananda had also regularly 
contributed to Baba’s early publication, the Meher Journal. So I 
later felt that Baba had most generously guided me towards my 
early spiritual tutelage. 

Life as a yogi was one of renunciation; in fact, I took vows (for 
a short time) of sanyas, the Hindu equivalent of a nun or monk. In 
the ashram, we owned nothing but a few items of clothing, and 
received no remuneration for our service but food and a place to 
sleep. We meditated for two hours a day, and were often moved 
from ashram to ashram. I was stationed over time in Los Angeles, 
San Francisco, the Bahamas, Val Morin near Montreal, and Ft. 
Lauderdale, serving as director of two of the centers. Of course, 
when I came to later know more about Baba, I wondered at the 
fact that He had often assigned meditation to the early Mandali, 
and that He had also moved them from place to place. So I was 
grateful that in some ways He had given me a taste—however 


322 WAVES AND WAVES OF LOVE 


small—of living for God, though I have to say, at that point for me 
it was more an external expression than an internal one. 

It was while I was living in San Francisco that I first saw a 
poster of Meher Baba, in a local bookstore. I recall looking at His 
image, the three-quarter view of Him looking down, middle aged, 
with his hair down, a beautiful and gentle expression on His face. 
My thought about Him at the time was that He was way too hand- 
some to be a guru, and so...it was not yet my time. However, I of- 
ten had to drive across the bridge to Berkeley, and at the time 
there was a giant billboard of Baba overlooking the bridge. Now I 
think, even then, He was keeping an eye on me, and His awaken- 
ings were already in my heart, for I recall sitting on the stoop of 
the yoga center there, thinking, “All of this meditation feels won- 
derful, but where is the emphasis on love?” And_ I would learn 
later that He made precisely that point! 

In 1979, about forty of us at the ashram broke away and estab- 
lished a meditation community in Cuernavaca, Mexico, where we 
were fortunate enough to rent an incredibly beautiful abandoned 
monastery for $400 a month. It was a real test of trusting in God, 
because Americans were not allowed to work in Mexico—yet 
money miraculously kept coming through donations. People from 
as far away as Scotland (Findhorn) and Australia heard about us 
and came to visit. We didn’t have much to live on, but somehow 
we always managed to pay the rent and buy food, though there 
were lean times with breakfasts of white bread and mustard. 

Later we all moved into a community north of Houston, 
Texas, each in our own homes. But what defined this time for me, 
as we meditated sometimes for many hours a day, was developing 
the ability to keep my mind in a silent state, which I characterized 
as inhaling God as I received Him, and exhaling God as I gave Him 
forth to mankind, all without thoughts. As a group, it was very 
powerful, and we gradually observed that some of our deepest and 
longest meditation—once until 5:00 am-—coincided with different 
“earth changes” and disasters that were going on at the time, so it 
was clear that our focus was being used for some higher purpose. 
Later I learned that Baba had the Mandali do special meditations 
during World War II that seemed to coincide with certain events 
of the war, and I wondered if our special meditations were in any 
way being used in a similar manner. 
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For me, those meditations were a state of absolute silence and 
a complete surrender into pure love. But I always felt that there 
was Someone there, Someone familiar, Someone who was orches- 
trating whatever we were doing, Someone with whom I was con- 
necting. “Who are you?” I would wonder. Now I know...but He 
wasn’t done with my training yet. 

What also struck me at the time was that, despite all the medi- 
tating we were doing, there was not much emotional and spiritual 
growth going on within our community. We could get our minds 
still, and we were obviously in service, but when leaving that state, 
we went back to being our same old self-absorbed personalities. 
(Later I read that Baba also addressed this, indicating that our 
sanskaras are primarily worked out in daily life.) So, I got inter- 
ested in working with The Life Training, and ultimately returned 
to college and became a counselor. It was a time of coming out into 
the public for me. I gave workshops, did corporate trainings, gave 
frequent talks around Houston, wrote a popular book on self- 
esteem, and had many articles published. 

During that time I first met Mary Thunder, Native American 
medicine woman and spirit speaker. Her teachers were some of 
the most powerful and beloved elders of that culture: Leonard 
Crow Dog, Wallace Black Elk, the Chips family, and Twylah 
Nitsch. Thunder was, herself, warm, loving, cuddly, sweet, fun- 
ny...and a force to be reckoned with! It hadn’t been that long since 
the Native American occupation of Alcatraz, and emotions were 
still very raw after centuries of political and physical abuse of the 
Native peoples. I look back with amazement that, each year, with 
her elders’ permission, Thunder brought about twenty white peo- 
ple into the Native American Sundance, training them to be re- 
spectful and to serve coffee and good food in silence and with a 
smile. In a time when “playing Indian” was somewhat popular, 
Thunder taught us to quietly and humbly be of service. 

But Thunder was also very dynamic in how she taught us 
about spiritual life. Gone were my days of sitting and chanting 
“OM.” She had an uncanny ability to provide exactly what each 
person needed in their growth. One person she pampered, another 
she blasted. I recall more than once she would really rip into me 
for something I hadn’t done—when the real perpetrator was sitting 
right next to me! I would whimper and try to defend myself, and 
the more I did, the worse it got. Then one day I realized she used 
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that as a powerful way to teach another person who really didn’t 
have the capacity to hear! In the meantime, I was getting a little 
tougher, a little more tolerant of criticism. 

Later, as I read about how Baba was with his early disciples in 
Manzil-e-Meem, I was amazed at some of the uncanny similarities 
in the way Baba taught his early disciples. And then there was the 
fact that Thunder gave the name “White Horse” to her husband, 
and that their logo looked just like the images of the white horses 
representing Baba that I saw when I first went to India. Who was 
this woman? I wondered. Was she Baba’s agent? The coincidences 
were substantial. And, at minimum, I was getting some major 
doses of Baba’s teachings long before I knew it. 

In 1994, while praying for direction in my life, I awoke one 
morning to hear, audibly, “Asheville.” 

“Asheville?” I asked, looking up at my ceiling... 

“Asheville,” I heard once again...aloud. 

Within the month I was packed and on the road. If you ask for 
direction, you’d better follow it! I loved the soft, lush verdant envi- 
ronment of the semi-rain forest around Asheville. I delighted in 
seeing the brooks and streams that tumbled from many turns in 
the roads as I wound around what I thought of as “piles and piles 
of pristine green mountains.” Soon I founded The Center for Who- 
listic Health, which came to be known as “The Center,” a non- 
profit healthcare clinic and educational organization. Again, I was 
very active in community organization in an environment rich 
with interest in alternative health and spiritual values. I offered 
trainings and workshops, interfaced with the medical community, 
regularly wrote articles about mind-body-spirit health for the local 
newspapers and tabloids, and became well known in the city. 

But it was nearing time for Baba to draw me to Him. Someone 
gave me a copy of the beautiful Meher Spiritual Center brochure, 
and I kept it in the stack of magazines in my waiting room. Every 
once in a while I’d pull it out of the pile and look at the photos that 
clearly conveyed the beauty and serenity of this retreat only five 
hours away in Myrtle Beach. And there were pictures of Meher 
Baba, somehow popping up again in my life, along with photos of 
these lovely elderly women who looked so calm and wise. 

Finally, in June of 1995, I decided to call down there and go 
visit. They said you had to have an interest in learning more about 
Meher Baba, and though my interest was fairly minimal, I’d met 
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many gurus, elders, and wise people over the years, so I thought, 
“What the heck, why not learn about another spiritual master? Be- 
sides, it looks like a great cheap spiritual vacation right by the 
beach.” Little did I know what Baba had in store for me! The bait 
had been cast. 

I drove down with a friend who was a member of my Wednes- 
day night meditation group, and we were delighted with our entire 
weekend. What was particularly striking to me, though, was how 
genuinely kind and friendly everyone was. There were no “spiritual 
airs” being put on-just a kind of loving naturalness. And no one 
pushed this spiritual path on us either, and that was nice. 

The years passed, and I continued to come to the Meher Cen- 
ter for retreat, renewal, and a spiritual vacation. Though I never 
felt a special connection to Meher Baba (yet), I came to really like 
the people I was starting to know here, and I always enjoyed their 
programs, appreciating the gentle spirituality that they conveyed. 
Obviously the wisdom set forth by this Master was pure and clear. 

Then, in 1999, just when The Center in Asheville seemed to be 
at its peak and we were gaining national recognition, it started to 
unravel. Through a series of events beyond my control, it became 
more and more unmanageable, and I found myself so busy and so 
overwhelmed with everything that was on my plate, that some- 
times I couldn’t even formulate words to speak! 

I decided I needed a vacation, a time to discuss things with 
God and sort things out, so off I went to the Meher Center. This 
time I went to the Lagoon Cabin to see if I could get a little insight 
from “these people’s guru.” I sat and tried to meditate a bit, but my 
mind was swimming, so I picked up the large picture book on the 
coffee table called Love Personified, and found myself posing my 
questions and concerns to the photographs in front of me. Page by 
page I went, and as I did, I saw that this was a history of Meher 
Baba in pictures. I followed it slowly to the end, noticing I was 
feeling much calmer. As I closed the book, I looked up at the large 
photograph of Baba on the wall to my right. At that moment, what 
I can only describe as two bolts of lightning shot from His eyes, 
and seemed to penetrate into me. I was stunned, amazed, in awe. 
Somehow, I had been “zapped!” I left the Lagoon Cabin wonder- 
ing, “What was that? And who is Meher Baba?” 

That evening I attended the program, as I usually did. The 
movie playing that night was Irwin Luck’s film, Meher Baba, Ava- 
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tar of the Age. As part of the editing style of the film, Irwin would 
show clips of Baba, then insert a slow-motion close-up of the same 
sequence. In one of the close-ups, Baba turned and glanced at the 
camera. In that moment, it felt as if Baba’s glance was directly into 
my eyes, and it pierced deeply into my heart, filling me with His 
presence, with His love. 

The seed had been firmly planted. I returned to Asheville to 
face all of my center’s issues, but now all I could think about was 
returning to the Meher Center. My healthcare center was coming 
undone, but for two weeks I floated on a high that was at once su- 
premely joyous, and at the same time, deeply calm. While I con- 
tinued to try to solve my business problems, they remained as 
background to me. All I really cared about was returning to the 
Meher Spiritual Center to find out more about Meher Baba. 

I scheduled a return trip to Myrtle Beach for only two weeks 
after my previous visit. I planned on driving down with a woman 
named Sonya, whom I barely knew. She arrived early, so we 
packed up my car, but I still needed to have a brief staff meeting. I 
asked if she would run a quick errand for me taking my laptop in 
for repair so we could hit the road as soon as possible. She insisted 
on taking my car instead of hers, and while I couldn’t see why, I 
shrugged and gave her the keys. 

Halfway through the staff meeting, my voicemail kicked in, 
interrupting the meeting: “Ms. Ball, this is the police. Your car has 
been in an accident. No one is hurt, but you need to come get your 
car towed.” I borrowed a car and raced down to get Sonya. My car 
was totaled. But really, all I wanted to do was get to the Baba Cen- 
ter, and I didn’t give the car a second thought! I quickly had it 
towed, drove back with Sonya to get her car, transferred our bags 
out of my demolished car, and we were off for Myrtle Beach! 

I really don’t know what Baba was up to, but that wasn’t the 
last of the obstacles. Just before getting to Columbia, I suddenly 
turned to Sonya. who was in the driver’s seat and asked, “How 
much gas do you have?” The words were scarcely out of my mouth 
when we rolled to a stop, barely making it over to the shoulder. 
The tank was empty. We hitchhiked with a somewhat lascivious 
truck driver who, despite his innuendoes, helped us get gas and 
delivered us back to the car. At this point I told Sonya I was taking 
over the driving! 
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Okay! So we were finally off for the Center! I couldn’t wait to 
get there. However, just the other side of Columbia, there was a 
long, slow line of traffic. I could see a car up ahead slowing every- 
one down. I resurrected my old New York City taxi driver skills, 
and deftly zipped back and forth until I got to the front of the line, 
then stepped on it! I really just wanted to get to the Center! 

But...I was “stepping on it” right past a police car. He immedi- 
ately pulled me over and said something about speeding. At this 
point, I was kind of reaching my limit, and told him I’d already 
had my car totaled that day, and dealt with a creepy guy after run- 
ning out of gas, and then I pointed out to him—albeit very polite- 
ly-that he had been holding up traffic by going under the speed 
limit in the left lane. He walked away. Sonya couldn’t believe I’d 
said that to him—and neither could I! He came back in a few min- 
utes and handed me a warning (surely that was Baba’s grace). I 
thanked him and we were finally off for the Center—again! 

Apparently Sonya had no real interest in the spiritual aspects 
of our journey. She took off in her car and spent the entire week- 
end searching for clams along the beaches of Myrtle Beach—which 
I later learned was not much of a resource for clams. But it kept 
her busy and kept me grounded on the Center—which was good. In 
the meantime, my thirst was great to learn all I could about Meher 
Baba. David Barison sat with me on the dock at the Boathouse one 
day and told me many things, including, “Baba loves you more 
than you can ever love yourself.” That statement left me struck in 
wonder. Could anyone love me that way? He also told me there 
were Baba meetings up in Asheville, and I’d never before heard 
this in the years I’d been coming to the Baba Center. In addition, 
he mentioned that in India, people would just sit around telling 
their Baba stories. In time I recognized that this statement raised 
my interest in Baba stories and linked me to the next book I would 
soon write—and to this one! 

My center in Asheville continued to dissolve. Later I read that 
when Baba was done with something, He would dismantle it, and 
that is certainly what happened. But I was starting not to care. I 
was tired of the fact that everyone in Asheville seemed to know 
me, and tired of being a leader. I longed for the peace and ano- 
nymity of my ashram days. Soon I was regularly attending Baba 
meetings. At one of the meetings, I was standing at a table gather- 
ing up some tea and cookies. Susan Paul was standing next to me. 
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“I need to make a pilgrimage or something...” I lamented to her, 
still so tired from my obligations. 

“Well, there’s a Pilgrim Center in India.” she told me. 

“That’s not what I meant,” I thought to myself. I was kind of 
imaging the mountains of Virginia—at least some place close by. So 
I smiled and turned away; she turned in the other direction. No 
interest. 

But somehow, immediately, we both turned back toward each 
other, and she started telling me all about how to get to India. You 
can just see how Baba is involved in every detail. I stood there, my 
mouth agape, because I knew I was going, and it wasn’t really from 
my own volition. I mean, I couldn’t even really call myself a Baba 
lover (yet)! 

Stunned at what seemed to be happening to me, I wandered 
into the living room and plopped down on a sofa. “I’m going to In- 
dia,” I mumbled, more out of shock than trying to communicate 
with anyone. Cathy Riley, Winnie Barrett and Debbie Nordeen had 
all been taking me under their wings since my last return from the 
Baba Center, sharing books and tapes, and one of them—though I 
can’t recall who—announced loudly, “Oh, Carolyn’s going to India!” 
Everyone “ooed” and “ahhed” in happy approval. I sat there 
stunned. It was just happening to me, and I couldn't help it. 

Two months later, I was in India. Early on one of my first 
mornings there, I was sitting in the Samadhi, Baba’s Tomb, where 
everyone gathered. I was weeping, and I didn’t really know why. I 
didn’t know at the time that this opening of the heart was quite 
common for someone who is coming to Baba. So I assumed that I 
was crying about my concerns about my center. My sniffling be- 
came quite loud, and someone turned to look at me....so I went out 
to walk among the trees and to try to calm myself. 

Looking up to the sky, I implored,, “What should I do, Baba?” 

In a flash, there was a full color vision of a book cover—with a 
photo of Baba waving, overlaying ocean waves, complete with a 
title: Meher Baba’s Next Wave. 

“That was not what I meant!” I thought, to Baba. “I meant 
about my center!” But it was too late. He had hooked me. And the 
story of Meher Baba’s next wave-the next generation after the 
Mandali to take up His cause—and of my ultimately becoming Ba- 
ba’s—is told in the book by that title. Of course, I’d been under the 
impression that all people talked about in India was their Baba 
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stories, so before I left India, I had already collected a number of 
beautiful stories for the book. 

I returned to Asheville, sold my center and bought a little 
house. But my energies were now taken up with writing the book 
that Baba had assigned. I made frequent visits to the Meher Center 
to collect and edit the wonderful stories. Then, as I returned home 
from the Baba Center one day, I discovered that a huge cherry tree 
had fallen on my new home. That was it. I quickly made repairs, 
found renters, bought an RV, and headed for California, where I 
spent the next year putting together Meher Baba’s Next Wave. 

At the very end of writing the book, I returned to India, and at 
Baba’s Tomb I laid the manuscript at His feet, saying to Him, “The 
people in this book know you are God, but I don’t. If it is true, 
could you please help me feel that way?” For about a week after 
that, I felt Him truly living in my heart, and that culminated when 
He appeared to me in His chair in Mandali Hall. After that, I knew 
in my heart that Baba is God. 

I returned to the U.S. to get the book printed, and there are a 
couple of wonderful things that happened as the book was being 
completed, which helped to show me that Baba was with me 
through that process, and, even, that He was happy with it. In fact, 
He made it clear that He was the Doer, and the Writer—and I was 
His fortunate secretary. 

I had sent the finished camera-ready art to the printer. They 
had delayed sending me the proofs for so long that we were down 
to the wire, because I already had a plane ticket to fly to India with 
some of the books to share. The printer reassured me: “T’ll over- 
night the proofs to you and you'll get them Saturday morning. Call 
me immediately and give me the go-ahead to run the presses.” 

FedEx arrived Saturday, and I shook with excitement as I 
opened the packet. But what I saw made my heart stop: my beauti- 
ful lavender and peach cover was puke green and dirt brown, and 
poor Baba’s face was chartreuse! I had given them the correct ma- 
terials but they had done the color separation incorrectly. I could 
barely dial the phone as tears streamed down my face. 

“I can’t do anything about it,” the printer said coldly. After 
much imploring and many tears later he finally said, “Okay, I'll 
give you the name of three color separators near you, and if you 
can get one of them to do the color work and overnight it no later 
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than noon on Monday, then we can still meet your deadline. That’s 
all I can do for you.” 

I knew from having spent fifteen years in the advertising 
business that no one would even consider such a last minute- 
deadline. But what could I do? I was living in Petaluma at the 
time, and the closest color separator was less than an hour away in 
Novato. I arrived when they opened at 8:00 Monday morning. The 
kind owner there simply took my disc and said, “Let me see what I 
can do.” I waited anxiously, and soon he called me in. There, on a 
huge computer screen was my book cover, in glorious lavender 
and peach, with Baba waving through! It was truly a miracle! 

He told me to wait, and to go ahead and call FedEx. I wan- 
dered around the waiting room and noticed the address of this 
company was on Lucas Drive. Then I noticed one letter after an- 
other framed on the walls, thanking this company for their excel- 
lent color work—all from George Lucas, the creator of Star Wars! 
Yes! Baba had chosen His own color separator, probably one of the 
best in the country, for the cover of the book that He wanted writ- 
ten! Of course! He’s God. He can do anything He wants! 

The books were printed in just enough time, and I packed to 
go to India. Mostly I was carrying the books—sixty of them-—in a 
special, expensive, hard-cased Samsonite suitcase guaranteed to 
make sure they arrived without damage. The problem was, it 
surely weighed a ton. “Baba,” I implored, “I’m very happy to bring 
these to India and give them to the Pilgrim Center, but I can’t 
carry it! Can you help me?” 

The taxi arrived and, unbelievably, the driver walked all the 
way up the stairs and carried that suitcase down to his car. He 
handed it off to the porter at the airport, who put it directly on the 
belt to the plane, and in Bombay, it was taken off the belt by an- 
other porter who actually saw me all the way through customs and 
out to my taxi to the nearby Leela Hotel. At the Leela, a huge im- 
pressive guard, in a golden uniform with gold piping and fringed 
epaulets, informed me very convincingly in a cheerful thick Indian 
accent that he would stand by the suitcase until I came out and 
that no one would touch it. The taxi driver handed it to him. Up 
until now, I still had not touched the suitcase! 

I went into the Leela for some early breakfast, and sitting next 
to me was a couple speaking English—and they were heading for 
Meherabad! I was to take yet another plane to Pune and then a 
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taxi to the Pilgrim Center, but they were taking a taxi directly to 
Meherabad. “Would you like us to take anything with us?” they 
asked. Well, their taxi driver took the suitcase, which had been 
carefully watched over by the friendly guard with the golden uni- 
form—who wouldn’t take a tip—and the next time I saw the suit- 
case, it was standing upright in my room in Meherabad! It was ab- 
solutely stunning. I had never put one hand on the suitcase! Now, 
can you imagine an Avatar so kind and compassionate that He'll 
carry your bag for you from America to India? Really???! 

But, of course, it was what they called the honeymoon period 
with Baba, before you know what the serious spiritual work is 
about. Still, there was more magic to unfold before the hard part 
would begin. 

I returned to California and realized there was nothing left for 
me to do there. I longed to go back East, to settle by the Meher 
Spiritual Center, and to make my life there in the community of 
like-minded people. I felt after years of wandering through other 
spiritual paths, I had found my people. I bought a big van, loaded 
it up, and headed for Meher Baba’s Home in the West. 

On my way across country I needed a place to stay in Arkan- 
sas, and I recalled someone there named Joe Bender who I’d met a 
couple of times, in India and at the Center. I gave him a call, and 
he told me I could stay at a friend’s house, “but be sure to stop at 
Baba’s accident site when you go through Oklahoma.” Little did I 
know this was leading me to the next stage of my life with Baba. 

I stayed in Fayetteville, Arkansas for the night...but didn’t 
leave for four years. Fayetteville is a delightfully new-agey city, 
much like Asheville, and I quickly found counseling clients. Soon, 
the announcement went out that there would be a special Sahavas 
commemorating the fiftieth anniversary of Meher Baba’s Accident 
near Prague, Oklahoma on May 24, 1952. I couldn’t make it for the 
first evening of the program, so I quickly headed out the morning 
of May 24 for the three-hour ride from Fayetteville, speeding down 
the same road traveled by Baba hoping to arrive on time, reaching 
the accident site where ceremonies were being held exactly at 
10:15, the moment of the accident fifty years later! It was a portent 
of a greater connection to this site than I could imagine. 

Later, sitting in the audience of the Sahavas, I kept thinking, 
“There really should be a retreat center here! After all, this is 
Baba’s Calvary!” I waited to hear someone bring it up or suggest it, 
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but no one mentioned it. It seemed so obvious. Finally, I started 
asking around: “Don’t you think there should be a center here?” 
After all, though I’d written a Baba book, I was still relatively new 
to Baba. What did I know? 

Everyone was quite enthusiastic about the idea, and someone 
suggested I call together a meeting about it, so I took courage and 
stood up at the close of one of the programs and invited anyone 
who was interested to come to a meeting after lunch. Ten or twelve 
people came, and there was substantial agreement that this project 
should be undertaken. Immediately we started putting together a 
board of directors and fundraising to purchase the accident site. 
Feeling too new to Baba to really head this project up, I kept look- 
ing for someone to whom I could defer the leadership. “Who 
would be willing to head up this project, to be the president of the 
board?” I asked. 

“You would,” someone said, and everyone laughed-lovingly. 
And demurring about it did no good. So I became the founder of 
the Heartland Center. Amazingly, we had board members in the 
“four directions” of our country—Los Angeles, Chicago, Houston, 
and Myrtle Beach—very appropriate as we were in the land of Na- 
tive Americans. I later noticed how Baba had “stationed” me near 
the center of the country, in Fayetteville—close enough for all that 
unfolded over the next few years. 

The story of the beginnings of the Heartland Center was pub- 
lished in the July and October 2005 issue of the Love Street Lamp 
Post, and is available online, so I won’t repeat all the details here, 
but a couple of stories bear sharing. 

I continued, throughout the process of establishing the Heart- 
land Center, to question how I, a relatively new Baba lover, could 
be so bold as to take on such an ambitious project. What a huge 
ego I must have! Was I leading people off on a wild goose chase? 
Yet, having gone through applying for non-profit corporate status 
several times before, I put together legal papers and sent them off 
in late June, thinking, “Wouldn’t it be really cool if the Heartland 
Center officially came into being on July 10, Silence Day? That 
would be a sign from Baba!” 

But on July 9, the papers came back. I’d forgotten to sign one 
line. How disappointing! I quickly signed the paper and immedi- 
ately ran it down to the post office, despite the complete impossi- 
bility of those papers, in one day, getting from Arkansas to Okla- 


NEW TO BABA... OR NOT? 333 


homa City, to the halls of authority, to the desk of the decision- 
maker, to the hand of the person with the official stamp. But, 
nothing is impossible for the Avatar. Two weeks later I received 
the paperwork back in the mail, and the Avatar Meher Baba 
Heartland Center was officially born on July 10, 2004, the 77" an- 
niversary of Baba’s silence and the 50" anniversary of the end of 
His Complicated Free Life! What could be a clearer endorsement 
from Him! 

Then the real work began. Joe, formerly a realtor and expert 
in home reconstruction, helped to carry the torch the whole way. 
Mandali Bhau Kalchuri and Bal Natu both championed the project 
and sent frequent emails of encouragement. In fact, it was through 
Bal Natu that I first learned that Baba had long ago said that there 
would be a Center in the middle of America—which gave me great 
encouragement. 

We had five contracts on the property across from the acci- 
dent site, and each one fell through. But then Lynn Wilhite, who 
lived in Prague and had long been the local contact for visitors to 
Baba’s accident site, let me know that the “Burleson House” had 
come on the real estate market. This house had once been the 
home of the physician who had so lovingly cared for Baba, and it 
was also right next door to the hospital where Baba spent twelve 
days after the accident. We negotiated a deal, and on a cold Janu- 
ary morning I drove through an ice storm—five hours each way—to 
sign the papers. Now the Heartland Center had a home. 

But the ice storm wasn’t the only obstacle. The infamous bat- 
tle with the Branch Davidians in Waco wasn’t that far away and 
hadn’t been that long ago. Some people felt fearful about this new 
spiritual entity taking up residence in this very God-loving but 
conservative town. Our website was hijacked, I was accused of 
breaking and entering the house before it was purchased to take 
photos (which turned out to be the realtor’s photos), and a scath- 
ing letter to the editor was published in the local paper. 

I had read several times that Baba worked through opposi- 
tion, and I took courage from that. But I began to doubt that I had 
really received the mandate from Baba for this project that I 
thought I had. Yet, I also thought back often to what it might have 
been like for Elizabeth in founding the Meher Spiritual Center in 
Myrtle Beach. Her calm and consistent reliance on Baba and what 
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would be pleasing to Him was my guide. “What would Elizabeth 
have done?” I asked myself time and time again. 

Things in town settled down and we found some wonderful 
allies in the process. The board had made the decision to offer an- 
other Sahavas in May, commemorating the opening of the Burle- 
son House. There was much work to be done on the house, so I 
decided to move to Prague in order to prepare it for it. 

I packed up my van and headed for Prague through a thun- 
derous downpour. Visibility was poor and driving was difficult. 
Just as I was once again wondering about the advisability of this 
entire project, suddenly, “whack, whack, whack!” There was an 
awful banging, and my windshield wipers ceased to function. I 
hunkered under an overpass and waited for AAA. 

The tow-truck driver was a very nice man, clearly a true lover 
of God from his own Baptist tradition. He told me that my insur- 
ance would cover only one hundred miles of towing, so either ’'d 
have to pay for the last thirty miles to get to Prague, or I’'d have to 
wing it without wipers. As we drove the hundred miles, we talked 
only of God, avoiding the pitfalls of our different religious out- 
looks. Just as we were getting to the end of the one hundred mile 
limit, I was telling him how I was starting this center, and how I 
hoped I wasn’t fooling myself about God’s will for this project. 

“We're just about at the exit where I would have to drop you 
off,” he told me. “Do you want to pay for me to tow you the rest of 
the way or drop you at the exit?” I had abandoned my work as a 
counselor, and I didn’t have the money for the rest of the journey, 
so, despite the torrential rains that showed no sign of abatement, I 
told him to let me off at the exit. ’d manage somehow. I could just 
see myself crawling along the shoulder of the interstate at five 
miles an hour for thirty miles. 

We drove up a long hill as we exited the interstate, arriving at 
the top with a panoramic view of the land below. At that moment, 
the rain just stopped. Just plain stopped. We both looked up to the 
sky. It looked as if someone had taken a knife and just sliced away 
all the clouds; there was an abrupt edge that ran from north to 
south. We both gaped at the heavens, then he turned to me and 
said, “You must be doing something that God wants.” 

It was as if Baba Himself had spoken, quelling my doubts. 
Thank you, Baba! I needed that confirmation! At the same time, I 
came to have some understanding of Baba’s words: “I can work 
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through this one or that one, or no one at all.” So in many ways, it 
was also very humbling. 

Over the next few months I scrubbed, painted, scraped, gar- 
dened, and continued to prepare for the Sahavas. Julia Margaret 
Burleson Brigham, who had grown up in this house and met Baba, 
did so much to help, as did Dan Sparks, a native of Oklahoma. The 
week before the Sahavas, many of the Nordeen family, along with 
Angela Chen, and others gathered to help prepare the house and 
make ready for the Sahavas, creating a most beautiful and memo- 
rable beginning for the new Heartland Center. As in every Sahavas 
I have attended, Baba’s presence was palpable, and hearts were 
opened wide as He showered His blessings on His new Home, cre- 
ated to honor His sacrifice in America. 

When it was over, there were others who wanted to take over 
the Center, and I, for one, was very, very burnt out. I had literally 
worked from eight in the morning until midnight every day for five 
months. I longed for the peace and quiet of spiritual community. I 
thought about how Id started four years ago to head for the Baba 
Center in Myrtle Beach, and now, that dream could finally come 
true for me. I wrapped up my affairs in Fayetteville, and on Silence 
Day of 2005, driving a huge van and towing my car halfway across 
the country, I left for my new home across from the Meher Spiri- 
tual Center. 

“l'm home, I’m home!” I’d think, with great joy and relief, 
feeling after a lifetime of moving and changing, that I’d finally 
found a place to settle down. I couldn’t believe my good luck to 
have found a house so close to the Center that the entry to my Bri- 
arwood subdivision was directly across the street from Baba’s 
Home in the West. 

I spent every moment I could at the Baba Center. Though by 
this time I’d made countless visits to the Center, being here was 
ever new. I thrilled at the opportunity to walk the paths He had 
walked, to sit on the seats He had sat on, to spend time in build- 
ings where His company still lingered, to stroll the beach where 
He had brought His lovers to delight in being in the presence of 
the “Ocean of Love.” As I strolled through the Center, with dust 
gathering on my shoes and ankles, I couldn’t help but wonder, 
“Did any of this same dust touch the shoes of God when He walked 
here?” How could anyone fathom the great blessing of being in His 
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Home in these days of His manifestation, where He had said, “I 
never leave!” 

I immediately dove in to whatever volunteer jobs were avail- 
able to me. Long ago I had wondered where might be the spiritual 
path with a goal of love, and had visualized a job sitting at a front 
desk and welcoming visitors to a retreat where the emphasis was 
love. Then one day, as I was working as an evening volunteer at 
the Gateway, I realized—that dream was fulfilled! 

I volunteered to work as an inside evening caretaker, and 
there I was, reliving the times that Baba was here. I joined the 
group of people acting as hosts when Baba’s House was open, and 
discovered such happiness at sitting in the silence and exchanging 
heartfelt smiles as people came to bow down to their Beloved. And 
then, for some time, I also enjoyed digging my hands into the soil 
in the wonderful company of other gardeners as a volunteer in the 
grounds around Baba’s House. 

I was also struck by the very sincere internal work that the 
staff and nearby residents did on themselves. This was a new and 
refreshing perspective on being a spiritual person, surprisingly 
much more personal and self-directed than the others to which I 
had been exposed. “I’m trying to avoid backbiting,” I heard more 
than once if I said something negative about another person. It 
wasn’t pointed at me, but a simple statement of work on oneself. 
“I'd like to be on time, because that is pleasing to Baba,” someone 
once said when I suggested it would be fine to be late. There was a 
very gentle and non-blaming commitment to chipping away at the 
ego, without fanfare, righteousness, or blame. 

I began to see that this was a community of sincere lovers of 
God, many of whom had given up more lucrative ways of life to be 
near Baba in His Home in the West. While I learned that everyone 
was just a regular person, I also felt myself enjoying the company 
of those for whom God was first, while still taking care of respon- 
sibilities in life—as Baba had instructed. And, in this community, 
there was no right or wrong way to God; it was all about one’s own 
personal relationship with the Lord. 

At the same time, my own work on myself intensified, and I 
can’t say it was all my choice—at least consciously. I had heard 
about the “honeymoon” period with Baba, and I’d indeed had a 
lovely and very generous one. More recently, ’'d heard about 
Baba’s “grinding,” and had laughed it off, thinking that wasn’t my 
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lot. But gradually I came to understand that at some point, if we 
are sincere about our relationship with God, He helps undo those 
things that keep us separate from Him, those illusions to which we 
still cling. 

The process of shaving down my ego actually started shortly 
after I arrived in Myrtle Beach when I discovered that my advice, 
proposals, and criticisms directed toward those running the Cen- 
ter were not always received with enthusiasm. And there’s no 
doubt that, once I settled in here, I came on like gangbusters. 
“Don’t they understand that I have all this experience with corpo- 
rations, with non-profits, with community organizing, and with 
ashram living? Don’t they see what a spiritual person I am? Can’t 
they see that I’ve spent just as many years with God as they have?” 
I felt very hurt and angry. 

So I redoubled my efforts, and though, as the squeaky wheel I 
found that some of my concerns were heeded, I was still not catch- 
ing some of the most important tenets of Baba’s teachings. Like 
working together harmoniously. Or like being loving. Or like trust- 
ing Him. As Baba chipped away at my ego, I began to wonder what 
I was missing, and I started to watch more closely what comprised 
the staff here. 

What I saw was that there was a consistency in having given 
their lives over to Baba, in trying to live according to what would 
please Him, in genuine interest and caring for others, in kindness. 
I saw the Cabin Crew work tirelessly in the summer heat—for Baba. 
I saw the Gateway staff ever cheerful—a quality Baba encouraged 
over and over. Most interactions with staff members were light, 
and humorous, and loving—as Baba would want. I began to see 
how dedicated they were, with very little complaining, and with 
great respect for others. In fact, people tended to take obstacles 
and challenges as “Baba’s will for me,” always to the greater bene- 
fit of that person. Thus, I saw—in action—levels of surrender, faith 
and humility in daily life that, for all of my spiritual experiences in 
the past, I had not seen before. And consistently, I saw the inten- 
tion to do one’s best for Baba, and to try to please Him. 

Gradually, over the years, I began to become more gentle, to 
let go of my agendas and start seeking out—with more faith—Baba’s 
agendas. I had already seen at the Heartland Center that He could 
work through “this one or that one or no one at all,” so who was I 
to say with whom and how He should work? I started to settle into 
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my niche and relax into enjoying being in His atmosphere, and as I 
did, He provided me with this book to work on—and what a joy it 
has been! Not only that, but He eventually also gave me to under- 
stand that there is no greater service I could fathom-or gift from 
Him that I could possibly receive—than to collect and preserve 
these precious stories of the history of Baba’s Home in the West, 
and of all those “waves” of lovers who have come here to love and 
serve Him through the years. 

We cannot know Baba’s connection with others; in fact, we 
can barely fathom His connection with ourselves! Baba takes each 
of us through different paths, different experiences, the purpose of 
which only He can know. “Different medicines,” as He would say. 
And everyone’s special path to God—each person’s individual un- 
folding—is perfect for that special person. I came to know that feel- 
ing “less than” others is only a function of not yet being in touch 
with the Baba within myself, Who directs each of our unique 
paths...and to know that He is indeed “big” enough to do that with 
each and every one of us. 

Most importantly, what I learned more deeply by being in 
Baba’s environment at the Center, was that God is available as a 
personal Friend, as One who actually cares about me as an indi- 
vidual, as One I can turn to in each and every moment of my life— 
and more and more, as One who lives in me. 

The Center is a retreat, but it is also like a big workshop, a 
wonderful and very special laboratory where Baba’s work on us 
seems to be stepped up. Wherever you turn, there is the opportu- 
nity to come closer to Him. There is no doubt that Baba is infi- 
nitely active in each and every person’s life, and the fact that we 
are in a community where we constantly share that idea only mag- 
nifies it and helps us to see it better. How fortunate I am that He 
took me through so many paths that helped me to understand 
Him a little more in His greater work with human beings...and 
how fortunate I am that He ultimately brought me here to rest in 
His arms in a place He called His Home. 
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Part 5 — The 1980s and Beyond 


Caring for the Center 


Meher Baba’s prediction that the Meher Center would become 
a major place of pilgrimage became more and more clear as the 
years passed. After the first large infusion of guests in the early 
1970s, the number of visitors steadily increased, and guests came 
from all corners of the world. 

Meher Baba had always encouraged his followers to get a 
good education if they could, and to find Him in their everyday 
life, and as such, the Hippie Generation matured, gained skills in 
the world, and came forth to share their worldly knowledge with 
an ever-expanding spiritual center that required leadership and 
business acumen, while learning to maintain Baba as the core and 
focus behind it all. 
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20 John: Baba’s Humor, 
the Law, and the Community 


John Leiter’s early yearning to be of service manifested in 
working in the poorer communities of Myrtle Beach. There, see- 
ing a great need for legal assistance, he was inspired to study 
law, and he has put his legal skill to use in helping the Meher Cen- 
ter. He has also shared his love of Meher Baba through serving 
on the Center’s board as its presiding officer, as well as an eve- 
ning caretaker. 


My coming to Meher Baba and my coming to the Center were 
hand in glove; they essentially occurred at the same time. It was 
the summer of 1969, and I had just graduated from high school in 
Marietta, Georgia. I'd been accepted at Emory University in At- 
lanta and was visiting the college in June before classes actually 
began for an orientation presented to incoming freshmen. That 
weekend I met Charles Haynes, who was beginning his junior year 
at Emory. He had also been elected the next student government 
president. That weekend he was a student guide for the incoming 
freshmen. 

I wasn’t actually assigned to Charles’ tour group, but the first 
night I was there, my roommate came over to me and said, 
“They're talking about something over here that you'd be inter- 
ested in...about some mayor.” I surmised he was perhaps talking 
about the mayor of Atlanta, or someone like that, but then I 
thought, “Well, they're having a mixer dance for the incoming 
freshmen, which is why I want to be here, so why would I be inter- 
ested in a mayor?” 

However, he literally pulled me over, and I joined the group. 
There were two or three other incoming freshmen like myself, and 
then a guy who actually looked younger than any of us, and I won- 
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dered what this young guy was doing sitting there. They were dis- 
cussing “planes of consciousness,” and I had absolutely no idea 
what they were talking about. This young-looking guy was saying 
something about “the lamp having consciousness,” but even 
though I didn’t understand what he was talking about, I could tell 
that he was sincere about what he was saying, whereas the others 
there just seemed to be exercising their intellectual muscles. 

The “younger person” turned out to be Charles. A little later 
he said to me, “If you’re ever in Myrtle Beach, be sure to come by 
the Meher Baba Center.” Then he handed me Baba’s “Universal 
Message” pamphlet. That was the first time I ever heard Baba’s 
name and saw His picture...and it was clear that He was not the 
mayor of Atlanta! 

Before the group broke up, two black students came over. At 
that point, in campuses all across the country, there was a lot of 
upheaval, including with the African-American students. Martin 
Luther King had been assassinated only the year before. As these 
two young men approached, the same ones who had been “exercis- 
ing their intellectual muscles,” they started making some subtle 
digs. The response of the black students was sophisticated and im- 
pressive, but I felt that Charles’ response was also remarkable. He 
said things that I now understand came from Baba within: “There 
is no difference between any of us just because of skin color,” and, 
*We are all One.” At the time, it sounded quite revolutionary. 

Even though I didn’t understand what Charles had said about 
the planes of consciousness, I did understand what he was saying 
about us all being equal. Growing up Jewish in Marietta had cer- 
tainly made me sensitive to minority issues, so he further caught 
my attention with that. 

The next day they had a picnic for incoming freshmen on this 
beautiful one hundred-acre estate of the president of the Univer- 
sity. Charles and I ran into each other again, and we walked to- 
ward the picnic together. I asked him to tell me more about Baba, 
and of course Charles would take any opportunity to talk about 
Baba. One of the things he told me was that Baba said it was im- 
portant to have a sense of humor on the spiritual path. When 
Charles said that, I was stunned. That was the most radical notion 
I'd heard in my entire life. As the only Jewish student in my high 
school, all my friends were Christian, but I can promise you that I 
had not heard any of the religious leaders of either faith say that 
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God had a sense of humor. So that was the strangest idea I'd come 
across in my seventeen years of life. 

We went on to the picnic, and within an hour, Baba made it 
absolutely clear that He does have a sense of humor. They were 
serving hot dogs, hamburgers and potato chips down by the lake, 
and that’s where we were all congregating to get the food. We filled 
our plates and walked a little away from the lake to sit on the bank. 
Charles and I were each talking to different people, but he wasn’t 
far from me. 

The lake had a lot of ducks and geese in it, and I was watching 
them out of the corner of my eye, because you could tell that they 
knew food was involved and they were watching us from a dis- 
tance. As one might expect, they came out of the lake and waddled 
closer to us. I thought, “How cute; they want us to throw them tid- 
bits of hotdog buns and chips.” They were still a distance away, but 
all of a sudden I saw about thirty ducks and geese basically get into 
a straight line, and then, as if on cue, they all flew up and went for 
the food! They attacked us; they literally flew into us! At that mo- 
ment, things went into slow motion for me. This one duck landed 
on Charles’ lap as he was just about to take a bite of a hot dog. So I 
saw Charles’ mouth opening, the hot dog starting to go into his 
mouth, the duck landing on his lap...and then the duck actually 
stuck it’s beak almost into Charles mouth and grabbed the hotdog 
and bun out! All of this unfolded before me in slow motion. It was 
incredible to behold—and very funny! 

Only an hour before that occurred, Charles had been telling 
me how a sense of humor is so important on the spiritual path, so I 
had no doubt that Baba had arranged this! Baba was clearly enjoy- 
ing the fact that having a sense of humor was important, and He 
was putting a period at the end of the sentence for me. And, at the 
same time, this was my first direct awareness that Baba is still in- 
volved in our daily lives—that He is not just an historical incarna- 
tion, but that He’s a living incarnation. 

Soon after that, Charles told me the Atlanta Journal Constitu- 
tion regularly did stories on the Emory president, the student 
president, or something related to the University, and when they 
approached him for a story, he suggested that, instead, they could 
do a story on Meher Baba and the Meher Spiritual Center in Myr- 
tle Beach. The reporter said it was a good idea, so Charles was go- 
ing to take the reporter and the photographer to the Center. Since 
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they were driving and there was one extra seat, Charles asked me 
if I wanted to go. Somehow I just knew I should go. “Of course, I 
want to go,” I told him. 

After eight hours of driving, the car pulled up at Dilruba. Kitty 
was in Canada at the time, but Elizabeth and Jane Haynes were 
there, expecting us. We walked in the door and fairly quickly sat 
down for the interview. Of course the reporter asked the questions 
you'd expect her to ask. So as I sat there I heard, back-to-back, 
Elizabeth’s story, how she met Baba and her life with Baba, and 
then Jane’s story. After that, the only thing I remember was that I 
felt I was actually floating out of the room as we were leaving. I 
barely remember anything else that was said. I don’t even know if 
we immediately went into the Center, though I’m sure we did. So 
that was my first experience of Baba’s Mandali and His Center. 

What had originally impressed me so about Charles was his 
sincerity rather than what he was saying. And now, listening to 
these stories of Baba, I was understanding what they were saying, 
and also experiencing their absolute genuineness as well; it was 
just overwhelming for me. These were all love stories. It was unbe- 
lievable. Jane and Charles invited me to stay in their home, and it 
was a magical weekend—the weekend I came to Baba. 

We were leaving Sunday morning, but the photographer 
wanted to do a sunrise photo at the beach. At this point we had 
become friends, and he said, “Here, let me take a picture of you,” 
and he had me walk into the sunrise. It was fine; I didn’t think 
anything of it. 

Well, some weeks after, my mother walked into my room and 
said, “Do you have anything to tell me?” 

“Why?” I asked. I’m sure I’d mentioned the trip to the Center, 
but it hadn’t been a point of discussion. 

“Are you sure you don’t have anything you want to tell me?” 
she pressed. I didn’t know what she was talking about. 

“Here,” she said, as she pulled out the Sunday magazine from 
the newspaper. “You might want to look at this,” and she opened it 
to the centerfold with a two-page photograph, a silhouette of a 
young man walking into the sunrise at the beach. Underneath it 
read, “John Leiter, of Marietta, Georgia, a Young Baba Lover.” 
That’s how my mother found out—and also how I found out-that I 
was a Baba lover. So I knew I was a Baba lover when it was pub- 
lished in the newspaper. 
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Much later, wanting to somehow retain that initial experience 
that impacted me so much, I tracked down the reporter to try to 
get a copy of the interview, but it was no longer available. Yet, I 
became a member of the large Atlanta Baba group, and there were 
a number of others from Emory as well. This was when Baba was 
exploding across the country, so we would have regular weekly 
Baba meetings, and out of that came frequent trips and caravans 
to the Baba Center. These pilgrimages became a regular part of our 
lives, and I came four or five times a year. Jenny Zenner volun- 
teered her car, and Ricky Califf had a VW van, so sometimes the 
two of them would drive and a whole group of us would come to- 
gether. When a bunch of Atlanta Baba lovers would be at the Cen- 
ter at the same time, we would be known for our group hugs. We 
were very Close. 

Baba had made the Center His tavern and His love was flow- 
ing without limit. I was meeting people from all over the country 
and it was like meeting long lost relatives who you really love. The 
extra spice in the divine wine was listening to the stories of all 
those who had met Beloved Baba over the years and were now 
more than willing to share with those of us so thirsty for Him. 


Service Work in the Community 

In 1973, I had just graduated from college, and I was trying to 
figure out what I was going to do. I had applied to the Peace Corp, 
and they had accepted me, so I was getting ready to fly to Jamaica 
for a two-year stint. I came to Myrtle Beach to say goodbye to the 
Center, because I didn’t know when I was going to make it back. I 
went over to see Jane Haynes, who at that time was very involved 
with Community Volunteer Services—CVS—which was focused on 
working in the disadvantaged communities of Myrtle Beach. Mary 
Clay (McBride) and Dana Ferry were the two original staff mem- 
bers, and Dana had just given notice that she could no longer do it, 
so Jane said to me, “Well, if you’re going to go to Jamaica and not 
make money, why don’t you come here and not make money.” I 
knew she was asking that with Elizabeth’s blessing, and that they 
both wanted to keep the CVS program going, so at the last moment 
I told the Peace Corp that I was moving to Myrtle Beach. 

Of course the Baba part of moving to be near the Center was 
really all the draw I needed, at one level, but then being asked by 
both Jane and Elizabeth was an honor for me at that time. Most 
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importantly, I was looking for a way to be of service. I didn’t know 
what that meant, but I figured that the two people in the world 
who probably had the best clue were Elizabeth and Jane, so I 
looked forward to working under them. I had more contact with 
Jane, but they were both on the board of CVS and each gave advice 
on how to handle the needs of those with whom I worked. So, at a 
minimum, I would work with them on a monthly basis at board 
meetings, but even more than that, on particular projects. I felt 
Baba had opened the door for me. Even at that young age I knew 
that this was an opportunity of which I should take advantage. 

But what can a twenty-one-year-old know about spiritual life? 
By now I was past the honeymoon stage with Baba and trying to 
figure out what it all meant. There was definitely a social compo- 
nent to it, and being with other Baba lovers only intensified the 
experience, at least when it’s all going well and egos aren’t ruffled. 
But I couldn’t have done that had there not been the internal con- 
nection. Like the incident where the ducks lined up and stole our 
lunches, Baba kept showing me He was alive and present through- 
out my life, and throughout all of our lives. It didn’t matter who 
you talked to; if the person was a Baba lover, they were having the 
same kind of experience: that Baba is here now. He is here, and it’s 
very natural. 

I worked with CVS for about two years, and actually, the idea 
of becoming a lawyer developed because of that work. The best 
you could describe my role was as a “community organizer.” I had 
no real mission or portfolio; I was just there to help those in need 
in the Myrtle Beach area, and in particular, what was called at the 
time, Racepath, Harlem (now called the Canal section), and The 
Hill (now the Booker T. Washington area). So that’s where 90% of 
my time was focused. I worked with a lot of families to help ad- 
dress their immediate needs, whether with health issues, food is- 
sues, job issues, or whatever the need was. I had no expertise in 
any of that; it was just whatever came my way—and a lot came my 
way. Some of it was also directed to me by Jane, because she knew 
the families and was aware of who was in dire need, which she 
primarily learned through Happy Club. 

In the process of doing that work, I began to realize that quite 
a few of the people had legal problems. This was before there was 
Legal Aid, so I made contact with some local lawyers to see if they 
would help from time to time. Thus my interest in legal matters 


346 WAVES AND WAVES OF LOVE 


grew naturally, because there was a need that wasn’t being met. So 
at the end of two years, I decided to go to law school. Actually, I 
applied to a film school at the same time. I sent both schools an 
application placed in a signed copy of God Speaks. Needless to say, 
I did not get into film school and I did get into law school. 

When I finished law school, I applied to Legal Aid. However, 
at the same time I was talking with Joe Harmon, a Baba lover and 
friend who was a lawyer in Atlanta. He had a small firm with an 
excellent reputation, so that seemed to be a natural place to start 
as a lawyer. But it was always my intention to move back to Myrtle 
Beach, and I did that after four years. I missed Myrtle Beach; it felt 
like home. There was a feeling of “real” in working with the local 
community in Myrtle Beach, and also a sense of “real” in the Baba 
community. And you certainly could never be far from “real” when 
you were around Kitty and Jane. So, if one was looking for authen- 
ticity, Myrtle Beach had it all for me at that time. 

By that time Mary Clayton and I had gotten married. We had 
met doing the CVS work, and she had created the first publicly 
funded childcare center in Racepath, and it was really second to 
none. Mary had heard about Baba from friends who were then at- 
tending Harvard. So we were living in Atlanta, but going back to 
Baba’s sense of humor, our home was broken into not once, but 
twice in one year. By this time Jonathan, our son, had been born, 
and we were thinking maybe there was a better place to raise a 
child than a place where your house had been burglarized twice. 
So in 1982, we moved back to be near the Baba Center. 

I found that Baba played a role in my work as a lawyer in 
some way almost every day. I became very aware of this during my 
first big courtroom trial, which was being tried in Federal court in 
Florence, South Carolina. It was actually such a big case that it was 
getting daily news coverage (which, I am told, Kitty would read 
every morning). I was representing this very sincere and ethical 
former police officer who had been fired because his partner went 
a little too far in trying to flush out some fellow police officers who 
were allegedly involved in drug dealing. My client and his partner 
hadn’t handled it by the book, and my client ended up having to 
reveal this, which also involved turning in his partner and him- 
self—an action that is against the unwritten code among police of- 
ficers. He was torn between keeping silence to protect his fellow 
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officers or telling the truth, and his greater motivation was telling 
the truth. 

But he suffered greatly for that choice. The police department 
fired him, yet left him with the clear impression that, if he were 
later acquitted of the criminal charges, they would give him back 
his job. He was acquitted, but they wouldn’t reinstate him in his 
job. No other lawyer would take his case, but I, being young and 
idealistic, agreed to represent him. Here I was suing the local po- 
lice department, the county, and the solicitor himself—the district 
attorney. The trial went on for a week. 

At the end of a trial, after all the evidence is submitted to the 
jury, and the lawyers have made their closing arguments, the case 
is given to the jury to make the final decision as to who is telling 
the truth. The hardest time for most lawyers is waiting for the jury 
to return with a verdict. I was in the courtroom by myself, and one 
of the defendants walked in. He was an elderly black man, and 
very distinguished looking. He and I were the only ones in the 
courtroom, and he said, “You know, I really respect Mrs. Chapin.” 

At that moment, I had no idea what he was talking about, and 
I said, “Excuse me?” He continued, “Yes, Mrs. Chapin meant so 
much to me and my church. We wanted to expand but we didn’t 
have the money. We went and talked to Mrs. Chapin, and she 
drove out and looked at the church, and she got us the money.” I 
realized, of course, that he was speaking of our own Elizabeth 
Chapin Patterson, who was a part of the Chapin Foundation that 
her father had started years before. Over the years she helped the 
community in Myrtle Beach in many different ways, and she was 
much respected within the town. 

But this had absolutely no context to anything relating to the 
trial. Thus, what it told me was that the defendants were talking 
about me among themselves, and about this young, idealistic, stu- 
pid lawyer who’s suing us. Someone must have volunteered that I 
was a Baba lover, and that I was part of that spiritual place that 
Mrs. Patterson had started. So this gentleman wanted to come out 
and let me know how important her kindness was to him. This was 
a sign to me that Baba’s hand was even in that trial. It was as if 
Baba was saying that in everything we do, there is a connection to 
Him. You don’t get out of it just because you're in a courtroom in 
Florence. It was another example of Baba in my work. There is al- 
most always something that reveals His hand in our lives. 
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Protecting the Center 

Now, the Baba Center is God’s Home in the West, but it also 
exists as a piece of real estate in Horry County, South Carolina, so 
it has legal issues that arise from time to time. Thus, by definition, 
dealing with that is part of the role of a lawyer. I thought, if I 
would like to be of service to the Center, or to Baba through the 
Center, why not utilize my legal skills? 

So, over the years there have been things that have required 
legal attention. In 1984, shortly after I moved back to Myrtle 
Beach, the local taxing authority made a claim that most of the 
property of the Center was taxable and should not be given a real 
estate tax exemption. Joe Harmon, from Atlanta, was on the Cen- 
ter board and was the Center’s chief legal counsel, and I was his 
point man as he coordinated the legal efforts to deal with the tax 
challenge. 

The taxing authority’s position was that all the cabins clus- 
tered around the middle of the Center were tax exempt, but the 
woodlands and lakes that are in their natural state were not ex- 
empt. Our goal, legally, was to demonstrate that all the property at 
the Center is used for its charitable purpose, because it is a sacred 
place of retreat and silence and that all the land is necessary for 
this. The Center also established that more programs and activities 
would take place in the future as more pilgrims came to retreat at 
the Center. 

We also brought in some powerful witnesses who weren’t 
Baba lovers. The president of Myrtle Beach Farms (the company 
started by Elizabeth’s father) was one. Perhaps the most special 
witness was Dr. Laurence Owen Cooper, who was the past presi- 
dent of the Southern Baptist Convention, and a very noted person- 
age. His son was a Baba lover and had moved to Myrtle Beach. Dr. 
Cooper testified as to the positive effect that Meher Baba had on 
the life of his son. I remember that when Dr. Cooper left the hear- 
ing room, there were three or four Baptist ministers waiting just to 
shake the hand of this influential and respected Baptist leader. The 
tax commission ruled in favor of the Center and allowed its prop- 
erty exemption to stand. 

Then, when the highway department started planning to build 
Route 22 just south of the Center, it informed the Center it wanted 
to condemn part of the Center to put in the road. The Center had 
to mount an effort to stop that from happening. The Center was 
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successful in getting the highway department to change its mind 
because it realized the Center would go to court if it had to, and 
also because so many genuine responses from Baba lovers around 
the country and around the world were received, saying “Please 
don’t do it!” 

So Baba has provided me with the opportunity to work for 
Him in that way. And this type of work to preserve the Center still 
continues, and will continue for the Baba lover lawyers for life- 
times to come. 

In 2000, Joe Harmon’s health was failing, so I was asked to 
join the Center board to fill his position as a lawyer, and at the 
same time Michael Tych was asked to join. Michael had been do- 
ing the design work for the Center; all the new cabins are really his 
design, including the Farmshed—which he worked on with Elizabe- 
th-the Refectory, the original Meeting Place, the Meeting Place 
addition, as well as Laurel Oaks. So Michael has been as active 
with the life of the Center in terms of construction as I had been 
with legal matters, and we have often worked together. 

Then, when Ann Conlon became ill in 2005, I was asked to be 
the presiding officer of the Board at the Meher Center. We had 
changed from using the word “president” because we wanted to 
get away from the label of what that implies. Recently the Center 
board also adopted term limits, so that there would always be new 
input to the process of caring for the Center. In all that we are 
charged with accomplishing, one of our most important tasks is to 
find harmony—not agreement—but practicing to be able to disagree 
harmoniously. That’s directly from Baba; He made it clear that if 
we can’t be harmonious, He doesn’t need us doing His work, and 
that if we’re going to do anything, we’re going to do it by being 
harmonious. That’s always the challenge. 

In recent years, the Board has looked to the future in terms of 
creating different potential scenarios that will accommodate 
minimal growth, moderate growth, and also expanding as much as 
possible while still maintaining the unique atmosphere of the Cen- 
ter. At this point we are still looking at what direction will be 
taken, and of course we need Baba’s guidance on that. However, it 
gives future board members a jumping off point in terms of possi- 
ble frameworks for the years to come. 

Baba’s whole life was “Mastery in Servitude,” so the board 
members naturally ask themselves how the Center can reflect that 
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message. I mean, none of us can really create, or implement, or 
supervise selfless service, because we are not selfless ourselves, 
but at the same time, service is so important to life in Baba. 
Though we don’t always know the answer to the best way to be of 
service, we want to learn while in search of that. But there is one 
thing of which I’m clear that Baba wants in terms of service to the 
Center; it is what He’s always wanted, and what He’s going to de- 
mand in the future—and that is attention to detail and the ability to 
put our own egos aside on a regular basis. If we could do those two 
things, then I would feel that we’ve done what Baba wishes us to 
do. But, at the end of the day, He has told us to do our best and 

absolutely leave the results to Him. And I think it’s important to 
keep in mind that Baba is still in charge, as He was while in the 
body when He was directing the Mandali, as He was when the 
duck flew into Charles’ lap, and as He is now. 


Evening Caretaker 

But I also have another job with the Center which I like the 
best. Every other Tuesday evening I’m an Evening Caretaker vol- 
unteer, which I started doing in the mid-’90s. This volunteer work 
is an undiscovered jewel available for those who live in Myrtle 
Beach. It allows us to go on the Center in the evenings and just be 
there. This is the best payment for the challenges of living in Myr- 
tle Beach. Yet, surprisingly, the Center actually needs more people 
volunteering in this capacity. There’s always a need, but it’s also 
Baba’s invitation to be able to serve. We come and we say we want 
to serve Baba, and He says, “Okay, here’s the array, the banquet. 
There are many ways to serve. You choose what you want.” So for 
me, being an Evening Caretaker gives me the ability to retreat just 
for those few hours. 

When I was younger, and working too many hours at the of- 
fice, I remember breaking away from work and heading to the 
Center for my Caretaker job, saying, “Oh, Baba, I can’t do this. I 
don’t have the time to do it.” Then I would show up at the Center 
and do my three and a half hours, and by the time my shift was 
over, I’d be thinking, “Baba, I don’t want to leave. Don’t make me 
go. This was the best three and a half hours I’ve ever had!” 

Now I look forward to it when I go, and it’s a time not only for 
my own retreat, but also to be able to be of service in the simplest 
of ways, which is really its own treat. The world is coming through 
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the Center, and you meet so many people. There may be people 
who are new to the Center who need a little guidance or a little di- 
rection, but then, you also run into old friends who you haven’t 
seen in twenty or thirty years. It’s just absolutely wonderful. In 
caretaking, as in many of the different volunteer opportunities on 
the Center, you are finding out what Baba wants of you at every 
moment. You don’t set your agenda; Baba sets your agenda. It’s so 
wonderful, and it’s very sweet. 

The Center is Beloved Baba’s Home in the West. He in- 
vites us into His garden in so many ways. We come as His guests 
to retreat with Him in the unique setting of ocean and forest to- 
gether with friends, both old and new. He also allows us to work in 
His Home when the need arises. Thus, my journey has been to dis- 
cover the many ways that Baba has given me to play with Him in 
His Home. 
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21 Dru: Images of Baba for All Time 


Dru Swinson, a native of South Carolina, spent most of her 
adult life in the world of video production, which Baba put to 
good use over the years. On most evenings that there is a live 
presentation in the Meeting Place at the Center, Dru can be seen 
behind a video camera in the second row back from the stage. She 
spends most of the rest of her time helping in the Archives, at 
Baba’s House, or in the Center Library. 


My parents met in a tuberculosis sanatorium, because they 
both had TB. My mother was there for five years, and my father 
was fifty-one when I was born. So I was an only child, and I guess 
I’m lucky to be here! I was raised by Southern Baptist parents, 
whose only desire in life was to have their daughter marry a 
Southern Baptist minister. It was my impression that anyone in 
the South who has daughters wants them to marry ministers. 
Though my father was spiritual, and though I went to church my 
whole life, I wasn’t really Southern Baptist. That was not going to 
be my path. 

I had gone off and done a short stint in a small commercial 
college in Atlanta, where I learned fashion merchandising and 
some interior design. I didn’t want to burden my mother with pay- 
ing for four years of education, because my father was in very poor 
health my entire life and she was the sole supporter of our family. 
So I tried to find something vocational that I liked. It was not 
really an academic education, but it involved a summer in Paris 
and some train trips around Europe, so I did get a little worldly 
experience. Then I came back home to Spartanburg and worked in 
that field a bit. ’'ve always worked in mostly “blue collar” jobs 
though. 

I first heard of Meher Baba in the fall of 1972 or early ’73. I 
was hanging out with people with slightly longer hair, which was 
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generally considered not a good thing. I didn’t have any spiritual 
curiosity at all; I was not a seeker. 

But I was back in Spartanburg and I was invited by a blind 
date to a college party near Wofford College, an all-male college 
that was three or four blocks from where I lived. I didn’t know 
anyone there and I had never been to this house before. I was sit- 
ting outside by myself, and this person came up to me and said, 
“My goodness, you look depressed!” 

“Ah, does it show? I don’t know anybody here,” I explained 

“Well,” he said, “This is my apartment,” introducing himself. 

“Oh. It’s a very nice place,” I commented politely. 

“Hold on,” he said. “I’ve got something for you.” He disap- 
peared for a moment and then came back, bringing me a small 
book: Discourses, Volume 1, by Meher Baba. Looking back on it I 
never could have imagined how that one initial conversation could 
have changed my life and future so dramatically. 

“Take your time; read through it. I live here. Just come back if 
you have any questions,” he told me, and then he went away. His 
name was Craig Williams, and I’ve only seen him once again in 
about forty-five years since those early days. I keep thinking Ill 
run into him on the Center, but I never have. I think he later 
moved to Atlanta. 

In any case, I went home, thumbed through the book, and had 
no idea what I was reading. I wasn’t familiar with any of the ter- 
minology, and finally I went back to see if he could help me under- 
stand this book. It all felt true somehow, but totally foreign. 
“Look,” he said, “if you have more questions, Meher Baba has a 
center in Myrtle Beach.” 

“A center in Myrtle Beach? I don’t want anything to do with 
something spiritual if it’s in Myrtle Beach!” Our family came to 
Myrtle Beach every year or so for vacation, and it was not exactly 
the spiritual hub of South Carolina! 

So Craig said, “We'll go down.” And we came down for one 
day; I don’t believe we spent the night, so I guess we went back the 
same day. Ann Conlon once wrote about this in one of her “All 
Things Considered” stories. I was the case where I got fifteen miles 
from the Center and started crying...before I ever entered the gate! 

We spent the entire day on the Center. Of course we met Kitty. 
“And how did you find out about the Center?” she asked. I just 
pointed to this guy, because I was still just weeping...and weeping. 
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They must have wondered about this strange girl. Marshall Hay 
later told me he actually remembered that day. 

My father’s reaction when I got back home to all this was un- 
usual, as I remember—quite accepting. His take on Baba was, “He 
sounds like a good person, Druanne, so don’t worry about it. It’s 
okay—whatever you want to do.” 

My mother’s reaction was not as accepting: “He can’t be Je- 
sus! He may be good, but he’s not Jesus! It’s just not possible!” 
Meher Baba certainly didn’t fulfill her image of Jesus’ “second 
coming,” and so for her, I was headed down the wrong path. 

That was 1973, and all the relatives were trying to equate me 
with followers of Charles Manson, but I kept coming to the Center. 
It was only four and half hours away, so every couple of months I 
would come back to the Center for a day, and then travel back 
home for work. And that’s all I did. But I did get to know Kitty and 
Elizabeth. The longest I ever stayed on the Center was maybe two 
days, and it’s only since I moved here in the spring of 2008, that I 
actually stayed three nights. 

I moved to Savannah, Georgia, and went back to college—Sa- 
vannah College of Art and Design (a real college)—at the grand old 
age of thirty-two, and got a Bachelor of Fine Arts in video produc- 
tion. At that time, in 1986, there was a burgeoning video industry, 
and it just sounded like something interesting to do. The link for 
me to that may have been seeing a mailing from Irwin Luck about 
that time; I recall he was looking for video production equipment 
for his movies about Baba. 

In the winter quarter before I graduated in the spring, I came 
again to the Center. At that time, Sheila Krynski found out from 
Kitty that I was in college for video, and Kitty suggested that we 
should get together. Sheila is one of the founders of Sheriar Press 
and Sheriar Foundation, and this was about the same time she had 
bought her first Hi-8 Camcorder and recorded “Memoirs of the 
Frivolous Three,” a very humorous video recording of three of 
Baba’s women Mandali—Margaret Craske, Delia DeLeon, and Kitty 
Davy. That was the beginning of my working with Sheila Krynski. 
So many of the videos available today of the Mandali were created 
by Sheila’s vision and inspiration. 

I graduated Magna Cum Laude and began doing corporate 
video at Candler Hospital in Savannah. (I may not be a doctor, but 
I played one on video! My mother was so proud.) I was also mar- 
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ried, and that certainly made for a full schedule. So I finished col- 
lege and I finished the marriage, and while I continued to do video 
work in Savannah, Sheila and I began a collaboration that contin- 
ues to this day, all begun by our initial connection through Kitty. 
Our first production was “A Date with the Eternal Beloved,” about 
1989 Amartithi in India, the commemoration of when Baba 
dropped His body. She would have the events videotaped at Me- 
herabad and Meherazad, then FedEx them to me in Savannah; I 
would edit them and send them back. 

Then we went on to do what I call “the Kitty Videos.” Sheila 
would have Kasey Cook or Pat Sumner in India videotape the 
Mandali singing or wishing Kitty happy birthday, then send it to 
me; Id edit it in twenty-four hours or so and rush it off to Myrtle 
Beach so they could play it for Kitty on her birthday. We did about 
five of those, most of which are in the Library at the Center. They 
videotaped other things in India, such as “Conversation with Bal 
Natu,” which was another nice one we did. So we continued to cre- 
ate videos about Baba and the Mandali. I didn’t do that much 
shooting then, but primarily the editing. 

But the piéce de résistance of our work together was “Finding 
Your Abode in Him,” which was the story of the 1969 Darshan, just 
after Baba dropped His body. Sheila had Mani’s original footage, 
and we also interviewed several people here, including Marshall 
Hay. That was actually our most recent major production, and it 
took a while; it was started when I was still in school and com- 
pleted in 2012. The video didn’t have a script, and it was not nec- 
essarily chronological in terms of day one, day two, day three, etc., 
but it turned out very well. 

One of my favorite things about the project was editing Mar- 
shall, because he would get that pensive look...and think back... 
and he would take about forty-five seconds between his words. So 
when I was editing, I’d think, “I can’t leave that space there! I 
can’t.” So the trick was to cut out some of that pause without it 
looking like you had cut it out. But I feel he was the cornerstone of 
that production. There have been wonderful compliments on how 
wonderfully Marshall was edited and how he came across in 
“Finding Your Abode in Him.” 

Dennis McCabe, who coordinates the Center programs, al- 
ways tells me when he’s going to play something I’ve worked on at 
a Meeting Place program. And then he'll say something about it to 
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the audience and embarrass the heck out of me when I am recog- 
nized. I like being behind the camera, not in front of it. So he came 
up to me one time and said, “We’re going to air ‘Finding Your 
Abode in Him.’ I watched it again, and it’s wonderful! So I’m going 
to play it on New Year’s Eve.” 

“You're kidding!” It felt like the Academy Awards-like I had 
arrived. I said, “Oh, my God, I’m not going to stand up on New 
Year’s Eve in front of all those people.” So I didn’t actually go, be- 
cause that was too many people for me. This was right after Mar- 
shall passed away, so his son Ben stood up and introduced it, be- 
cause his father had played such a prominent part in it. Dennis 
told me the capacity crowd that night was spellbound for the en- 
tire video. 

I was in Mandali Hall in India one time with Eruch. Sheila 
and I were trying to figure out how to shoot Eruch, because he 
would always sit on the windowsill, which was difficult to shoot 
because of the glare behind him. But of course we couldn’t really 
get him to move, so we had to get the camera angle right. And 
Eruch said, “Oh, I hear we have a film professional in the house.” 

“Oh really?” I asked with excitement, looking around. 

“No...You!” he laughed. I'll enjoy that one for a long time. But 
I’m just a little kid who gets to play in the dark on an editing deck, 
and I love it. Editing Baba and His lovers is really a meditation on 
Perfection. 

When I moved here to Myrtle Beach in 2008, Dot Lesnik, the 
head of the Archives, knew I had video editing experience, so she 
asked if I wanted to work in the Archives, where we preserve and 
care for many of the treasures from Baba’s life. And Dennis 
wanted to know if I would do the video taping of guest speaker 
programs—and some plays. That’s kind of nice, because you get the 
best seat in the house. So they put me right to work both editing 
and shooting. 

After I videotape a program, the tapes go into Dennis’ posses- 
sion, as he also cares for the Center’s collection of movies that are 
generally available for the Friday and Saturday night programs. 
Those events that Dennis decides to make into a program will be 
edited to approximately an hour in length. Those original video- 
tapes come into the Archives and are preserved on digital tape for 
the future. Then they are catalogued into a database program so 
they can be accessed more easily in the years to come. I’ve proba- 
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bly videotaped fifty or more speakers since I arrived nine years 
ago, and have processed other talks and edited programs from the 
eighties and nineties that have come from Dennis’ collection. 

I shoot five or six or seven talks a year; I set up the camera, 
hook the speaker up to the mike, and video the talk. I get there a 
little early to make certain all is set up properly. I spent too many 
years in live television or taped programming—did enough city 
council meetings and county commissions—to know that setting it 
up and making certain there are no surprises are essential. Actu- 
ally, I don’t necessarily hear those programs at the time, because 
I’m working; I’m paying attention to the audio and visual work. 

My ex-husband used to come to me and say something like, 
“What about that story about the fire!” 

And I'd say, “What fire?” 

“Tt was on the news!” he’d say. 

“I was working. I didn’t see it!” I would have just covered it, 
but I was busy with the shooting, not reacting to the event. It’s sort 
of like that now when I’m videotaping talks on Meher Center. 

For me, this work with the videos and the Archives is about 
Baba, because this is for the ages. Any time I shoot a program, it 
may be the last time this person speaks on the Center. And to me, 
Baba is there, and all of His lovers who can’t physically be there 
can come someday and see that video that was shot, and they can 
vicariously have that same experience. He allows me that honor 
and that privilege to be the one with the camera who gets it right, 
who’s going to record it for later. Even if that particular talk 
doesn’t show up as a video program for the next ten or fifteen 
years, it’s available! I came from making used car commercials, 
selling hair-styling salons, and recording run-of-the-mill talk 
shows...and now I’m able to edit footage of Meher Baba’s lovers, 
getting to meet them, and being in the front row listening to their 
wonderful stories! 

So it’s my job to preserve that for the next generation, and 
that’s pretty much how I’ve been looking at it ever since Sheila and 
I started working together. Whether we make all these tapes into 
programs for our generation is not as important as preserving 
them for the next generation, and the next one, and the next one. 
Baba allowed me to get the education to do something that’s abso- 
lutely wonderful. I have a skill that somebody needs! How cool is 
that! It’s nice to have a little hand in something useful. 
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And, it helps to be an old fossil who knows videotape, too. I 
learned at the time of videotape, while most people now do digital. 
So I can edit some of the old videos as well. I don’t know about 
film, but I can help a little with the freezing and the keeping of the 
film. However, my forte—what I can contribute—is videotaping and 
editing. At the same time, I’m also learning about digital. A lot of 
things that still come to me are on formats that are going away, so 
being familiar with older videotape formats is valuable. And now, 
when in India, Sheila has a video request—duplication or sending a 
video by email—we’re able to zip that back and forth, which is 
really nice too. I also work with the archives of Sheriar Founda- 
tion, for which Sheila is responsible. That’s separate from the Cen- 
ter, but I also get to help with those. What an honor, isn’t it? 

When I work with the Center Archives, my job is strictly deal- 
ing with the videotapes. I don’t work with photography, film, slide 
transparencies, reel-to-reel audio tapes, fabrics or those kinds of 
things. There is someone else who lovingly cares for the old photo- 
graphs, chronologically identifies them, and catalogues them. 
Baba sends whoever has the skill to work with the different types 
of materials. The fabrics might include several of Baba’s sadras, or 
if they reupholster something that was in Baba’s house, Dot will 
keep the original fabrics, plus the history of it, in order to keep it in 
100% repair. 

Though I don’t work on them, I know about the films that are 
in the Archives. The originals of Mani’s family films are there, 
which Mani gave to the Center, along with the camera that she 
used. You can see in the images of 1969 where Mani is standing on 
the balcony at Guruprasad holding that little video camera, shoot- 
ing the 69 Darshan. 

But at the Archives, my job is basically categorizing, filing, 
and storing the different videos so they can be accessed later. It’s 
a wonderful opportunity—it gives me a “working connection” with 
Baba all day, five or six days a week. I get to come to the Center, 
and I have work to do. It’s not like I’m just hanging out and look- 
ing at the lake, although that’s a wonderful thing for many people. 
I have things to do, which, for me, is terrific! I get to come and 
concentrate on Him and use my mental abilities. 

My eyesight is somewhat blurred. I do have a physical disabil- 
ity that started to manifest the fall after graduating college in the 
spring of 1990-that’s when I was diagnosed with Multiple Sclero- 
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sis. And so that put a kink in the plans. I left Savannah not being 
able to work in video anymore; I couldn’t lift the equipment nor 
have the mobility. But now I get to do what I love to do and do it 
for Baba...do it on the Meher Center. That certainly manifests 
Baba for me-to be able to do that, and I’m grateful. So the disabil- 
ity actually led to another wonderful thing: When I started work- 
ing with Sheila Krynski, she said, because of my vision, “It’s a 
shame, now that you live here, that we can’t work together on vid- 
eos.” We had done all our previous work long distance. 

“Well,” I explained, “with enough magnification and a big 
enough monitor, I can do anything.” And I could hear the wheels 
start to turn in her head. The next thing I knew, I had a laptop and 
a 22” monitor, which, in essence, is the compact digital equivalent 
of what used to be an entire room’s worth of video editing equip- 
ment, because I had come from working with a huge suite. But 
now everything is done on a laptop, so it was all there...and she 
just provided that for me. So, the fact that I am able to do video is 
such a gift! And people are very understanding about my impair- 
ment. But this equipment really lets me do the work. I don’t con- 
sider myself a spiritual sort—I don’t have experiences and I don’t 
have visions—but I get to wake up every morning knowing that I 
can still do something of value today for Baba, even though my 
eyesight is impaired and things will never be completely clear or 
distinct for me. 

But the MS is not going to completely take my eyesight, and 
besides, whatever Baba takes away, He gives me five other things. 
He gives me the ability to come on the Center and to meet people, 
so if the video went away, I can still do many of the other kinds of 
work I do on the Center. I can still work in the Library; I can still 
be in Baba’s House giving tours; I can still learn the history and 
find out little things about His house, and share those with some- 
body who just got here. So, yeah, it’s a bad thing to have a certain 
disability, but it actually allows me to be here! And I feel that any- 
thing that I do is giving back to Baba. I chose to volunteer rather 
than accept money for the work. I feel that everything I do is just 
giving back for something Baba has allowed me to do. I don’t con- 
sider it as serving Baba. This is what I always wanted to do, and 
He’s allowing me to do it! It’s a privilege. 

I also work in Saroja Library—the Center library—and what’s 
particularly useful about that is my knowledge of the videotapes. 
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It’s kind of nice because most people aren’t familiar with them, 
and I know what they are because I’ve dealt with most of them 
over the years. Also, I make copies for the Library of most of the 
talks I videotape. 

There’s a great series called “Meher Baba at Home.” I forget 
exactly when they came out—perhaps in the late 1990s. Don Ste- 
vens put them together, but they were actually written by Meher 
Baba, Mani, and Mehera, and produced by Eruch and Mani. There 
are three of them: 1960, 1962, and one of Baba’s entombment with 
rare footage from 1969. They were all taken in Baba’s time, shot by 
Eruch, Mani and Don. Baba would say, “Take your camera and go 
to these places.” Don Stevens went around India and shot things 
such as Sassoon Hospital where Baba was born, Deccan College 
where Baba went to college, and Babajan’s tomb, as well as Satara, 
Grafton Bungalow, Mt. Abu, and many other places associated 
with Baba and His work. 

And people are just now recognizing that we have these vid- 
eos! They were never commercially available, but were given by 
Don Stevens to different Baba groups. There’s also his commen- 
tary at the end about his experience of going to shoot these places 
and their significance. They include that wonderful footage of 
Baba with the drum that Don didn’t think would come out because 
there was so little light—but it did come out! There’s a set in the 
Gateway, a set in the Library, and Dennis has a set. Recently I re- 
minded Dennis that these were VHS tapes, and that if any one of 
those broke, then that would be it; it would be gone. We wouldn’t 
have it any more. He had also said that he would have played them 
at the Center programs, but they are too dark. So I'll be preserving 
them digitally, which will allow me to edit them and improve the 
images for viewing, so soon they can be played for the programs. 
Isn’t that exciting? 

That’s the kind of thing that can show up on an everyday ba- 
sis. Because I’m at the Library I get to discover some of these 
treasures, and to help out with the video section as well as with the 
books. Often people will come into the library to see videos, and 
they may ask what’s new, or they may ask to see a particular talk. 
Maybe they'll want to see something introductory about Baba, or 
they've only read about Baba and they want to see Him in motion. 
I remember it was such a treat for me when I first saw Baba physi- 
cally move on film. So I often ask myself, “Okay, what would be a 
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good video for this person?” For example, “Beyond Words” is the 
only film where you can see Baba gesturing and you can hear it 
translated simultaneously. It’s the only film that does that. 

Plus, I get to meet people from all over and give tours of the 
Library. For example, I like to tell them about Ruth White’s con- 
tribution to building the Library. Ruth White had been very influ- 
ential in the Baha’i community, and then she came to Baba. You 
can see her in the California films of 1956. She moved to Myrtle 
Beach in her eighties at Baba’s request, and was cared for by 
Elizabeth and Kitty. Of course, they wouldn’t take any money, even 
though she and her husband had been very philanthropic. So at 
some point in the early 60s, Ruth said to Baba, “Well, I have to do 
something,” and she asked Him if she could build a library. Baba 
agreed, but he told her that she must name it after Kitty; so now 
it’s called Saroja Library, after the name that Baba gave to Kitty 
back when she was living in India. 

Ellen Kimball is the Library coordinator. A lot of books have 
been added-six or seven hundred since 2010. We keep getting 
new books all the time; it’s a donation-based library. Then, many 
books have been moved to the Archives for safekeeping, such as 
original copies of the four-volume Discourses that were printed in 
the °30s and ’40s. It’s better to preserve them. Unfortunately, 
things do disappear, which is sad. So it’s kind of nice just to know 
that some of those unique old books are being preserved. 

Recently I made copies of some of the archived collection of 
Center audio recordings of many of the early talks that were given 
over the years. The earliest one was Charles Purdom from 1964; he 
spoke in the Saroja library, recorded on reel-to-reel. The talks had 
been archived from reel-to-reel tape or cassette to CD; I copied 
them for the Library and created little write-ups about each one. 
There are several of those now, including Charles Purdom, Filis 
Frederick, Kitty Davy, Elizabeth Patterson, Darwin Shaw, Marion 
Florsheim, and Laura Delavigne—talking about the early times on 
the Center. That’s also my connection between the Library and the 
Archives. Plus I get to meet people from all over! I’m lucky, be- 
cause I was doing a lot of subbing when I first got here, but now I 
work there two days a week. Plus my need to covet and buy books 
is healed. Poof! Gone! 

The other main area where I volunteer is as a host at Baba’s 
House, “Meher Abode.” I actually went forty years without realiz- 
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ing one could do that—that you could volunteer and do things; I 
didn’t know you could work in the Library, or rake, or do other 
things like reception. I thought those were all paid positions, and 
that was it! When I came to visit, I never went to Baba’s House on 
Sunday because that meant you were going home; you’d check out 
of your cabin, go to Baba’s House, then go home, and I didn’t like 
that feeling. So I’d always hang out at the Lagoon Cabin in- 
stead...but He’s making up for that! 

So when I found out you could volunteer to work in Baba’s 
House after I moved here—oh, my heavens! But I thought I wasn’t 
qualified for that. I mean, Meher Baba’s HOME? Are you kidding? 
What did J know? I was used to Jane Haynes’ elegant presence on 
Sundays, embracing you with “Welcome to Baba’s House!” Or 
Stella Hernandez’ comfortable sweet smile! I was just a kid. I was 
amazed. Then, when I first got here, in February of 2008, they 
were playing with the idea of opening on Saturdays—a new day—in 
addition to Tuesdays, Fridays and Sundays, to kind of handle the 
overflow because of Bhau Kalchuri’s visits in the summers. Bar- 
bara Plews asked how many I would do. “All of them,” I told her. 

“All of them?” she asked, surprised. 

“Yeah! I was used to working forty to sixty hours a week, so 
four Saturdays a month would be fine. It wasn’t a big deal to me. 
“You tell me to be there and I'll be there.” That’s how it started. 
The most I ever hosted in a month was ten times; I was subbing a 
lot when I first started. Then I was doing every Saturday, and fi- 
nally down to two a month as more people wanted to volunteer. 

I also became very interested in learning about Baba’s House. 
I read in Darwin Shaw’s book about how it was built, and learned 
much from talking to Dot Lesnik about the history of the house. In 
a couple of years I was reading material in the Archives. I'll still 
hear a new little story here and there and incorporate it into the 
tours. I love giving tours. This is Meher Baba’s Home! He walked 
on every floor; He walked in every room; He slept in the bed! I 
love it! And you help the new people as well as the people who 
have been coming here for a long time. I definitely get my hug 
quotients on Saturdays. 

There are so many fascinating things about the care of Baba’s 
House and it’s contents, which are also under Dot and the Ar- 
chives. For example, there are carpets under carpets. The original 
carpet that Baba walked on is underneath the carpet in the living 
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room. It’s protected; it’s under there, but it’s still there. When a 
treasure is on display, you can explain the history of that treasure; 
you can relate, for example, that a most perfect braid of Baba’s 
hair was cut by Mehera in 1965 at Baba’s direction and sent spe- 
cifically to His Home in the West. Or you can point out the pink 
jacket that was worn by Baba on all three of His visits to the Cen- 
ter. My curiosity led me to find that, while Baba’s portrait that 
hangs in the living room was completed in New York in 1932, the 
artist, Julian Lamar, was actually a Southerner and a West Point 
graduate, now buried in Georgia. 

Treasures in Baba’s House are rotated on occasion in order for 
them to be cleaned, repaired, and cared for, but they are still close 
by. Though I personally don’t feel the power of Baba’s things—I 
don’t feel vibrations and emanations—I acknowledge that to others 
who do feel them, His presence is most definitely still there. That 
is often so evident for many who come either for the first time or 
the hundredth time to His Home. 

A couple of weeks ago a little family came in, and the mother 
said, “My kids really want a tour. Is it possible? Can you give my 
kids a tour?” She ended up with most of the questions, but her son, 
who was about ten years old, knew all the answers. 

As we went around, he’d be saying, “Well, what about this?” 
and “Where’s that?” “What about the painting in the living room?” 
He'd been there before and he remembered everything. 

It was so funny, because she had said that her kids really 
wanted the tour, and I said to her, “Your kids could give the tour!” 

I also love finding things out. There’s a photograph that hangs 
right now over the desk in the living room of Baba’s House. It is of 
Baba with Elizabeth and Norina in 1939, taken in front of the Ra- 
huri Cabin in India, and in that photograph, Elizabeth can be seen 
wearing her finely checked black and tan full-length coat. Now, in 
Elizabeth’s papers, there is a letter from Mani to Kitty and Eliza- 
beth, written on December 19, 1965. It’s evidently a response to 
Kitty and Elizabeth writing to Baba about what needed to happen 
after they passed away. A copy of this letter can be seen in a three- 
ring binder in the Dilruba Reading Room at Saroja Library. Mani 
wrote, “Of course, when you pass on, your ashes will come to In- 
dia, but Baba would like a memorial made to Elizabeth half-way 
between her home and His.” This meant between Dilruba (which 
now contains offices) and Baba’s House. She continued, “Baba will 
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give the inscription for the marker, and something of Elizabeth’s 
should be interred there.” 

Elizabeth passed on December 6, 1980, and at that time they 
buried, under her memorial at the Center, the coat that is seen in 
that photograph. But, what is interesting is, this coat was also 
worn by Baba when Elizabeth was helping to drive on the Blue Bus 
Tours. You can see Baba wearing the coat in several photographs, 
including a couple where He is seated next to Mehera on a boat in 
Benares, and there’s another photo of Him in Lord Meher where 
He’s standing, wearing the same coat. Baba had told Elizabeth 
never to get rid of that coat. I guess He knew what was going to 
happen. Of course He did; He’s God! Baba’s words for the marker 
placed on the memorial between His house and Elizabeth’s are 
“Elizabeth—Disciple of Meher Baba.” 

Another interesting little anecdote was something I learned 
about several years ago. From 1944 to 1946, there were approxi- 
mately six hundred German prisoners of war imprisoned in Myrtle 
Beach down at what was then the Myrtle Beach Army Air Base, 
now Market Commons. There were eight internment camps in 
South Carolina, because there had been German U-boat activity 
off the South Carolina coast. Now, Elizabeth had gotten several of 
the old barracks buildings to be used as the Original Kitchen, the 
Near Cabin, the Far Cabin, and the Lagoon Cabin. During that 
process, evidently, she contracted for some of the prisoners of war 
to build the road to the beach, because that is mainly what the 
prisoners were being used for—cutting pulp wood, and other types 
of labor. Baba had said to make the road to the beach about a ten 
or fifteen minute walk, and that’s what happened. I imagine Dar- 
win Shaw and Frank Eaton had planned the best way to the beach, 
to go around Long Lake and past Gator Lake. But they couldn’t 
have physically done the labor, and that’s where the prisoners of 
war came in. 

One of my favorite stories is that Baba had originally said He 
would stay at the Center for one year, which is why they built 
Baba’s House for Him. At first, the Cabin on the Hill was going to 
be Baba’s cabin; you can see that the windows are very high, which 
would keep anyone from seeing in. The left side was for the night 
watchman and the right side was to be for Baba. There was also a 
fireplace in that little tiny cabin to keep Baba warm during the 
cold months. But Baba had said that people would want to know 
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where he stayed and that it would become a great place of pilgrim- 
age. Thus Baba’s House was built in 1951 for his first visit to the 
Center after the New Life travels in India. 

My latest obsession is finding out exactly how Baba first got to 
His Home; what route did He take? I asked Buz about it, and we 
think Baba came down South Gate Road in the Briarcliffe Acres 
Subdivision, then down Patterson Drive and into the Center 
through the Happy House Gate, also known as Meher Baba’s Gate, 
which hasn’t been used much since Happy House was lost to fire. 
But it’s about half-way between South Gate Road and the Sheriar 
Gate. So He would have come in that way and then turned left by 
the Hermitage. And they used the big gates at Baba’s House at that 
point to drive Him into the compound. 

I keep discovering things, like that one little video series “Me- 
her Baba at Home.” It’s such a treasure! They’ve been sitting in the 
Center for decades and they had, for the most part, gone unno- 
ticed. So now we can re-introduce those things. These days, so 
many people are coming who never met Kitty, Elizabeth, and 
many of the other early Baba lovers. So I get to introduce these 
amazing people all over again, and that’s wonderful. That’s the 
purpose of the tours; that’s the purpose of Baba’s House—sharing 
the things that bring Baba alive. It’s probably going to take us 
seven hundred to fourteen hundred years just to catalogue every- 
thing Meher Baba did...just this one advent! Every day there’s 
more and more and more, and that’s just on this side of the Atlan- 
tic. 

Baba related through Mani in a 1965 letter to Elizabeth and 
Kitty that He is equally as present on the Center in Myrtle Beach 
as He is in Meherabad and Meherazad. You know, waking up in 
the morning and being about to do this work all over again, and try 
to have this consistent focus on Baba, is really the greatest part of 
my happiness. Wow. I mean, I have something that I value that I 
get to do at His Center at least four or five days a week, and I’m so 
glad that I'll hopefully be able to do it again tomorrow. 
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22 Arsenio: The Ecosystem, 
The Future, and Working Together 


Arsenio Rodriguez, an environmental biologist, spent much 
of his life as an international consultant, helping countries ad- 
dress human impact on biological systems. Thus, when he retired 
to Myrtle Beach, he soon found his expertise was much needed as 
the Center was beginning to deal with it’s own environmental is- 
sues, and looking to the possibilities of future expansion. As a 
board member, Arsenio’s leadership ability, environmental acu- 
men, and innate Baba wisdom helped the community look at 
ways the future of the Center might best unfold. 


I was born in Puerto Rico back in time—in the early ’40s—and 
my mother, like most Puerto Ricans, was a very devout Catholic. 
However, she also had an open mind. In my early youth, I felt a 
great attraction to Jesus as a person. I could actually feel His pres- 
ence in the church where I was an altar boy and when I was walk- 
ing to school. 

As I grew up, I was concerned about death, maybe because I 
discovered one morning the body of my grandmother who had 
died in her sleep overnight. And my mother was in a terrible car 
accident from which she almost died. These events impacted me 
greatly, and I started to think, “Why life, if there is death?” So that 
stirred my mind, and I started to ask questions.” 

I was going to a Catholic school, so I started trying to find an- 
swers from the priests, but they could not answer the questions. 
My mind was starting to wake up and I wanted to know why was 
there death and suffering. I also wanted to understand what hap- 
pened to the people who lived before Jesus—were they not saved? 
But their answers were very dogmatic, and I wasn’t satisfied, so I 
kept on looking for answers to these questions. 
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I had a neighbor who was the son of a scientist. His parents 
were atheists, and this kid was very bright. Actually, he studied 
meta-mathematics later in Heidelberg; he was a genius, and very 
intellectual. He shared books with me, and I started reading av- 
idly. I was probably eleven or twelve when I first read Bertrand 
Russell’s essay called, “Why I am not a Christian.” Then I started 
reading Sartre, and I became fascinated by the arguments that 
these intellectuals were using to question the basic dogmas that I 
was being taught in school. I would then pose these questions to 
the priests, but they would not answer. 

Because of those incidences of death and accidents, I had be- 
come a very withdrawn kid—not playing much sports or doing 
what kids my age were doing, but more looking into myself. So I 
was kind of precocious in that sense. One day, when I was thirteen 
years old, I had a heated argument with my neighbor about the 
existence of God, and it stimulated me to take action. I said to my- 
self “Okay, these bureaucrats at school don’t know anything. ’m 
going to talk to the Boss Himself.” 

So I borrowed a little book from my mother, which was called 
Meditations by Thomas a Kempis, a Middle Ages writer and great 
philosopher. These were actually meditations on Christ. I took that 
book to a nearby community park and started meditating. I stayed 
there the whole night, praying and asking God for a sign. I was 
hoping for something like a little angel with a trumpet or a bush 
on fire—the usual things which I had read about in Revelations. 

But by dawn, I hadn’t seen anything and I thought to myself, 
“Why wouldn’t He answer a kid? The whole night I was in prayer!” 
I went back to my neighbor and knocked on his window at 6:00 in 
the morning, waking him up. “You are right,” I told him; “There is 
no such thing as God.” 

Then I started to drift. Adolescence set in, and I began to fall 
in love and experience life. I went to the University and became 
very oriented toward science and rationalism. Yet, at the same 
time, I was afraid of death, and I felt I couldn’t live fully without 
knowing what death was all about. Science provided some theories 
but no certainty and no relief from the agonizing questions about 
why suffering and why death— what was the meaning of it all? I 
became involved in politics and very radicalized—I was outspoken 
both against the Vietnam War and for the independence of Puerto 
Rico. In 1968, I was studying in Mexico City; it was the time of the 
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student revolts, and there was a big massacre of students in the 
Tlatelolco Plaza, where four hundred students were killed by the 
Mexican army. 

All of these things made me very depressed. By that time I was 
about twenty-six or twenty-seven, and I decided to go back to 
Puerto Rico. Then one day someone passed me a joint; I had not 
smoked pot until then, but that day I smoked it, and at the time, I 
thought it was really nice. It made me smile and relax—which was 
such a relief, because I had been very stern and serious. So I 
started smoking regularly. 

Though I didn’t like Americans and didn’t like the United 
States, I was offered a scholarship to study Marine Science at the 
University of Miami, as well as at Scripps Institute in California. I 
chose Miami because it was closer to Puerto Rico. So there I was, 
living in Miami, smoking pot, and going to graduate school. I went 
back to Puerto Rico for Christmas and there was at that time a 
panic—there was no marijuana on the market! So this friend of my 
relative gave me some mescaline, and said, “It’s the same thing; 
just take half of it.” 

My wife at the time and I each took half, and it was a very 
powerful experience. I experienced transcendence for the first 
time; I saw everything as a unified field. My body was totally dis- 
sociated and I saw my steps in evolution from crouching down and 
coming erect, then walking, walking, walking. I saw the face of Je- 
sus in my mind as I heard the Beatles singing “Here Comes the 
Sun.” I turned to my wife and said, “You know, this is how Jesus 
was looking at the world all the time-like this!” So, I thought, no 
wonder He said the things He said, because everything was under- 
stood. All suffering was understood. There was nothing else but 
being, and everything was a flow, a continuum. 

Now, when I came down from that, which took some time, I 
started thinking, “What was that?” When I interrogated my pro- 
viders of the mescaline, they said, “That was a bad trip!” because 
they did it for fun. They used to go to discotheques and other such 
entertainment when they were tripping. So I started looking for 
answers through reading topics that I had never read before. The 
first book I read was by Alan Watts, entitled This Is It. Then I read 
Aldous Huxley’s Doors to Perception. From there I started reading 
the Christian mystics, and that led me to Vedanta and the Eastern 
mystics. That was when I realized that they were describing things 
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that I had experienced, and I realized that, since those guys were 
not using mescaline, I must have forced open a door to something 
that is within me. 

But I wanted to feel that again. Obviously, who doesn’t? So the 
next school break was in December 1969, and this time I took 
something they said was not mescaline, but psilocybin. They said, 
“It’s the same.” 

So I said, “Good,” and I did that. I went to this beautiful tropi- 
cal forest called El Yunque, but when I took the drug, I got lost. 
And being lost in the forest, I came upon a mountain, and the 
mountain, in my induced altered state of consciousness seemed to 
speak to me—and mountains do have deep voices—and it said, 
“This is not a game. What you are looking for, you will not find like 
this.” I became very scared...really scared. I made the decision in 
my mind that I was never going to use psychedelics again, al- 
though I still kept on smoking pot. 

Actually, what happened after that was that I went back to the 
lab in Miami where I was doing research for my dissertation, and 
as I grabbed the metal handrail while climbing the stairs, I found it 
to be extremely cold—uncannily cold. I looked around at the people 
in the lab with their serious faces and white frocks—lab people do- 
ing their tests and walking around with test tubes. Suddenly I said 
to myself, “I don’t belong here.” It was a weird thing. I got really 
depressed...really, really depressed. So I said to myself, “I’m going 
to drop out.” 

I went home to the very small student housing we lived in at 
that time, opened the screen door, and my wife was on the sofa, 
weeping. 

“What happened?” I asked. We had a little daughter and two 
cats at that time, but I couldn’t see that anything was amiss. She 
answered, “I went to the supermarket to get some cat food, and I 
grabbed the can, and it was so cold, so cold. Then I looked at the 
different people who were working in the store, and I said to my- 
self, ‘I don’t belong here.” So, we had the same experience. 

I wanted to smoke some pot, but my stash was depleted, so I 
went to a friend who lived across the street. He was a medical stu- 
dent, and he always had reserves. “I need some stuff,” I told him. 

“Wait here and I’ll get it,” he answered, and he disappeared. 

It was a tiny house, and there, in the living room, was a poster 
of Meher Baba, though at that time I didn’t know who He was. It 
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was a profile; He had long hair and His hand was under His chin— 
a mature man. In the Baba world it’s called “The New Life” poster. 
When I first looked at it, I thought He was Einstein. Underneath 
was printed a quote, and the last line shocked me; because it said, 
“This New Life will live by itself eternally, even if there is no one to 
live it.” I laughed and said, “Cool. Who is this guy?” So I looked 
closer, and there was something familiar, but I didn’t know what. 

I went back and I smoked like a chimney. A week or two later 
I went back to get some more stuff from my friend. When I went 
in, I immediately turned to look at the poster—but it wasn’t there. 
There was now one of those black and red Che Guevara posters. 
“Where is that poster that you had here?” I asked. 

“Oh, I didn’t like it. I like this one because it’s red and black. 
Why?” 

“There was an interesting quote there, and I was curious 
about that guy.” So he gave me this pink printed page with the An- 
cient One photograph of Baba, and some statements underneath, 
which I put down on our table at home. I started looking at the 
picture, and the face was deep. It was bothering me, actually, be- 
cause He was looking into my eyes—loving me deeply. Then I 
started reading, and to the best of my recollection, this is what was 
written: The first line said, “I am the One so many seek and so few 
find. Do not try to understand me. My depth is unfathomable. I 
am the Ancient One.” The next line said, “Just love me.” And the 
last line was the one that caught me, because it said, “But if you 
cannot love me, don’t worry; I will always be loving you.” 

And I said, “Wow. Who is this guy?” 

So, I went running back to my neighbor: “Where did you get 
this? Is there a phone number or anything?” 

“Yeah, there’s a bookstore in North Miami.” This was now 
rush hour and it would have taken us two hours to get there be- 
cause of the traffic. So I called the bookstore and they said they 
were open until 8:00 or 9:00. I went to my wife, who was cooking 
dinner and said, “We have to go. Stop cooking.” 

“Why do we have to go now? We can go tomorrow!” She 
couldn’t believe my sense of urgency. 

“No, this guy is important! He’s saying some things here and I 
want to know more about this guy, and who knows, maybe tomor- 
row he will not be there. I want to know more!” We went to the 
bookstore. Betty Ryan was the person who was working in the 
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store. I walked in and she looked at me-this young Betty Ryan 
with big eyes—and she said to me, “Hi! Where’s your head at?” I 
started telling about my interest, and she asked both of us, “So 
who do you think He is?” 

“T don’t know,” I said. 

But my wife, who had not even read anything, said, “He is 
God, but I don’t want anything to do with God at this point of my 
life now.” 

I got all of the Baba books, and then I tried to become a monk. 
I actually spent all of my fellowship and scholarship stipend on 
books. Now, I was smoking pot and reading the Discourses, God 
Speaks, and everything I could find about Meher Baba. I read 
them all. And I meditated. I bought a big picture of the Ancient 
One, stayed up late at night, burned a candle, and I would look at 
the Ancient One picture. In my mind I thought, “This guy is either 
a charlatan, or he’s saying the truth, or he’s deluded. So I need to 
test him.” I called Betty and I asked, “Where can I find this guy? 
How can I contact him?” 

“He dropped His body one year ago,” she told me. That was 
the first time I heard that, because, of course, at that time it wasn’t 
even written in the books. “Oh, no, I missed the train again!” I 
thought. But, then I thought, “Well, if I cannot meet him, at least I 
can meet the people who were with him.” And that would be a 
good way to know if he’s a charlatan, because usually people who 
hang out with a charlatan are also charlatans. 

“Is there anybody anywhere who has met him, that I can 
meet?” I asked Betty. “Well, you can go to the Center in Myrtle 
Beach, South Carolina,” she told me. “There are three women 
there who met Him, and they are there most of the time.” 

It took us about three months before we came here to the Cen- 
ter, because I had to prepare and get some money-—and fix the car, 
which of course was a Volkswagen van. And I stopped smoking 
marijuana, because it got me depressed and I was having such a 
high from reading the books. 

So I came here to the Center with my wife and my daughter, 
Marimer, who was three at the time. By then I was twenty-eight. I 
had long hair, and we were strict vegetarians. Another sideline 
fact, because I didn’t like to be in the United States, we would not 
speak English at home, so my daughter was afraid of anybody who 
spoke to her in English. She would go to a supermarket with my 
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wife, and if an old woman would approach her and say, “Oh, she’s 
so cute,” she would start weeping and run to her mother. She was 
always grabbing her mother’s skirt; she was very shy. 

But the day we walked into the Gateway, which was then the 
old Pine Lodge, Jane Haynes was sitting behind the desk. She ap- 
peared to be busy, but she looked at us, and then she looked at my 
daughter and said, “Aren’t you going to come and hug me and kiss 
me?” And Marimer began running toward her; the only way I can 
describe this is like two lovers who meet in an airport after twenty 
years of not seeing each other. She ran towards Jane, and they 
embraced in a very profound embrace, and they both started to 
weep—and so did my wife. Jane was saying some endearments to 
her, and it was very touching. 

I felt overwhelmed; so much emotion seemed to be about to 
burst my chest that I had to leave the room. I opened the door and 
I started walking toward the inside of the Center. I had observed 
when we arrived that this was a beautiful place, a forest, and I love 
forests. I started walking, but now the forest was somehow not 
outside; it was inside of me. The birds were actually within my 
head-—singing from within. There was no out and in. It was like 
being high, but I wasn’t high. 

In the middle of the ecstasy of that moment, I very distinctly 
heard a voice, a very sweet voice, which said to me, “Do you re- 
member that night in the park?” The voice actually said the name 
of the park where I had gone to pray as a boy, asking God to an- 
swer. I was shocked, because I had never told that to anybody ex- 
cept my friend, whom I hadn’t seen in years—and I hadn’t thought 
about it since. But the voice was so clear! And then, immediately, 
before I could answer, the voice said, “This is your sign.” 

I sat down. Tears filled my eyes, and I was shaking all over. In 
that moment I recognized that the voice was Meher Baba’s, and I 
replied—I don’t know why—“I accept you as my Master. What do 
you want me to do?” 

He answered, “I only want you to be who you really are.” 

“But who am I?” I asked. And then there was this laughter—He 
laughed! And the laughter was melodic, like joyous morning bells. 

“That’s for Me to know, and for you to find out,” He said, in 
both a loving and humorous way. 

That was the first and only conversation I’ve had with Meher 
Baba. But since that moment, Meher Baba has been my Master, 
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my Friend, and the silent voice inside of me, a Person that I recog- 
nize as clearly as I recognize anyone. Not that I have had any vi- 
sions, but He is part of me. I’ve tried to shake Him out in so many 
ways, but He won’t go away because He’s very sticky! I’ve done 
many things in my life; there are so many stories after that first 
moment of recognition in the Center, and He would speak to me in 
different ways. One I'll share with you, because it’s very strange to 
me, and I even told this story to Eruch. 

I graduated, worked for a couple of years in Puerto Rico, be- 
cause I had to repay my scholarship, and then I started working 
with the United Nations Environment Programme in 1977. My 
first post was to work in Trinidad and Tobago, which was the re- 
gional office for an environmental management program for the 
wider Caribbean. I spent much of my time traveling, because we 
also had offices in Nairobi and Geneva, and there were all the 
countries of the wider Caribbean for which I was responsible, so 
sixty-five percent of the time I was gone. 

By this time I had been divorced, and was now married to Ju- 
lie. I remember one day I went into my office—where I’d spent very 
little time—and discovered that some banana and fruit peels I’d left 
in the garbage before my last trip were still in the trash can. I had 
given my secretary a card from Meher Baba, and she had slipped 
the photograph under the glass of her desk. I complained to her, 
“Heather, the cleaning lady hasn’t cleaned my office. The fruits 
that I put there last week stink!” 

Heather looked at me a little sideways, “Oh, she doesn’t want 
to go inside your office.” 

“Why?” I asked. 

“Because there’s the spirit of a man there, and she doesn’t 
want to go in.” 

“But that’s ridiculous!” 

And Heather said, “She says it’s this man,” and she pointed to 
the Meher Baba card. 

I was amazed. “You know, the cleaning lady sees Him and I 
don’t!” So since that day it’s been like that. It is one of the ways He 
lets me know He is with me. 

I stopped coming to the Center for a while because while I was 
working with the United Nations; it became easier for me to jump 
over to India. I could go for two or three days only, but I would go 
very frequently. 
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The next time I came to the Center was when I was living in 
Washington, D.C.; I started working there with the World Bank in 
1988, but I didn’t actually come to the Center until 2003, when I 
accompanied Ute Bowman. Ute didn’t want to drive by herself, 
and she was a good friend—part of the Washington Baba group. On 
that trip I realized that the Center was really not far, and that 
beautiful energy that I had felt was still there. So I convinced Julie 
to come in 2004. We were walking on the beach, and it dawned 
upon us that we had never thought about moving here. We were 
too cosmopolitan for that! We saw Myrtle Beach as such a small 
town—but we loved it! 

We decided to look for a house, and the house appeared al- 
most the moment we decided to look for it, although there had 
been nothing on the market. It just appeared—just popped up. So 
we moved here later in 2004, and in 2005 Marshall Hay and John 
Leiter asked me if I wanted to join the board of directors of the 
Center. “What board?” I asked, because up until that point I never 
knew there was a board; I had never been interested in the func- 
tioning of the Center. My life had been within organizations and 
institutions, but to me, the Center was a place of spiritual magic, 
like where the Hobbits live! I must have thought everything was 
taken care of by some magic elves that were here, or at least, I’d 
never given a thought as to how the Center was managed, how it 
was cared for, or what might be it’s future. I knew it only as holy 
ground. And it is holy ground. 

So I accepted, and I was happy that I could contribute what I 
had learned during my career about environmental management, 
about process, about governance; I thought I could be useful. 


The Center’s Ecosystem 

I also realized that working with the Center involved a differ- 
ent perspective, because it’s like a family. When you're dealing 
with a family, your expertise doesn’t count as much, because eve- 
rybody in the family feels they know how to do things, and if you 
suggest something new there might be sensitivities, which you 
don’t want to stimulate, because they are your family, and Baba 
taught us to work together harmoniously. 

An important focus for all of us was the lake. I had never fo- 
cused on management of the Center before, not even the lake— 
even though I was a coastal marine biologist and an international 
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environmentalist with more than thirty-five years of practical ex- 
perience. I had been focusing on the Center as a spiritual retreat, 
and I had never even looked at the lake to see what was there. 

However, people started to become concerned, because there 
was a “bloom,” or overpopulation of algae, which was creating un- 
sightly conditions by the Boathouse. I realized that the approaches 
being taken at that time to cope with the issue left some room for 
more sound scientific analysis. So I offered my services, as an en- 
vironmentalist, to help out. 

We decided to bring in some experts, including one of the 
world’s foremost limnologists—a person who studies lakes—spe- 
cializing in algal blooms. Our team was created from specialists 
from East Carolina University, engaged by Jim Watson, a Baba 
lover who had studied the lake geology for some time, and from 
the University of North Carolina, working together with Center 
staff and volunteers. The team conducted a systems analysis of the 
lake situation, then published a report with specific reeommenda- 
tions for action and further clarifying studies. 

The next challenge was to decide what actions to take. If the 
problem were only here at the Center, we could know what to do— 
rebuild the septic systems, or create a sewage treatment plant, or 
connect with the city. However, if the source was also from Briar- 
cliffe, we obviously could not force them to make changes. In addi- 
tion, taking away the muck in the lake needed to be done because 
that’s an area which people enjoy when they come on retreat. But 
this would be only a temporary solution; thus, equipment was 
used to remove the excess debris accumulated from the algal 
bloom, even though it implied a bit of noise. It takes time to solve 
the problem in a more permanent way, but we are now basing our 
actions on scientific understanding, no doubt motivated by the in- 
ner guidance of the Center’s founder. 

The other major ecological concern at the Meher Center is the 
forest, which is a mature forest, some of which is original growth. 
People were seeing changes in the forest, specifically that the un- 
derstory was disappearing. At first some felt that the deer were 
responsible for this, so we brought one of the top deer experts in 
the United States, who concluded that the evidence wasn’t there 
for the deer theory. 

We also brought in a renowned forester who had expertise in 
the Coastal Forests of South Carolina and who had worked many 
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years with the U.S. Forest Service. We asked him, along with for- 
esters from the USDA local office, to give us an assessment, and 
their conclusion was that the Center’s forest was a mature forest, 
and what is preventing the underbrush from growing is that 
there’s very little light reaching the ground. In addition, you can 
see the layer of pine needles on top of the ground, and this secretes 
an oil which also prevents things from growing. 

All of the foresters who came also indicated one element of 
great concern: forest fires. Fire is the way nature rejuvenates the 
forest. There are seeds underneath that are triggered to grow when 
the old trees die and become nutrients for the young trees, so fire 
helps this process of regeneration. But, of course, this would be 
dangerous for the people and the buildings on the Center. 

Thus, to prevent what could have been a catastrophic fire, we 
began to implement with urgency and diligence the reeommenda- 
tions from our advisors. Large capacity water lines were installed, 
and a number of fire hydrants were placed around the property. 
Peripheral firebreaks were expanded and are being maintained, 
and vegetation setbacks were expanded around buildings. In addi- 
tion, staff and volunteers have been trained to know the access 
points for fire fighters and how to connect with the fire depart- 
ment should that be needed. More needs to be done, and a forest 
assessment leading to a fire management plan is now in the works 
with Center management. 

Conserving the beauty and unique atmosphere of the Center, 
the ecosystem, the forest, the lake and marshes, and coastal dunes 
will demand harmonious work from those who love the Center. 
But it also requires the best scientific information and expertise 
available, in collaboration with the local knowledge of those who 
have taken care of the Center for decades, to provide the best 
management recommendations for our Center ecosystem. 


The Future of the Center 

When I think of the Center, I think of it as holy ground. Eruch 
said that Baba is like a bottle of perfume. When you approach 
Him, there’s fragrance around the bottle, and when the bottle 
breaks, the fragrance spreads. That fragrance lingers for a while, 
but it doesn’t linger forever. It fades, because the perfume has to 
be bottled again. And that is when the Avatar comes back. 
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For those who care to serve at the Meher Spiritual Center, 
what is our legacy? How should we conceive of the future? What is 
going to happen now that Baba and the Mandali are physically 
gone? The Center, like Meherabad and Meherazad in India, as well 
as Meher Mount, Avatar’s Abode, the Heartland Center, and other 
places were touched by Baba in different ways—they all have His 
fragrance. 

Now, what are we going to do with this gradually dissipating 
fragrance? Are we going to think that if we change anything, we 
are going to diminish or lose the fragrance, so we would hide it 
and try to contain it? Or are we going to share the fragrance and 
spread it? There is now a discussion in the Center vis-a-vis preser- 
vation versus access, which is the tension that has existed in hu- 
manity throughout history. What is more important-—to preserve 
or to share? You can do two things with the fragrance: You can 
preserve it by covering it with big domes, or you can put out big 
fans. It depends on how much you want to share. Meher Baba 
Himself said, “I bring to you the greatest treasure it is possible for 
man to receive,” and “that increases when shared with others.” 

My view is that we need to make this fragrance flourish, make 
it accessible, make it more beautiful, because that’s part of the en- 
ergy that’s here—that’s the love. So this feeling is here. Now, what 
will this mean in the future? The charter of the Center is broader 
than the upkeep of the five hundred acres. It laid the groundwork 
for the future work around the fragrance that was spilled, and 
what to do for it’s dissemination. 

Baba originally said that the Center was for Him to meet His 
lovers. He said it was for “those who know about me and want to 
know more about Me, and those who love Me.” Embedded into the 
charter, into that framework, was the concept that the Center was 
a center of spiritual activity. It actually talks about the Center as 
the “headquarters,” and that more centers would exist in the 
United States. It also addressed service, and it talked about the 
dissemination of His message as part of the work of the Center. 
These were the elements of the Center’s charter approved by Baba. 

I feel there is more the Center can do regarding the second 
part of the Charter—the part that talks about the dissemination of 
Baba’s message. There’s a difference between dissemination and 
preaching or proselytizing. I found out about Baba because some- 
one had printed a poster, and I saw that poster on a wall. Others 
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saw a poster in a window in New York, or in the Metropolitan 
Authority of New York bus, which carried a poster of the Ancient 
One photo. Many saw the image of Baba on the cover of Rolling 
Stone, along with the story by Pete Townshend. There were many 
cards printed with Baba’s image and a quote, and people would 
leave them in different places; then others would pick them up and 
say, “Hmm,” So there were many opportunities for anyone who 
might be attracted to Baba to encounter information about Him, 
but now that’s not being done as much. Even though there are 
Baba sites on the Internet, Facebook, and the social networks, I 
don’t see that there’s as active a presentation as there was when I 
found out about Baba. 

So I think we can do more in terms of providing opportunities 
for people to both encounter Baba and also be in retreat with Ba- 
ba—through both outreach and expansion of the facilities within 
the Center. There are people who say that we need to keep the 
Center as it was when Baba was here, although in reality the Cen- 
ter has already tripled the infrastructure that was here when Baba 
visited last. There are also people who say: We have five hundred 
acres; why don’t we build a couple more clusters of cabins or a 
dorm, so more people can be accommodated when they start to 
come. More and more people come each year. I don’t know what 
the answers are, but these are the tensions that are felt as we look 
to the future, and I think there has to be a balance. 

When I first came to the Center in 1970, much of the con- 
struction that exists today wasn’t here. When I came back to the 
Center in 2003, after twenty years, there were lots of things con- 
structed—the expanded Meeting Place, the Refectory, and there 
were more cabins. But these changes didn’t diminish my experi- 
ence of the Center. The fragrance was still the same. 

When I went to India for the first time, I used to stay in those 
little rooms in Lower Meherabad where only twelve people could 
stay at a time, so I thought I was probably one of the most spiritual 
persons on earth, because we were eating food that I had never 
tried, and because we had to brush our teeth outside with a little 
faucet, and use an outhouse with no water. So for me, that was the 
most romantic spiritual adventure that I’d ever had in my life. 
Then, when they built the Pilgrim Center, I thought, “Oh, that’s 
not going to be the same.” But they needed to build the Pilgrim 
Center, because more people were coming, and that did not dimin- 
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ish the experience. Then they built the new Meher Pilgrim Re- 
treat-the MPR-and I said, “Oh, my God!” I was afraid something 
would be lost. But when I went to the MPR, I realized, “Baba’s still 
here!” It did not diminish the experience of the Beloved, because 
that experience is coming from inside. It has nothing to do with 
the outside. 

Thus I feel that expansion can be done, and it has to be done— 
with lots of love. It has to be done with lots of respect for nature. I 
think there is space here, and so we need to look into the future. Is 
this fragrance going to be just for us? Are we the only sniffers in 
the world? Or are there some other sniffers around that have not 
yet been prompted to sniff? 

It will unfold, and it is unfolding already. Like somebody said, 
the horse is out of the barn already. More people are beginning to 
become aware of Baba. We are at a time when the Mandali are no 
longer, so we don’t have that comfort of consulting them and say- 
ing, “What do you think?” and then believing that they are saying 
it because Baba said it. So there’s a continuation, and Baba’s “next 
waves” are stepping up to do our best to please Him. 

Of course, there have already been differences of opinion and 
confrontations. It’s because that’s what life is all about. This is 
Baba’s expression. He said, “I am the One that resides within your 
heart.” Meher Baba-—for all of us who have been drawn to Him—is 
a personal experience. Meher Baba is like a close friend. So He is 
within us. It is all within us. Therefore, you have to love the other 
person, even if the other person thinks differently from you. In 
fact, that is the person you have to love the most. That’s what He 
said. And to people who came and said, “But I’m a Christian,” 
Baba said, “Then love Christ.” When Elizabeth was here, she used 
to go to the Methodist Church. She was very active in the Method- 
ist Church. She embraced the differences. 

When you read the biography of Baba and hear the stories 
from the Mandali, it was like that with Him. He Himself was very 
astute in how He brought in the most fundamental things that He 
wanted to teach us, which had nothing to do with managing envi- 
ronments or foreseeing the new movement or the Charter, or 
whatever. It had to do with how we become aware of the Oneness 
amongst us, and how we forgive each other, and how we work in 
harmony. In order to do that, you have to have confrontation, be- 
cause how else can you come together if you are only working with 
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those who are chummy-chummy with you, who love what you’re 
saying? Then it’s easy. But He’s always testing us, always grinding. 
That’s how we learn. The whole process is to learn to give it up to 
Him, be patient, forgiving—that’s it. 

I think that the Center story has always been one of evolution. 
The Center was not built to be only a monastery. It was given for 
Baba to work on His lovers—crowds of lovers who were coming in. 
Is this going to be a hotspot of spirituality? Will people come here 
in hoards, not just to say, “Jai Baba,” but to feel the holy ground? 
Baba has suggested that this would be the case, and we are cer- 
tainly seeing evidence of things moving in that direction. 

There are many ideas of expansion being discussed right now. 
We could create new places where people could feel nature sur- 
rounding them—make it comfortable, and at the same time se- 
cluded. Then, you can have more space for people to stay, so you 
can have more guests—instead of only seventy-five, you could have 
a hundred and fifty-or more. We need to explore it, look at it 
without fear, investigate it and use the intelligence that is given to 
us to find out where we can place them. And for every tree that we 
cut down, we can plant another one. 

There are many possibilities; we’re exploring. Perhaps some- 
day the Center might even buy back lands, or purchase nearby ho- 
tels. Is this what Baba wants? I don’t know if this is what Baba 
wants. There are so many things that we can do; the future is wide 
open. But if there is love we can do anything-that is what He 
wants. He left a resource, a legacy—this holy ground. We can either 
preserve it, or we can make it flourish so it can be shared with 
more people. And that’s the decision that’s being made. I’m not 
going to be here for all that unfolds; it’s not going to be happening 
on my watch, but I may come back as a baby and have the chance 
to enjoy it; I don’t know. 

I think in the future the conversation that needs to start has to 
do with how we need to relate the tasks established in the Center 
charter with this Center; that is the beginning. The raw energy is 
here—the fragrance—but the Charter, from what I see, was de- 
signed to ensure that the fragrance was projected and that more 
sniffers could come, because the whole purpose of this bottle of 
perfume was to break. 

I remember that famous story about when Padri, one of 
Baba’s oldest disciples, was saying to Baba near the end of His 
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physical life, concerning the Last Darshan, that it was time to 
“close the wine shop.” And Baba said no, that it was about to be 
opened. So the bottle of perfume broke, and the design of that bot- 
tle of perfume is to break. That’s the moment of glory, of manifes- 
tation. Now it has broken, so what are we going to do now? Be- 
cause, to open the shop, we have to make it flourish, while at the 
same time we have to make sure that the preservation part is here, 
to make sure that the fragrance is kept as much as possible—that 
the garden expands, but the ambiance is maintained. 

As part of looking to the future, there is a new outreach that is 
being done by the Board—the engagement of the family. We are 
now beginning to listen deeply to the community, and there’s 
starting to be a sense of shared ownership, shared responsibility. 
It’s easy to come here and say, okay, somebody is taking care of 
this place. But it’s very important for the roles that people play— 
maybe the Board, maybe the staff, or the people who volunteer to 
rake the path—to know what is behind what they’re doing in terms 
of giving back. We are all giving back in gratitude for the fragrance 
received. 

It is important that we develop and consolidate this engage- 
ment process, a process that now is opening, becoming more open. 
We have not yet mastered the mechanics of inputting all the ener- 
gies and wisdom that are being offered, because the Center was 
managed at first by one person—Elizabeth—then by small groups, 
but now it is changing, and now the stewards are asking people 
who love the Center, “What do you think?” 

Of course, all of the things that people say are not necessarily 
going to be heeded, because some are contradictory. So, what are 
we going to do? This is not to say that we’re going to go the middle 
way either, because maybe that’s not what’s needed. But this is the 
process of life in general anyhow—it happens everywhere. That’s 
the way things happen, but I think what’s happening here is al- 
ways blended, and it’s always buffered by His love. And that’s a 
beautiful thing. 

We might say that there are three or four browsers on the 
Internet—and the browser is the instrument through which you 
access the Internet. So Jesus, Krishna, Buddha, Meher Baba, are 
the instruments through which you access the “innernet,” but 
some people prefer this one or that one, and some people, as Baba 
said, find more access through no “ism” at all. Baba said that we 
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don’t have to worship His image to be in connection with Him. We 
just have to connect with the “innernet” inside. But it helps to have 
a browser, and I love that browser. I know the clothes that my 
Lover was wearing when I met Him. I like Him better in those 
clothes. I like that image. But I do not equate Him with His 
clothes. 

So for me, when Meher Baba came into my life, I immediately 
went back to my Jesus moments, and I said, “Wow, that’s a beauti- 
ful thing.” I realized that He was the same Spirit, the same Beloved 
that was now in another form. I’m very happy to have had that ex- 
perience, and I’m very happy to be able to function within the Me- 
her Spiritual Center and the environment that He created to help 
us come closer to Him. 
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23 Ambika: Volunteering for Him 


Ambika Sharan thought she was just passing through when 
she stopped at the Meher Spiritual Center...but she never left. She 
immediately began to volunteer, completely forgetting about all 
her other plans, and throughout the years, Ambika has been the 
consummate volunteer, playing music, helping Margaret Craske 
(who nicknamed Ambika “Beauty”), hosting at Baba’s House, giv- 
ing tours, and filling many voids when the need was there, her 
gracious and warm countenance always touching people’s hearts 
and making them feel at home. 


I’ve always enjoyed a very exciting and adventurous life, but I 
had to wait sixty-one years to find Meher Baba. When I was young, 
I studied ballet and music, and I was also a gymnast. I wanted to 
be a ballerina, and tried out for the Radio City Ballet. I was staying 
with the prima ballerina there, because my mother knew her 
mother, and I got an interview. But they said, “You're too slow and 
too tall for what we want, however, the Rockettes would love you.” 
I was devastated, but I thought, well, Pll go over and see what it’s 
about. After trying out, I went backstage to where all the young 
women were. I was only sixteen, but it all seemed so boring be- 
cause they were talking about hair, nails, and men. So I went 
home. I received a telegram that I was accepted, but I just dropped 
it. I never went back. 

Volunteering was part of my life from the time I was young; 
our family played music for hospitals and the VFW, and also at 
political events because my father was in politics. I also played in 
orchestras and chamber groups, and we were on the radio for a 
couple of years. I got married at eighteen and had five children, 
then a few years later was remarried had another child, so I have 
six children. Then I went back to playing music professionally. 
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When my children were older, my husband was offered a posi- 
tion as headmaster in St. Thomas, Virgin Islands, so I flew down to 
find us a home. The home ended up being a sailboat, because 
that’s what we could afford, and while our marriage ended, from 
that point on I became a sailor. I sailed to California where I stud- 
ied alternative therapies, then continued sailing for a couple of 
years, around Australia and the Far East, ending up in Nepal, 
where I was initiated by Tibetan Buddhists. Then I lived for a year 
in Morocco where I taught English and math. Finally, it was time 
to come home, and during a visit to California, I was again initi- 
ated into a spiritual path, this time by Baba Haridas, who inciden- 
tally was also silent, and there I stayed for three years running 
their Ayurvedic clinic. 

Just prior to my first visit to the Center I was working as a 
medical technician at a clinic up in Pennsylvania, and I loved it. It 
was called the New Life Center; I never thought of the name in re- 
lation to Baba until later. Then, I made plans for March of 1989, to 
leave for California a couple of days after first seeing my daughter, 
Patti, in Mt. Pleasant, near Charleston. My intention was to go 
back to Baba Haridas’ ashram to again run their clinic in the Santa 
Cruz Mountains overlooking the Pacific and the Monterrey Bay. 

On the way I was going to stop at the Satchitananda Ashram 
in Virginia because I had a friend there, but there was a blizzard. 
So I decided to head for this other Center down in Myrtle Beach, 
which I’d been meaning to visit for over ten years. I thought I’d 
call and see if they could fit me in, but I didn’t know how to spell 
“Meher,” so when I got to town, I dropped by the local new age 
store to see if they knew about this Center. Of course they knew, so 
I got the number and made a reservation for a couple of nights. I 
told my daughter that I would spend two days at the Center, then 
shoot straight across to California, and call her from there. 

I got to the Baba Center late, because I went off exploring in 
Murrell’s Inlet, and then ended up driving by the Center a couple 
of times in the dark before I found it. I arrived here just in the nick 
of time before they closed for the evening. It was March 12, and it 
was cold and rainy, but I was in Bungalow 3, and it was cozy. The 
next morning I got up and walked around the Center looking at all 
the pictures. I went to the library and talked to Gladys Spratt, who 
was heading up the library at the time. I remember standing in 
front of Baba’s photograph and saying to Him, “Well, you look 
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kind of interesting in this photograph, but I don’t feel any connec- 
tion to you.” I never expected to anyways. I was on the way to Cali- 
fornia in another day. 

There was a Discourse meeting my second, and what was to 
be my last, evening at the Center. That was when they had the 
meetings on Tuesday nights in the living room of the Original 
Kitchen. I didn’t know anybody in Myrtle Beach, so these were all 
nameless people at the meeting, although I was aware that they 
were all men, which was remarkable, as most spiritual places I’d 
experienced were frequented predominantly by women. I was lis- 
tening to the reading of Baba’s Discourses—I might have even read 
a paragraph—and I thought, “Well, this is the truth, but, you know, 
I’ve read it all before. Same thing. The truth is the truth.” 

Then someone said, “The Avatar comes every seven hundred 
to fourteen hundred years.” Well, that caught my attention, 
though I can’t tell you why. “Excuse me,” I said. “When is He due 
to come again?” And as I said the words “come again,” it was as if I 
had been struck by lightning. Every cell, every atom in my body 
was shocked. And at the same time that I was saying “come again” 
externally, inwardly I was saying, “Oh, my God!” The three things 
occurred simultaneously—this intense electrical shock throughout 
my whole body, the words “come again,” and the inner thought 
“Oh, my God!” The physical feeling was like putting your finger 
into a live socket, but stronger—like being struck by a thousand 
volts, because I realized at that moment that this man they called 
“Baba” was God! 

I don’t remember anything after that. I have no idea what the 
answer was to my question. That moment I came to Baba, and it 
was a huge shock to my system. It was a total blackout. I was 
dazed; I was stunned. As I read more later, I figured that with that 
shock, Baba was removing some sanskaras that needed to be re- 
moved. It was just so amazing. More and more I realize how fortu- 
nate we are. 

I obviously got back to the Bungalow somehow by myself; I’m 
sure someone would have told me if I had been carried back. But I 
woke up in the morning still dazed. My first thought was that I 
couldn’t leave this place. I wandered down to the Original Kitchen. 
I didn’t have food with me; I had come in this little VW bug. But I 
was asked by three people to join them for coffee. As it turned out, 
it was Margaret Craske’s dancers, Peter, Viola, and Jeff. So I said 
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yes, I'd join them. Then, off the top of my head I said, “You know 
it’s been worth every moment of pain and suffering to get to this 
point in my life.” Of course months later I read that Baba had said 
the same thing, pretty much in those same words: “It’s worth every 
moment of pain and suffering to get to Me.” 

Then it started. I told Irene Short at the Gateway that I 
thought I’d stay on the Center for two weeks at a time, and go on 
weekends in between to visit my daughter, Patty, in Charleston, 
because there is a two-week limit on how long one can stay on the 
Center. Irene couldn’t see any reason why I shouldn’t do that, but 
the Center was full. So I went to the health food store and asked 
this woman there, who turned out to be Ellen Kimball, “Do you 
know any place for rent? I’ve decided I’m going to stay.” She 
thought a friend of hers, Susan White, had a garage apartment 
right next to the Center. I went right back and called Susan, but 
she said she’d had problems with renters and wasn’t sure she 
wanted to rent it. I said, “That’s okay, but I'll come look at it any- 
way.” We got along really well, and I ended up renting from her for 
five years—wonderful years. 


Volunteering on the Center 

From the time I first came to the Center, any time anyone 
asked me to do anything, I would take on the job. I was busy all 
day every day. After a few weeks went by I happened to be in the 
Original Kitchen and the phone rang. I picked it up, and said, 
“Meher Center.” It was silent for a moment, and then a little voice 
said, “...Mom??...” I guess I’d forgotten I had kids! I’d completely 
forgotten I told Patti I would call her from California. I’d forgotten 
everything. I was definitely on a New Life! 

The first shock, I can say, wasn’t really pleasant, but it was an 
awakening. Now I started to feel at home at the Center. Gladys 
asked me right away if I wanted to work in the Library, and I was 
thrilled to be able to work at Baba’s Center. Then one day, I was 
running from the Library to my apartment, and I went through the 
back gate to get to Susan’s house. Her brother, Wynn Coates, had 
lived there before, and he had left a Xeroxed copy of a photo of 
Meher Baba pinned on the wall of the bedroom. I just glanced at it 
on the way by, but then I was pulled back to really look at it. As I 
looked into Baba’s eyes, He inwardly said, so softly, but very 
clearly, “I love you.” And I saw His eyes actually move. I was taken 
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by surprise, because this was early on—I had only been here for a 
few months. When I first came to Baba, the shock was so great 
that I don’t remember anything, and now this blissful thing hap- 
pened. It was a moment I'll never forget. That little Xeroxed copy 
is the one through which He spoke to me. Imagine that the Avatar 
can speak to you through a rough copy of His photo! It was an 
amazing time. There was nothing else needed to draw me in; I was 
had! And that same Xeroxed photograph is hanging in my bed- 
room now. 

The first week I was here, like all newcomers to the Center at 
the time before they had the tours, I was supposed to meet with a 
board member. I looked at the list of people on the Board, al- 
though I didn’t know anybody anyway, but way down on the list 
was Margaret Craske. Her name appealed to me. I have no idea 
why. So I chose her to see. They told me to call her and make an 
appointment. 

I walked down to Happy House where she was living, and 
Margaret was on the back porch. I opened the door, and there she 
was in the corner, wrapped up in blankets. I took one look at her 
and I just fell in love with her. I loved that woman. I found out she 
needed people to take care of her, so I immediately volunteered. 
That was the beginning of our relationship, and it was wonderful. 
We would banter back and forth. She would say something to me, 
and I would smile, because it had a little twist in it. Then I would 
throw it back to her. She would smile and her eyes would twinkle. 
Peter Saul was there one day—he was one of Margaret’s primary 
dancers—and when I came back with my retort, he gasped, “How 
can you talk to Miss Craske this way?” Peter was devoted to Mar- 
garet, but the dancers were much more formal with her. 

I spent a lot of time with her, because I lived across the street 
from Happy House. Sometimes I would bring my flute and play for 
her. One time I came over and I didn’t have my flute with me. 
“Well... where is your flute?” Margaret asked. 

“You don’t think I would be so presumptuous as to think that 
you would want to hear me all the time!” I laughed. She looked at 
me sideways with that wonderful twinkle. One time I was making 
a fire for her in the living room, and she was in her wheelchair. I 
was sitting on the floor, looking up into her eyes, and all of a sud- 
den, she gave me an unforgettable look of love. It was so powerful 
that I had to look away. I thought a lot about it. I didn’t even know 
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what the look was. Was it Baba giving me darshan through her? 
Was she filling me up with her love? I have no idea, but it was a 
moment that was very, very special. 

Then, I was with her in the hospital during her last days, and 
so many things happened. They had her restrained because she 
would try to remove the oxygen mask from her nose, as it was un- 
comfortable for her. When the nurses left, I would take the re- 
straints off and I would hold her hands, kneeling next to her and 
putting my head next to hers on the pillow. We had round-the- 
clock Baba women to help take care of her. I was there one day 
when she had to be changed, and I said to the other two women 
there, “I'll hold Margaret if one of you could change her,” and they 
said they couldn’t do it. So they held her hands and I changed her, 
and that was my job after that. I was fine with that. Most of our 
time together in those days was in silence. 

There was a Baba lover who was a nurse—Malinda—and I 
asked her, “Could we wash Margaret and rub her down with oil?” 
She agreed. I think all of us were there that day. We knew it was 
near the end. And so we each took a part of her and washed her 
down and oiled her. Malinda told me later that Margaret had said 
something to her, something like, “I can’t go until I’ve been 
Sunned.” We didn’t know what that meant, but Malinda felt it was 
meaningful, and that perhaps it had something to do with her be- 
ing “anointed”. 

The afternoon of the day she died, many people were coming 
in to see her. After a while, Margaret indicated that she wanted 
more privacy, so I was ushering people out, and then as I started 
to leave, she indicated that she wanted me to stay. I walked back 
by her side. My daughter Hansell had given me this Irish sweater 
that was a loose knit, and I was wearing it that day. Very slowly 
Margaret reached up and grabbed the sweater and pulled me 
down very close and put her arms around me, pressing me to her 
so hard, and it was wonderful. Then she slowly released me, put 
her hands on my chest, and with great strength thrust me away! 
She did this three times. I have no idea what that meant; there is 
no way I could know. But three times she repeated it, and each 
time there was this amazing strength. I still have the sweater I was 
wearing then. 

That was at 4:00 in the afternoon. And at 8:16 that night she 
passed away. There was Marshall at the end of the bed, and I was 
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on Margaret’s left when she went to Baba. We said the prayers; 
then for a while I stood outside the room while people were going 
in to see her. Finally, I sat down on the floor in the hall so I could 
still look into her room and see her in bed. Perhaps it was my 
eyes—I hadn’t slept much at all—but as I looked at her, I suddenly 
saw her as an Empress, with something like a tall, cylindrical, 
golden crown on her head, and she was surrounded by a golden 
light. And that was it. I left. 

I had gone to India in October of my first year at the Center. 
Eruch wanted me to come up on the “hot seat,” to tell my Baba 
story, but I said no, because I couldn’t get through telling anyone 
what happened to me without tears. I was feeling a lot of emotion 
at that time. Mani used to call me Margaret, because I reminded 
her of Margaret, and I was very pleased with that. 

I only asked one question of the Mandali while I was there, 
and that was to Mani. She had told me to come see her in her of- 
fice in Meherazad, so I stopped in while I was there. I broke down 
a little, telling her that I felt strongly that I was meant to live in 
India. I said, “I don’t have anything that requires me to be in the 
States.” The only thing I had was a little cat. (I was so impassioned 
with Baba, that I completely forgot my six children!) So I told her, 
“I’m prepared to stay now, and forever.” Mani answered, “Just a 
minute,” and she closed her eyes. In a few seconds she looked at 
me and said, “Baba wants you in Myrtle Beach.” And that was it. I 
committed myself to being a part of the community of Baba lovers 
who live near and work on the Meher Spiritual Center. 

In fact, exactly five years after my first day in Myrtle Beach, 
my son David offered to purchase a home for me in the Ocean 
Creek Plantation, near the Center. We were to close on the home 
in March, however, David called to tell me that instead, the closing 
would be on February 25. But that was Baba’s 100" birthday, and I 
was to play my flute as part of the celebration! “Couldn’t it be de- 
layed a day?” I asked. He told me firmly it had to be that day. So 
David came and moved me, and my first night in my new home 
was on Baba’s birthday, and I have lived there ever since. To me, it 
was a confirmation that this was where Baba wanted me. 

Over the years I’ve had many jobs at the Center, but my favor- 
ites have been giving tours to the newcomers as well as hosting at 
Baba’s House. Before that I worked in the Library, Evening Gate- 
way, Evening Caretaker, distributing the calendars around the 
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cabins, and raking; I also worked in the Guest House garden and 
in Baba’s House garden. I used to play a lot of music then as well. I 
did everything I could, so I was pretty busy all the time. I would do 
anything that had to be done, and I loved it all. But raking in 
Baba’s garden was also a favorite of mine. 

There were two very special things that occurred when I was 
raking in Baba’s Garden, which I often did alone, twice a week, for 
about ten or twelve years. Once, I was facing the front gate and 
backing up toward the house as I raked. All of a sudden I seemed 
to trip over something, but it didn’t seem as if there was anything 
there to trip over. It felt as if this giant hand swung me around and 
pushed me down, and I fell flat on my front facing toward Baba’s 
House. As I was falling, I thought I was going to smash my face 
into the ground, and I let out a great gasp, but ended up as if I 
were prostrating toward Baba’s House. Even now, I can’t explain 
how I could have started out facing the gate and ended up facing 
down in completely the opposite direction. It was almost as if Baba 
took me and pivoted me around. I thought some time later that I 
had never prostrated myself before Him and suddenly I had ended 
up doing so! It had never occurred to me before to do a total pros- 
tration, but since then I do it every so often. 

Then there was another thing that happened while I was rak- 
ing by Baba’s House. It was Easter Sunday, and I was working in 
the garden before anybody got there. I saw these white things 
across the lake. I got closer, and as I looked, I saw movement, and 
they were egrets, white egrets. I counted them, and there were 
twelve! Since it was Easter I recognized the symbolism right 
away—they were for the twelve disciples. And they stayed there! So 
when people came, I showed everyone the “disciples” lined up 
across the lake. 

Another time after that I was going to walk from Baba’s House 
along the lake path, and as I walked down that long set of steps, I 
heard this flutter of wings. Once again, there was a group of egrets 
again, and they were up in the trees. I had never seen egrets up 
high before, nor have I seen it since. As I came down the steps, 
they were startled, and they took off. As they were flying away, I 
counted them; there were eleven. Remembering my Easter experi- 
ence, I was disappointed that there were only eleven, but then I 
heard rustling, and in another moment a twelfth egret flew off. 
Again I thought of the twelve disciples. 
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I worked in the Library for twelve or fifteen years; Gladys 
Spratt taught me very well. We had a relationship right away. That 
was also the beginning of playing music with Gladys every week 
for many years, with her on piano and me on flute. But she was 
very particular about caring for the Library. At that time I would 
come in a little early and straighten up everything, organize the 
books, and sweep the porches. The caretakers do the tidying up 
now, but that’s what Gladys taught me, and expected of me, and I 
loved doing it—straightening everything up and making it beautiful 
for Baba. 

Then we would greet people and be there to help people find 
things, or if they wanted, to talk a little. Generally, though, people 
are there to be quiet or to look at the videos, so there isn’t usually 
much interaction. It felt like home to me to do that, but everything 
feels like home anyway. Hardly anybody came in those days, so 
during the last hour I used to take a book and sit by myself on the 
window seat. I would read something, then tears would flow freely. 
I was particularly struck by some of the wonderful stories that 
Elizabeth wrote in the little blue books, the Awakener Magazine, 
edited by Filis Fredericks. Elizabeth was quite a woman. 


Tours of the Center 

For about twenty-five years I enjoyed leading the tours for 
new guests. First of all I would ask them about themselves, what 
they do, and how it was that they came to the Center. I would ask 
the Gateway not to schedule any more than six people, because 
sometimes when you have twelve or fifteen, you don’t have the op- 
portunity to develop that personal rapport. And that’s nice. I also 
liked to ask first what they know about Meher Baba, because I 
wouldn’t want to do a spiel about something they already knew. In 
that way I could learn how much they would like to know, and if 
they wanted to know the history of Baba and the Center, which 
they usually did. 

At the same time, I didn’t want to say too much, because I 
didn’t want to overwhelm them. Knowing where they were coming 
from would allow me to share in a way that they didn’t think we’re 
a bunch of weird idiots in a cult. It was better to allow them to ask 
questions; I loved answering their questions. Many times the peo- 
ple who come to the Center are going through a trauma of some 
sort—pain and suffering. They are seeking. Or sometimes they 
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were here twenty or thirty years ago, and they are just back again. 
Twice I had ministers come, and they were also in some state of 
questioning their relationship with God. The guests are all very 
different, and they are all very interesting to me. And if I picked up 
that someone was not really interested, then I just wouldn’t say 
very much. 

I'd usually tell little stories. Occasionally I’d even tell them my 
story. I just loved talking about Baba. I didn’t have a set script. 
Every tour I ever gave was very special for me. There’s one inci- 
dent that I recall. It was a rather large tour, at least six, and we 
were at the Refectory. I went around showing the different artists, 
then we went into the kitchen. Somebody asked me, “Why are you 
here?” I was telling my story, and all of a sudden, I burst into 
tears. In a moment I looked, and a couple of other women were 
tearing up too. Of course the moment it happened, I was surprised 
that after all those years my experience of coming to Baba was still 
so fresh for me! 

Another time, perhaps in the mid-’90s, we had a group from 
the Audubon Society; they were primarily interested in birds, not 
Baba. However, one of the people on the tour had an amazing ex- 
perience. It was Genevieve Peterkin, author of Heaven is a Beauti- 
ful Place. She’s an historian, a good storyteller, and this story is in 
her book. I was standing with these women down by the entrance 
to the beach, telling them about Baba. Genevieve said, “You know, 
my mother worked at Brookgreen Gardens when Baba came. Baba 
was sitting with a group underneath the oak trees, and she saw one 
of the security men go over to the group and tell them gruffly to 
get off the grass. My mother thought it was very rude of him, and 
she was very saddened by it. However, she didn’t say anything. But 
after Baba got up, He went over to her and gave her a grape.” 

So this had occurred about forty years before, and Genevieve 
told that story as the tour group was standing near the beach, just 
before you cross the little bridge over the swash. Then she and her 
sister wanted to go walk on the beach. I stayed there, talking with 
the others. Ten or fifteen minutes later Genevieve came running 
hurriedly back across the bridge, calling, “Ambika, Ambika! Look 
what I found on the beach!” And it was a single, purple grape! “I 
don’t understand this,” she said with excitement. “What shall I do 
with it?” So, just off the top of my head, I said, “Eat it,” since that’s 
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what people would do with prasad from Baba. So she popped it in 
her mouth and ate it, sand and all! 

I liked giving tours. It’s always been very interesting to meet 
the different people, and over the years, I noticed that the type of 
people who have come tend to be more mature, more professional, 
and more spiritually aware. They ask different questions—more 
about Baba, such as how long He was here at the Center, and they 
often want to hear some stories from that time. Sometimes when a 
caretaker would come by, or a longtime visitor to the Center might 
be sitting around the Original Kitchen, I would have that person 
join us and tell his or her story, which was always very interesting. 
And everybody has such fantastic coming-to-Baba stories! 

Now, the purpose of the tour is to orient people as to where 
everything is if they’re new to the Center, and to tell them a little 
about Baba. It’s up to them if they decide to come back again, but 
they usually do. I’d try not to tell them too much. I remember 
when I was a librarian, a tour guide came in with a group of peo- 
ple, and the tour guide went into such detail that people would 
sort of walk away. So I’d keep it down. You have to try to read peo- 
ple and understand why they came. They’d start the ball rolling 
and the conversation would just evolve. 

Usually I would start the tour at the Original Kitchen, al- 
though occasionally I'd meet them at the Gateway. We’d walk 
around to the Refectory and talk about the art work there, then we 
go to the Meeting Place and walk around looking at the new art or 
photographs there, and talk about when the meetings are. 

Sometimes I would take them to the Barn where Baba would 
meet with all the visitors when He was here. If I didn’t go to the 
Barn Id tell all about it...but not too much detail so they can find 
out some things for themselves. I might tell them about how the 
Barn was moved there board by board from Conway. I’d tell what a 
wonderful walk it is to take by yourself, because nobody told me 
when I was here, and I had to find these things out by myself. It’s 
such an exploration! It’s like Easter, or Christmas: there’s always 
something new that you're discovering that you didn’t know about 
or see before, and then of course you find out. 

When we were on a tour, I’d make sure that we’d go to the La- 
goon Cabin, where Baba would see individuals and small groups 
when He was here. I wouldn’t take them in, but sometimes they’d 
open the door and look in, and sometimes people would feel some- 
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thing there. I’d usually point out the Master’s Prayer and the 
Prayer of Repentance on the wall. I would often share with them 
that when I first saw the Prayer of Repentance, I thought, “Gosh, 
how could anyone possibly be guilty of those things?” But one 
night I woke up with a start and thought, “Oh, my God; I’m guilty 
of every one of them!” That was way back, when I was in denial! 
But people would almost always go back to the Lagoon Cabin after 
the tour. 

Then I would take the group down to the lake and talk about 
the Boathouse and the gondola, and I would tell them the story of 
how, in 1949, Elizabeth saw an advertisement in the New York 
Times for the sale of two gondolas from the 1939-1940 New York 
World’s Fair, and they were $25 each. Since Baba had taken the 
women Mandali out in a gondola in Venice, Italy, Elizabeth pur- 
chased one of the gondolas and had it brought down to Long Lake 
on the Center. It’s been here ever since; someone keeps it refur- 
bished, and when one of our “gondoliers” is at the Center, there 
may be an opportunity to ride in it on the lake. Sometimes people 
can also go out in the rowboat if they check it out with the Gate- 
way. And of course, the Boathouse is a wonderful place to spend 
time, day or night. You can sit there and watch the moon rise, cre- 
ating a streak of light across the water. It’s beautiful. 

Next, I would take them across the Lagoon Bridge, which is, 
itself, very special. There are a number of photographs and movies 
of Baba on that bridge. We’d walk up the other side and talk about 
the Guest House—a special retreat for women—where Mehera and 
the women Mandali stayed in seclusion during their time here in 
1952. Occasionally, when going by the Twin Cabin, Id tell them 
that Princess Matchabelli, who helped to found the Center, had 
stayed there, and that the last time she saw Him, Baba had given 
her His handkerchief to keep under her pillow. But I never said the 
same thing twice. 

After that we would walk over to the Library. Sometimes the 
librarians would like to tell their stories, and sometimes they 
would show the people around the Library, or I would just show 
them where everything was. Once in a while I would take Baba’s 
Discourses out and tell them to open it up and see what it said to 
them. I’d show them where the videos are, and if they wanted to 
watch some short films, I’d tell them about an interesting seven- 
minute one taken in 1932 at the Stoke’s home in New York, which 
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was discovered in the archives of the University of South Carolina 
at Columbia. It’s a wonderful film. The first time I saw it, I think 
there’s one statement that Baba made, “Those to whom I speak 
will be instantaneously convinced of the Truth,” and it really 
caught me. I would also point out Pete Townshend’s ten-minute 
film of him singing “O Parvardigar.” So those would be a couple of 
short films they might enjoy if they were interested in staying at 
the Library to see one, or perhaps when they came back later. 

I like giving the tours to bring Baba to the other people, and 
help them have a taste of what He’s like. In some ways it’s con- 
nected to my first experience on the Center, because I didn’t know 
anything about Baba, except that in 1979 someone had shown me 
a picture of Baba and told me He was God, and I thought to my- 
self, doubtfully, “Yah, sure....” I had to eat my words ten years 
later! I love Baba so much that I want other people to see if they 
experience that love. That first time on the Center was such a 
meaningful moment in my life. I mean, it was the most important 
thing in my life. Don’t tell my kids that! I would hope that that 
would be everybody’s experience. So I gain personally from being 
able to bring Baba alive to the people instead of just Him being a 
name and something they have read about Him. So, it just makes 
me feel so wonderful to be able to talk about Baba, and I’m hoping 
it will rub off! But generally, I just loved giving the tours. 


Hosting at Baba’s House 

I have loved everything I’ve done at the Center. The tours and 
hosting at Baba’s House were the most important for me, and my 
favorite of all was hosting at Baba’s House on one day a month. 
Back in the ’90s, Hettie Johnson, several other women and I, two 
by two, would also clean Baba’s House, and we were also working 
on doing a thorough cleaning of it; it was fun doing it with Hettie. I 
liked cleaning things—like cleaning the Tomb in India, or the Table 
Room where Baba wrote His book, or working in the Library up on 
Meherabad Hill. Cleaning Baba’s House here has the same feeling 
to it. There’s a lot of love that comes from doing that. Like, I used 
to clean the Tomb itself, the actual top of the Tomb, and the Tin 
Shed, where Baba sometimes sat, next to the Tomb. I used to love 
to sit outside that hut, knowing He had sat there. It’s such an inti- 
mate thing. 
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Caring for Baba’s House has gone through a lot of changes, 
like putting the covers over all the furniture, which I personally 
don’t think is necessary, because when you put the covers on, peo- 
ple put them all the way back, and in the process of taking them 
off, you take a little of the lint off the surface, creating wear on the 
fabric of those old and historic pieces of furniture. For many years 
it didn’t need anything, and I just feel it’s unnecessary, but that’s 
just my perspective on it. We don’t all see things the same. I used 
to lovingly take the cover off of Baba’s New Life Blanket—and put it 
back on. That blanket sits on the ghadi [chaise lounge] in the liv- 
ing room. Mehera had lovingly embroidered the words “Meher 
Baba” on the cover, and that was kind of a highlight for me. I al- 
ways made sure I was there to take that cover off that and put it 
on. And I always felt strongly about the stone that was taken from 
the floor of Baba’s Tomb when it was broken up so His body could 
be entombed. That stone is kept in a little box on the dresser in the 
Mandali’s room. And it’s interesting that the particular piece that 
was sent by Mani looks exactly like the outline of South Carolina. 

On Baba’s Birthday, I used to get up at 3:00 in the morning 
and go into Baba’s room with armfuls of flowers and place the 
flowers all over the top of His bed. One time we couldn’t get into 
the room; for some reason we didn’t have the key, and it was so 
cold; it was a mad scramble to get there before 5:00 in the morn- 
ing when people would arrive. But we did manage, so that when 
everyone arrived, there were gardenias and roses covering the en- 
tire bed. It was just so fragrant and beautiful! 

As a hostess, I think what is important is greeting everybody 
as they come in. I don’t say “Welcome Home” as Nana Kher did in 
India when you first arrived, but I like to greet people as they come 
into Baba’s House, and sometimes I would give the Baba House 
tour, taking them around and talking about the portrait by Julian 
Lamar, the only portrait for which Baba sat, and the flower that 
Baba gave Elizabeth exactly twenty years before the Oklahoma 
“accident,” telling her to keep it always. That flower became Eliza- 
beth’s proof that Baba knew about the accident even two decades 
before. I would also show guests the Mandali’s room, Donkin’s 
room, and the Treasure Room. 

Often, kneeling at Baba’s bed, by Baba’s head, or at the head 
of His bed, I felt as if He were there. Sometimes when I would 
kneel at the foot of the bed and put my head down, I would feel 
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His feet roughing up my hair. Or if I put my head by His pillow, I 
could feel Him caressing me. It’s wonderful. It was like being by 
Baba’s chair in India; I would always sit by Baba’s right hand, put 
my head on the arm of the chair, and pretend that He was stroking 
my head. But in Baba’s House as well, sometimes people would 
tear up on the tour. Everything I did at the Center was a great 
privilege to me. 

After I retired from the tours and from hosting at Baba’s 
House, as well as all the more active duties, I became a reception- 
ist at the Gateway twice a week; I had to do something on the Cen- 
ter! As soon as someone new came in the door, I’d be up, greeting 
them, asking, “Can I help you?” If they were there for a tour, I’d 
lead them into the room where the tour would gather; or I’d take 
them in to see the reservationist. It was such a delightful way to 
stay in touch with people—and with Baba! 

Working at the Center has been a great focal point for me in 
my life with Baba. I never had imagined or believed it could hap- 
pen, that I would know that God existed on Earth. Of course, He’s 
always here, but the moment I knew who Baba is—back in 1989-— 
that moment has never left me. I couldn’t even talk about it with- 
out crying, and sometimes I still can’t. Before I came to Baba, 
someone gave me a copy of the book The Door of Everything, and 
one of the last chapters is about the lightning flash, when that 
moment of illumination happens. You can’t ever go back. Even 
then, I kept reading that chapter over and over again. When your 
mind and heart have been stretched to that moment, you can’t go 
back to what you were. 

So, I’ve left my past behind, and it feels as if I’ve had lots of 
lives in between, so this is my last life, at least in this life. Every- 
thing I did before was meaningful, because each step brought me 
to Baba. But now, all the music and dance and sports, and sailing 
and flying, and pottery—they’ve all fallen away, and I don’t regret 
them falling away. Music’s lasted the longest. Music was the last 
thing that went by the wayside after seventy-some years. I couldn’t 
give tours any more because all of a sudden I began to lose my bal- 
ance. I had to find out from the internet that it is called “ataxia;” 
I'd never heard of it before. And my eyes are going. 

Things are being taken away from me and I don’t care. What’s 
replacing all of that is just love for Baba...and, actually, love for 
everybody. “You don’t have to like everybody,” is what Kitty said, 
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but she’d love everybody, because they loved Baba. And I love 
them all too, even the people who don’t know about Baba. In my 
quiet moments I send that love out to the universe. Like, in si- 
lence, I internally shout out “B-a-a-b-a-a-a”, and I can hear it go 
out to infinity. It’s as if every atom in your being is waking up, and 
then you’re sending that out to the universe. So now, that’s all I 
can do. 

I have Baba’s Samadhi in my bedroom—a beautiful photo 
that’s actually set up as if the Tomb were right there—so I can bow 
down and take Baba’s darshan there any time. And I can take Dar- 
shan right in my living room with the photo that is called “The An- 
cient One.” Margaret had a picture of Baba’s eyes in her house, 
and it was taken in the 1950s, and the one I have is a copy of that. 
And of course there’s the other photo in my bedroom—the Xeroxed 
copy—where He spoke to me and said, “I love you.” It’s the only 
time He’s ever spoken to me that I can think of. I have it framed 
and hanging on my wall in the bedroom, right across from my bed. 
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24 Buz: Music Programs, 
Center Growth, and the Youth Sahavas 


Buz Connor, who shared the inspiration he received from the 
women Mandali in Chapter 13, has continued to give from the 
depth of his love for Meher Baba in many capacities on the Center 
throughout the years. Buz has been a host at Baba’s House where 
his tours are full of rich history. He is a regular performer of 
Baba music, has played a key role in guiding the finances of the 
Center, and has been a leader in the development and presenta- 
tion of the Youth Sahavas. 


I came to the Center for the first time in July of 1971. At that 
time I felt a deep inner connection with Baba, and I also had a 
strong feeling that my life would be focused on working for Him in 
some way. Over the years, I have had the good fortune to be able to 
volunteer doing a number of different jobs for the Center. By the 
time we moved full time to Myrtle Beach, I had had several ca- 
reers. I had been a financial planner, a youth development worker, 
and a psychotherapist, the last of which I currently practice. In 
1996, my wife Wendy and I moved into Meher House on the Me- 
her Spiritual Center, and we have been blessed to continue to be 
involved in the work of the Center in various ways. 


Programs and Music of the Future 

When I first went to India in 1971, one of the things that I no- 
ticed was that there was a lot of music there. Adi K. Irani would 
take out his harmonium and he would play. Mani would play her 
sitar and she would sing. Mehera would often be sitting on the 
porch and just start singing. Singing and poetry were part of 
things, and art was part of things as well; Rano’s drawings were an 
example of that. It was an important part of the spiritual life, and 
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it was important around Baba. When He was gone, He would have 
those who stayed behind prepare a skit or some other entertain- 
ment for when He came back. He would have entertainment, 
jokes, and often, live music—especially the traditional devotional 
bhajans and qawwalis. 

I, like a lot of people who came to Baba at that time, got bitten 
with the bug about singing for Baba and also creating songs for 
Him. At one point, Mehera made me promise her that I would al- 
ways sing for Baba-—so I can’t stop! When I first came to Baba, the 
main singers at the Center were Bob Brown and Jim Meyer. And I 
followed suit; I sang a lot for the Mandali, for Mehera especially, 
and I also sang here at the Center. 

One of the great things about music, as Eruch once pointed 
out to me, is that it’s a shortcut into the heart; it gets you there 
quickly. If the music is intended to be about God, and is not self- 
interested or about something else, it can really enliven people’s 
inner lives. We can choose to participate in the sound and the 
message of music any way we want, and if we do, it can help us 
remember God. That’s the point of Baba music in my view; it is 
helpful in remembering God and in praising God. 

That’s why there’s so much music at the Meher Spiritual Cen- 
ter. First of all, it’s entertaining, but it’s also a really easy way to 
remember Baba and to focus on Him. And musicians, at their best, 
put the focus of that message into the music, instead of on them- 
selves, their accomplishments, or their own egos. As hard as that is 
sometimes, it helps us to put Baba first, and that makes it even 
richer, because then people aren’t looking at the performer or hav- 
ing the sight of the performer as their experience, but rather the 
music itself becomes the experience, and where that touches in- 
wardly becomes the focus. 

Music that is focused on God is a whole different emphasis 
from popular music. It’s meant to be different. Even a good qaw- 
wali singer may be celebrated as any pop star, but at its best, the 
music is about the deeper meaning. There are numerous stories of 
when Baba would stop the performance and interpret the words, 
explaining the deeper meaning. So the music was about its spiri- 
tual message, not about the singer. The focus would not be about 
the excitement of music, but about the depth of it. 

Of course, people have their own experience of Baba music. In 
the past, music at the Center—and India and other Baba places— 
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tended to be from the heart, but not professional. Over time, as 
more and more people came to Baba, there have been many more 
professional musicians. But the music has still tended to be more 
like Arti—music that is devotional and in praise of God. At Baba’s 
Samadhi in India, everyone sits near His Tomb during Arti and 
gets a chance to sing a song from the heart to the Beloved. That 
approach to music really appeals to me more than any other kind. 

I think of myself as an Arti singer, not a performer, because 
that’s what touches me. When I was younger, I sang more on Me- 
hera’s porch and at the Tomb than any other place, and it’s that 
feeling from that place that I associate with music at its best, on a 
feeling level. Whether a singer is professional or an amateur, all 
that matters is that it is offered as an expression of love for God. 
The Mandali were always so respectful and appreciative of what 
any musician had to offer, because it was their offering to God. 

Over time, since the early ’70s, the programs at the Center 
have been very much the same, and there’s something about that 
that’s comforting, because it is focused. And while it’s changing a 
bit, I think the young people could be given freer reign. The early 
Mandali gave our generation encouragement in that way. Now, at 
the Youth Sahavas, people are doing innovative Baba programs all 
the time! So when the young people come here, they’re hoping for 
the same thing, and it’s not quite the same, because there’s more 
care—and there should be—about what’s being presented at the 
Center programs. 

I feel there is more that we can do in making the transition in 
handing it over to young people so that they can come up with 
their own ideas about what programs should look like. I also think 
we can expand our programs to include more things about Meher 
Baba’s life and His message, more presentations, lectures, story- 
telling—where people can tell their own stories or listen to stories 
about Baba. This is what would happen in Mandali Hall. Eruch 
and others who were with Baba would talk about Baba’s life and 
message, but also members of the audience would share their 
Baba stories. So I think doing more of that at the Center is really 
needed. 

We can also be encouraging the arts even more. That is actu- 
ally part of the Trust Deed in Meherabad. For example, it’s great 
that we now have constantly changing art and photography dis- 
plays in the Meeting Place that rotate each month. There are also 
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many singers, lots of poets, and sometimes plays. One idea is to 
have a larger Meeting Place that provides for a better stage, and 
for different kinds of things to happen with the potential of multi- 
media programs in the future. 

So, I’d like to see the Center providing that, and also giving 
permission for Baba people out in the world to put together their 
own things and to come and show them-to do presentations here. 
It’s one thing on the internet, and that’s nice, and that will always 
be there, but it’s different when you're in the room with a group of 
people so you can do things together. I would like to see us provid- 
ing a space for that. I would like to see young people come and put 
in their two cents to help figure it out. I’ve been singing songs for 
forty-five years, and I’m not going to change that, but we need 
young people to come in behind us and say, “Why don’t we do it 
this way!” Because I do it how I’ve always done it, and I’m not go- 
ing to change it, so young people will change it. They are the future 
of the Meher Spiritual Center. 


Evolution of the Center 

There’s a lot of work being done now about preserving this 
unique environment that is the Meher Spiritual Center. Of course, 
clearly Baba had said the Center should remain in 100% repair. He 
also said that His three places—His House, the Lagoon Cabin, and 
the Barn—should remain, as much as possible, as they were when 
He was here. But there is much to do in caring for the five hundred 
acres, as well as the spiritual aspects of the Center, both now and 
as we look into the future. 

I came here in 1971, when Elizabeth and Kitty were here. I met 
Kitty when she had just turned eighty, and I knew her for twenty 
years. I never thought of them as old women, although they were; I 
just wanted to be around them all the time because of their spirit. 
Elizabeth was younger; she was maybe seventy-six, and Margaret 
was around seventy-eight. 

Then, around 1971 and 1972, a lot of young people came, kind 
of all at once—hundreds! And many of them felt called to come 
here and work—Barbara Plews and Malcolm Clay, Lee McBride, 
Jeff Wolverton, Dennis McCabe, Andy and Dot Lesnick, Walter 
Witkowski, Jim Meyer, and so many others. One of the things that 
happened was that Elizabeth, Kitty, and Jane interpreted all of this 
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influx as what Baba wanted, so they changed things. In those days 
Elizabeth made all the decisions about the Center. You could look 
at the list of the cabins and see all the additions that were made 
within a few years. She expanded the Meeting Place, added cabins, 
and added Happy House. She changed some of the programs, in- 
cluded young people in the presentations, and expanded the hours 
of Meher Baba’s House. In short, they were very flexible and very 
welcoming. 

Think of it: Eighty-year-old women welcoming hippie-types in 
their early twenties. They were so fluid, so completely inclusive! 
Their attitude was, “This is what Baba is giving; this is His will.” 
And a lot of us were pretty weird; we had these very odd ideas 
about spirituality, and we were projecting them all onto Meher 
Baba and on the Center. Many people thought they were on the 
planes. But these women Mandali were flexible; they changed 
things; they included people. They were on top of it; they wel- 
comed everybody and they were not ruffled. They were expansive 
and forward-looking toward the time we are in right now. In 
Elizabeth’s day it was very clear. Baba gave her the authority to 
make all the decisions concerning the Center. 

Kitty didn’t have any say about the Center, but she saw peo- 
ple—lots of people, all day long—for twenty years! And she played 
that vital link in helping people, while at the Center, find their 
Baba in themselves, and helping them to recognize that. Kitty did 
that more than anyone, but Margaret also did in her own way 
when she was here. But Margaret also brought many people to 
Baba in the dance world and even beyond. 

It was also very clear that when Elizabeth died, Jane would 
take over, and she did. She ran it in her own way, but she wasn’t 
Elizabeth, and Jane was a very dramatic person. Management 
wasn’t her forte, and she put some people off; but other people just 
adored her. Many people felt very welcomed to Baba’s Home by 
her, and really felt His presence by being around her. Jane was 
very charming, quite a lovely person. 

From that time until about 2010, while the Center was actu- 
ally functioning quite well in terms of administration and the staff, 
my view is that on a Board level it was very chaotic. They weren't 
really functioning all that well. In their defense, it was a very big 
transition from the time of Elizabeth and Jane to whatever was 
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going to happen in the future. So, there was this natural sense of 
floundering. 

Elizabeth always knew clearly, and without equivocation, 
what Meher Baba wanted for the Center. That was a time when the 
administration of the Center was in the hands of one person who 
had been told directly by Meher Baba what He expected. However, 
it just wasn’t within Elizabeth to anticipate and to set up a whole 
process where there would be a highly functioning governing 
board after she was gone. So the aftermath of Jane leaving the 
Board left those who remained with the difficult task of figuring 
out how to go forward. Remembering the stories, remembering 
the feelings, and remembering how things were handled-that still 
had to happen. And that’s what has been happening over the past 
decade or so. 

We are in a time that is emerging right now where the Board 
has begun to articulate in a clear way about how the Center will go 
forward into the future. What has emerged is a highly functioning 
board of directors with a great strategic plan, and they are now 
working on a master plan for the future of the Center. It has taken 
time, and they’ve worked hard on defining themselves as a board 
according to how Baba would want the Center to be. So the change 
has happened, and now it’s moving into a different place. Now the 
things that weren’t addressed that are needed in looking forward 
are being addressed-—like fundraising, caring for the environment, 
completing an infrastructure, and also reaching out to the broader 
community. 

So things are much better now. The upside is, the direction of 
the Center is more articulated, and we are able, as a group, to see 
it, and participate in it. The downside—and there’s always a down- 
side—is that we have to try to avoid getting too rigid about things 
over time. There are always challenges from the environ- 
ment—from taxation, eminent domain, and from people wanting 
to have access to the beach, as well as environmental issues such 
as fire safety and the health of the lake. 

But our real challenge is probably ourselves. As a community 
of people who either run the Center or want to be part of the Cen- 
ter life, I think we have to really keep a focus on putting Baba first, 
and not making the Center into a religious institution—codifying 
doctrine and rituals. We also have to work really hard at allowing 
different voices in, and at maintaining this idea of service: that 
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those who run the Center are, before anything else, servants. They 
are not the leaders first; they are the servants. They have to make 
the decisions, but they have to really live that life of love and serv- 
ice, so that people feel it, and it comes across. 

Meher Baba set it up so the Center is run by the Board. The 
Board has given over the responsibility for the day-to-day opera- 
tions to the Administrator, who in turn hires staff and manages 
staff. But volunteers are the heart of what makes everything func- 
tion. There are different committees—the Program Committee, the 
Youth Sahavas Committee, the Environment Committee, the 
Budget Committee, the Investment Committee, the Support 
Committee; and then there are the evening caretaker and gate- 
keeper volunteers, the archive volunteers, the garden and grounds 
volunteers, and the people who clean and rake, among others. 
People also contribute by giving tours, hosting when Baba’s house 
is open, helping with the cabin crew, and more. 

Some of the jobs, such as being on committees that actually 
make decisions that are recommendations to the board, require 
input from people who have been around, who have experience 
with the Center, and who are perceived as having good judgment. 
Of course, it depends on who is doing the perceiving, and some- 
times it’s a closed circle, and might be experienced as exclusive. 
So, naturally we have to continue to ensure that those who are 
making decisions are responsible, even-minded, have experience, 
and are really plugged in to the community and the Center. 

Baba stated that He wanted his lovers to work together to help 
maintain His Center. I feel that this calls for transparency and 
open communication, so that people can participate and speak 
their minds. Most of all, that means that we constantly remind 
each other of Baba’s focus here, and what He intends this place to 
be. If that happens, then I think we'll be doing okay. 

We can all contribute in some way. For my own part, aside 
from music and the Youth Sahavas, I sit on different Center com- 
mittees. One of them is the Support Committee, which is respon- 
sible for making sure the budget is met every year and that we are 
growing funds for the long term. My generation is going to be 
passing away in the next 20 years. So part of the job of the Support 
Committee is to give a gentle reminder to people, “Remember the 
Center in your will. Think of Baba in terms of sustaining the Cen- 
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ter.” So, Baba knows. He did say to Elizabeth not to worry about 
money; it would always be there, but we have to do our part. 

As we look to the future of the Center, there are quite a few 
practical projects that are already spelled out. We need better wa- 
ter. We need to care for the health of the lake. We need to make 
sure the septic systems aren’t leaking. We need to make sure that 
the forest is maintained so that it is safe from fires. We need to 
communicate with the community around Myrtle Beach and the 
national community to make sure we’re plugged in. We need to 
monitor who comes here; some people are starting to come here 
who have heard it’s a great retreat and just want a cheap place to 
stay, so we need to make sure that people are interested in Meher 
Baba, and that they really do want to know more about Him. 

As we look to the future, we have to pay attention to how 
many people can be accommodated on the Center without harm- 
ing the environment or the spiritual atmosphere. I think that Baba 
would want as many people here as possible within that scope. 
And so, I’m for doing that-making sure that the Center is respon- 
sibly and gradually changed, so we can feel the change and know 
that it’s happening well. We have to keep a balance between pres- 
ervation and expansion as we consider what will be built. So, how 
will we expand beyond the perimeter of the current five hundred 
acres? It wouldn’t surprise me at all if the original land across the 
street that was once part of the Center were to someday become 
Center land again, where bigger structures could be built for larger 
gatherings, or where people could live. Then, too, people were hor- 
rified when Walmart was built, but it’s been okay. It’s actually a 
buffer. 

So, we have to work hard at reminding each other that this is 
Baba’s Home, created so that people could learn about Him and 
feel His presence here. As He said: “Remember, I never leave.” 
This place is dedicated only to the life and message of Meher Baba, 
and to the purposes set up in the Charter. This means, of course, 
that we have to make sure that love and service are at the core of 
all we do. This also means, I feel, that the Center is not meant for 
any one Baba group; it is meant to be His Home, and all are wel- 
come here. He said that it is meant for those who love and follow 
Him, and those who know of Him and want to know more. And so 
our future needs to be filled with people who are openhearted and 
who work hard to make sure that this legacy is maintained. 
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The Youth Sahavas 

The Youth Sahavas started in 1991. It grew out of a couple of 
different directions. At the Los Angeles Sahavas, around Silence 
Day in July, Lois Jones had organized a group of teenagers who 
called themselves the “Meher Miniatures,” and that was really 
quite successful. There was nothing here in Myrtle Beach at the 
time, but there were a ton of young people living near and visiting 
the Meher Center, many of whom were the children of the hippie 
generation. So Margaret Bernstein, a flautist and very talented 
young musician, really got on fire about the idea of having a Youth 
Sahavas here. She talked to Jane Haynes about it, then went to 
India and talked to Mani and the other Mandali about it. Wendy 
and I were there at the time, and we also got excited about the 
idea. Thus, it was really Margaret who got it focused and said, 
“Let’s do this!” 

Jane approached Wendy and me about it, as well as her son 
Charles along with Christopher Wilson, Linda Hansen and Mar- 
shall Hay. She asked each of us, “What do you think about this? Do 
you think a Youth Sahavas is a good idea?” And everybody said 
“Yes, let’s do it!” I wasn’t here the first year; I was working as a fi- 
nancial planner, but Wendy was here. Linda Hansen was in charge 
of it. Kitty was also here; it was such a lovely thing that she at- 
tended the first one. 

The first year was kind of chaotic—everybody said that. No- 
body knew what they were doing. There were about sixty kids 
here, and counselors were not really prepared. In fact, the story is, 
at the beginning of the Youth Sahavas, everyone just turned to 
Linda and asked, “What should be done?” But she had no idea she 
was in charge! She went to the Lagoon Cabin and just cried her 
eyes out, and then started taking over and transforming it. Yet 
Kitty and Wendy called me in the middle of it and Kitty said, “You 
have no idea how beautiful it is. You have to promise me that 
you'll come next year and be part of it.” And I agreed. 

I went to a Youth Sahavas planning meeting for the next year, 
and I was the only man willing to commit time to it, so I became 
one of the coordinators. It just so happened that about the same 
time, I also got hired to work with teenagers doing community de- 
velopment and running youth retreats—lots of retreats, with over- 
night camps, and team building—so it was exactly the work that 
was needed at the same time! Baba arranged it! It’s an actual pro- 
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fession—youth development—and I did it for eight years. Linda 
Hansen, my partner in coordinating the Youth Sahavas, has been 
doing it for over forty years. There are lots of things to know about 
it—principles and techniques—but the main thing about this was 
that there was a real need for young people to come to the Center 
and experience Meher Baba on their own, separate from their par- 
ents. Before that time, every gathering they went to was all about 
the adults. The adults dominated the scene, and young people 
wanted that for themselves—to have their own kind of place in 
Baba. 

Mani, Baba’s sister, was also completely behind it. She died in 
1996, but during the first five years of the Sahavas, she sent a gift 
for every person here. One year it was a shell that Baba had 
touched. Another year it was a photo that Baba had touched. One 
year it was bark from the tree with Baba’s face in it. I mean, she 
really sent treasures. 

Jane was also completely behind it. At the time there was a 
rule that you had to have not used drugs for six months before you 
came to the Center, but we went to Jane and said, “That’s just not 
realistic. We need to be welcoming, no matter who walks through 
the door. We should think of it as, ‘This is who Baba is sending us. 
It’s Baba coming through the door in the form of whomever they 
are, no matter what they’re into as a teenager.” 

We wanted to give the youth an experience—or at least give 
them a chance for an experience—of seeing Meher Baba, and see- 
ing life in a different way than what they’re used to. I would say for 
most of them, that does happen, and it happens because of Baba. 
For us, as planners, it’s always been that we set the stage. It has 
been run by a committee all along—myself, Wendy, Linda, Barbara 
Plews, Roz Taubman, Molly Irani, and Marshall Hay. 

There were several things we set as intentions for this new 
Youth Sahavas. One was that we wanted to provide an atmosphere 
where young people could feel free to explore Baba without inter- 
ference from too many adults. We wanted it to be a safe environ- 
ment—emotionally safe, physically safe, and spiritually safe. We 
wanted it to be a place that was fun, where kids could hang out. So 
one of the things we established was that, except for those running 
the Sahavas and the counselors who were now young adults, there 
were no adults on the Center during the program. It is more an 
event where young adults are putting it on for teenagers, although 
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there are some older adults behind the scenes running it. But 
when you're in the program, it doesn’t look like that; it feels like 
young people are running it for younger people. 

The other principle we established was that people who attend 
are free to do what they want; they can participate or not partici- 
pate; they can do things or not do things. They just have to obey 
the rules, including the curfew, and they can’t leave the Center. 
And for me, I saw that as kind of magic. “Oh, you don’t have to do 
anything! You don’t have to eat. You don’t have to get out of bed; 
you don’t have to go to the beach; you don’t have to do anything!” 
Consequently, they do everything because it’s their choice. 

Actually, the big gripe we hear every year is, “There’s too 
much to do! There’s not enough time. Let’s make it longer.” And, 
there’s a lot of Meher Baba in there, but we say to the whole crowd 
when they get here, “This is not a camp to turn people into little 
Baba lovers. We're not interested in that. We believe what the 
charter of Meher Center says: It’s not meant to supplant anybody’s 
religion. All are free to explore their own connection with God 
within. It doesn’t have to be Meher Baba.” And that’s also liberat- 
ing, because, obviously, this is Meher Baba’s Home, and His pic- 
tures are everywhere, so it’s obvious where you are. But at the 
same time, we’re not trying to convert anyone. It doesn’t work, and 
Baba was clear that He didn’t want that anyhow. 

We do lots of things, however, to provide opportunities. We 
have discussion groups every day, always around Baba themes. 
Workshops are just fun. We have a dhuni every year outside, 
where each person chooses a limitation to symbolically throw into 
the fire, and it is very beautiful. Then there’s a program at the Barn 
on the last night, which is transformative for kids; it’s so amazing 
for them. Baba’s House is open every day. We have Arti twice a 
day, there are films, and there’s always a guest speaker or two. 

Clearly, the boys and girls are separate, and we go to great 
lengths to try to provide an emotionally safe place, which means 
we really give them an opportunity to build a community around 
the life of the Spirit—not about what they have out in the world— 
the culture, the sexuality, what’s cool—all that stuff. We also en- 
deavor to avoid providing too many opportunities for cliquishness 
to occur by creating situations that help to foster different combi- 
nations of kids. We have discussion groups at night, which they 
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call “bonding.” Different cabins get together in different combina- 
tions, so they experience teenagers of all different ages. 

Whatever happens spiritually is between them and Baba. But 
something happens to many of them. We’re not responsible for, 
nor can we actually even explain it. It is something only Baba can 
do. It’s like explaining what happened to me: I don’t know how it 
happened. But it happens with a lot of them; their sense of spiritu- 
ality becomes their own. 

Another phenomenon has occurred as well; many, many 
young people say this: They are finding Meher Baba’s presence in 
themselves through community with each other. Actually, Baba 
talks about that—about how being together enhances that. That’s a 
phenomenon that I wouldn’t have predicted, really. I would think 
that they would come like I did; I have my own inner relationship 
with Baba, but I didn’t get it through other people, even though I 
like being with groups of people. Although, in another way I did 
get it through others—from the Mandali and through their exam- 
ple of how they lived, how they thought, and what they did. But 
there is something special that these young people experience 
through being together. 

There was some resistance to the Youth Sahavas in the early 
years. Many people looked at the Meher Center only as a place for 
retreat. Some maybe forgot that Meher Baba, in the early years, 
was only here for sahavas—for gatherings. He held Sahavases 
when He came; that’s how the Center was used. So I believe the 
Youth Sahavas has opened the door for the possibility of holding 
more Sahavases of different types. 

The Youth Sahavas does another thing that I think is incredi- 
bly important: It helps young people become connected to the 
Center, and with Meher Baba through the Center...and with the 
Center through Meher Baba. It has also provided for many of these 
young people—hundreds of them—an opportunity, as young adults, 
to come back and consciously serve Baba and the Center through 
the Youth Sahavas. We talk about selfless service. What is it? What 
does it mean to put yourself aside? What does it mean to think of 
the other people? What does it mean to serve Meher Baba? How 
can we provide an environment of openness and acceptance, of 
love and support for one another, and to consciously provide this 
for the teenagers? It’s a really lovely experience to have, and hun- 
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dreds of young adults have gone through this in the process of 
coming back to serve as staff at the Youth Sahavas. 

Now, we have counselors who work in the cabins. We have 
“worker-wallas” who do all the cleaning. (“Walla” is the Hindi and 
Marathi word for a person responsible for a given chore.). We have 
“music-wallas”—there’s a whole music team that runs workshops 
and plays music throughout the event. There is also an art team 
that creates the art tent, the kitchen staff who cook, and the “dish- 
pit-wallas” who do all the dishes. It has been a really great way for 
young adults to connect with this place and to experience Baba, 
and to really feel that this is their home. In this way, Baba has used 
the Youth Sahavas as a vehicle for love and service at His Home in 
the West. 

In the early years sometimes we had to correct misimpres- 
sions about the event that were rumbling around the Baba world; 
though not so much in recent years. Rumors went around that 
kids were having sex, that kids were drinking, or that they weren’t 
obeying Baba’s orders, and that the Center was falling to pieces. Of 
course, there have been a few isolated incidences of things over the 
years, but I can tell you what they all were, and I can count them 
on one and a half hands. So in fact, it’s been all that we hoped it 
would be, and more. 

There have now been twenty-seven Youth Sahavases. We’ve 
had as many as a hundred and twenty in attendance. Right now 
it’s about sixty-five to seventy-five. I think the thing that touches 
me most is that every year about a third of the attendees are new 
to the Sahavas, and ten or fifteen are new to the Center. So there’s 
always this newcomer nervous energy. Then, two-thirds are re- 
turning and they know each other. There’s kind of a rhythm to it 
that you might expect. The first day and a half it’s a little chaotic; 
people aren’t very focused. Then, by the end of the second day or 
the third day, it gels. People are moving together. The really shy 
kids, or the kids who were afraid of not feeling welcome or a part 
of it, suddenly come alive and start to open up. 

Now, that happens in youth camps as well; I’ve seen it hap- 
pen. But I see a plus quality here at the Center, and that is very 
palpable by the end—by the time the Barn gathering occurs—which 
is a big darshan with Baba. Everybody just sits in the room; 
there’s music, and they take turns bowing down to Baba’s chair. 
That’s all it is. But it takes about two and a half hours, and some 
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people are weeping; there are a lot of emotions. It’s very teenager- 
like, but it’s very moving. That’s their package, and Baba works 
through it. It’s so very beautiful; I find it very touching. This year, 
Baba’s nephews, Rustom and Sohrab Irani, were guests at the 
event, which was a lot of fun for everyone there, and it brought 
Baba’s presence very close. 

On the last day we all hold hands and walk from the Meeting 
Place to Baba’s House, circle Baba’s House, and do the prayers—we 
do Arti—then we go into Baba’s House. And we hold hands again at 
the end at the Meeting Place. But it’s that plus quality: It’s seeing 
young people come alive with the recognition that there’s some- 
thing in them that’s connecting to Meher Baba, to God. Young 
people who come back to work want to set up the event so that the 
new kids who come can have the same experience they had, and 
feel the same thing they felt, because what they experience at the 
Youth Sahavas becomes their own-their personal experience of 
Baba. It’s not their parents’ experience; it becomes theirs, as it 
needs to be if it is to be true and alive in their hearts. This is one 
way that many young people in Baba’s community have been 
awakened or touched by Baba in this lifetime, either initially or 
perhaps more deeply. 

It is also touching to see how much love people have for each 
other once the program gets going. They really are trying to make 
it safe for each other. There are no oddballs, no cliques, nothing 
about the pretty people or the ugly people or the athletic or non- 
athletic ones—all of the things that often happen in high school. 
For the most part, that doesn’t happen here. 

Another thing that has been so meaningful is that when peo- 
ple leave here and go back to their homes around the country or 
the world, they often stay connected with those they meet here, 
and become their friends, and they keep connecting with them 
twenty years later! 

It is a beautiful thing that the young people who come to work 
at the Sahavas feel they own it, that it is something unique to 
them. They want to change it when they feel it needs to be 
changed, and we encourage that to happen. Every year we say, 
“Doesn't this get boring? Aren’t you over it with this or that?” We 
set the stage, but they usually say, “No, no, we really want to keep 
doing it. We really want to keep doing the discussion groups,” or 
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“We want to keep doing the Celebration,” which is the Friday night 
program. They get to decide. 

And, the Celebration, by the way, is such a hoot! People get up 
and do things with music, poetry, acting, or telling jokes—and 
they’re very funny—and then there are skits and plays. It’s remark- 
able how supportive they are of one another. 

For me, personally, the Youth Sahavas is the only time in the 
year when I am certain that I’m going to feel Baba’s presence. It 
always happens. He is always there. Any other time, I can’t neces- 
sarily say that I'll feel Baba, for example, when I go into His house; 
I can easily get in my own way. Yet for the workers at the Youth 
Sahavas it’s a place to immerse yourself in Him, and to surrender 
to Him through that work; it’s quite beautiful. It’s also exhausting; 
by the time it’s done, we’re just dying, we’re so tired. The kids are 
tired, too, but by then, Baba somehow has woven Himself into 
everything that has happened. 

One story that I like comes from a friend of ours who sent 
their son here. The son had grown up with Baba, and sort of took 
Baba for granted. He’d already been to India, and then he came to 
the Youth Sahavas. When he went home, his mother picked him 
up at the airport, and when she asked if it was good, like a normal 
teenager he answered casually, “Yeah, it was good.” 

“Well, did you have a good time?” 

“Yeah, I had a good time.” 

“What did you do?” 

“Oh, lots of stuff.” Then he got that she was frustrated because 
he wasn’t saying anything, so he said, “Well, the truth is, I found 
God, and it changed my life.” Since that time this young man has 
come back again and again, and has been on the staff for many 
years. Different variations of this story happen with a lot of kids. 

So, it’s wonderful being part of it. The hard thing is that most 
of the community doesn’t know what’s going on with the Youth 
Sahavas, although we’ve actually set it up that way on purpose be- 
cause it provides an environment where this thing can happen 
without having too many people interfering with it. Yet I want to 
emphasize how important it is to preserve this very special envi- 
ronment for young people who Baba draws to His Center. If too 
many of us get in there—even I who help to coordinate it would be 
one who would want to get in there—it takes away from it; it di- 
minishes the sense that “Oh, this space is our space.” It is from 
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this personal connection with Baba, and with each other, that the 
Youth Sahavas has become this most transformative space of love 
in which these young people can grow. 

I found an excerpt from a diary Wendy and I kept when we 
were in India in the early ’90s, a time when we had talked with 
Eruch about the Youth Sahavas. Id like to end with that. 


We recall a conversation we had with Eruch one morning 
while walking at Meherazad. We were talking about working 
for Baba, and what a blessing it is to be in His orbit. Then 
Eruch said, “Who are we to think that we can do Baba’s work? 
After all, He has said that He alone does His work....” Then he 
added, “...except for one thing: never let the generation to 
come say that you did not tell them about Him.” After a while, 
as we spoke about the Youth Sahavas and of how different this 
generation is from the one that came to Him in the late ’60s 
and early ’*70s—how each generation is different from the one 
that came before (not to mention the cultural differences be- 
tween concurrent generations)—it became clear to us that it 
was important to tell succeeding generations about Him in 
ways that would appeal to them, that speak to them. And then 
to give them opportunities that encourage them to express 
their love for Him in ways that mean something to them, that 
is unique to them. 

One obvious way to talk about Meher Baba that appeals 
to young people of this generation is to have gatherings of this 
nature. These are times when young people can come together 
and talk to each other about the struggles in their lives and to 
share their common bond of love for the Avatar. There is a 
touching recognition that they belong to the same tribe—and 
that is His tribe. 
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Part 6 — The 1990s and 2000s 


More Waves of Love 


The Mandali have all departed this world and gone home to 
Baba, and the “next wave” is starting to wrap up the current incar- 
nation. Now the next generation, and the next, are stepping in to 
love and serve in His Home in the West. Some have come from far 
reaches of this world. Others have grown up in Baba families and 
had the good fortune to attend the Youth Sahavas. All of this has 
fostered a very unique community-oriented bond in loving God. 

Here lie the seeds for the future of the Meher Spiritual Center, 
just now sprouting, and yet to mature. Yet what always remains is 
Meher Baba’s love, guiding and steering His work in our hearts. 
And thus, as the generations come and go, and His waves and 
waves of lovers continue to strive to mirror His love, so the Meher 
Spiritual Center remains always, His true Home in the West. 
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25 Laura: Growing Up with Baba 


Laura Smith’s story shares the epitome of what many young 
people face in today’s world, and how Baba helped her through 
those challenges. She grew up coming to the Center, and today 
she manages the Sheriar Bookstore, connecting with many guests 
who are seeking to know more about Meher Baba through the 
vast and rich world of books about Him. 


My parents, Craig and Louise Smith, came to Baba in 1967 
through the Chapel Hill, North Carolina group. They didn’t have a 
chance to meet Baba, but they went to the 1969 Darshan along 
with my sister Shelley, who was seven years old at the time. I was 
born in 1971; by that time my parents had moved to Myrtle Beach 
to be near the Baba Center, and we lived here until I turned eight. 
When my mother found out she was pregnant with me, she was 
listening to a talk by Kitty in the library. She felt nauseous, and 
had to step outside and throw up-that’s when she knew! Shortly 
after I was born, my mother took me down to the ocean on the 
Center beach and “Babatized” me, so that was my first experience 
of the Center. Later I thought, “Hey, I was born in February! That 
must have been cold!” 

I spent a lot of time at the Center when I was growing up. I 
was kind of a wild kid, and my overall feeling about the Center 
was, “I own the Center.” I’m sure I’m not the only one who 
thought that, but I always felt that I had my own relationship with 
the Center—and some rules applied to me while some rules didn’t! 

I remember when I was a child, how great Jeff Wolverton was 
with kids. In fact, he told me a story that I don’t remember myself, 
but it occurred when I was around seven. I had apparently had a 
dream of Baba, and my mother was in it too. I was running around 
the Center telling everybody that I had this dream with Baba in it, 
and my mother was really starting to get her feelings hurt, because 
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I was telling everybody about it but her. Finally she asked, “Laura, 
how come you haven’t told me about your dream?” And I said, 
“Mom, you were there; I don’t have to tell you!” 

I have so many fond memories of the Center in those days. 
They used to have a lot of stray cats on the Center in the ’70s, and 
the cats were always cruising around. Jane and Bob Brown, Jim 
Meyer, and all these super-hip kind of people were caretakers. 
Kitty was always driving around in her little golf cart, which was 
kind of like a throne. I saw Elizabeth very little; for me she was 
kind of a figure in the background, but there was a sense that she 
was always there. 

I would say I was closest to Jane Haynes, perhaps because she 
lived the longest. Jane was like a permanent fixture in Baba’s 
House. She was the hostess of Baba’s House. She was just like a 
dream. She was always perfectly dressed, had perfect class, and 
she was just so attentive and sweet. I would have my exact spot in 
Baba’s room, wedged between the chair and the windowsill, where 
I would connect with Him. In fact, all of the places that Baba was— 
the Barn, the Lagoon Cabin, and Baba’s House—are totally charged 
for me. My early memories of Baba’s House always included Jane. 
I used to sit on her lap, and look at these great Baba lockets that 
she wore. It would always be like a surprise: I could open up one of 
her lockets, and there was Baba’s picture! 

As I said, I was a bit of a wild child. My parents weren’t that 
good in the discipline department, and they brought me with them 
to the Meeting Place. There were times when I felt animosity from 
some of the Baba grown-ups who weren't as kid-friendly, and 
sometimes I kind of felt like an outcast. But I went to many of the 
meetings with my parents and I enjoyed them. I remember the 
movies clearly. They were fantastic, because in those days there 
was no sound track, and they were on film. It was so beautiful to 
be in silence except for the sound of the film projector as it turned. 
It was beautiful. And we were all completely quiet. I kind of miss 
that with all the music soundtracks that have been added as they 
were transferred to digital format. It’s not quite the same. It was a 
magical silence thing. 

The only speaker I remember was Adi K. Irani, when some 
crazy Baba lover was asking wacky questions about why men 
couldn’t be pregnant. I recall looking at Adi as he fielded these 
funny Baba questions. I remember that he had this strong voice, 
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and he responded to the ridiculous questions with a kind of clarity 
and strength. 

There used to be a swing outside the Meeting Place between 
the two pine trees, and some of the children would go out there 
and swing during the meetings. It was a great swing; I wish they’d 
never taken it down. It was probably too close to the building and 
too loud, but it was fun. 

I also remember the slope from the Lagoon Cabin down to the 
Original Kitchen. I remember being about two or three years old, 
and that was a big hill for me. Just running down that hill was so 
much fun. And my parents have a great picture of me on the 
bridge before the screen was put up. Now that I have children, I 
look at the picture and think, “Wow, I could have just stepped 
right off into the lake!” But there were many fond memories from 
those eight years. 

Then my Dad wanted to be an actor, so we moved to New 
York. We lived there until 1989, when I was eighteen, and we’d 
come down to the Center for summer vacations off and on. I made 
Baba my own when I was thirteen years old. My parents’ house, 
like most Baba lovers’ houses, was completely plastered with Baba 
pictures. In 1984, I went to India for the first time; my parents 
brought me there because I was going through a very difficult time 
in junior high, and they didn’t know what else to do. As I was 
walking up the hill to the Samadhi for the first time, I very dra- 
matically said to myself, “I’ve accepted Baba my whole life without 
question; do I really want to keep this or not? Is this business of 
Baba my parents’ or is it mine?” I decided that, depending on my 
reaction to the Tomb, I would either stay with Baba or not stay 
with Baba. But when I walked into the Samadhi, I was totally 
blown away. My ten minutes of questioning was over quickly as I 
dissolved in a flood of tears. 

The only other period of questioning for me was when I was in 
college. I was studying radical feminism, and I was hyper- 
conscious of things written with “he” everywhere, and no “she.” It 
was so much in my brain that when I would pick up the Dis- 
courses, I would read “he” this and “he” that, and I found it very 
annoying, to the point that I couldn’t read the message anymore. It 
wasn’t that I was annoyed with Baba, but annoyed with the proc- 
ess I was in. Then I started to have this knee-jerk reaction to Baba 
as a personal God; I was very turned off by the kind of personality 
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worship that I felt we sometimes have, and I didn’t want people to 
say “Jai Baba” to me anymore. I still considered myself a Baba 
lover, and I didn’t like what I was going through. It wasn’t a 
choice; it just kind of happened to me against my will. It was so 
strange. But for about a year I wanted to relate to God only in the 
abstract. I was very glad when that phase was over! 

Another time when I was in college, I was at the Center with a 
girlfriend of mine who was kind of a Baba lover and kind of not. 
I'd known her since I was five years old. We stayed on the Center 
but we would leave the Center a lot, and I felt a little insecure 
about that. I was going through this turmoil because Baba says 
that the most important thing is to love Him, and I wondered, “Do 
I love Him? I don’t even know if I love Him or not,” and blah blah 
blah. I was really obsessed with it. I went to Baba’s house on that 
Sunday, and went through the tour because my friend was there, 
and maybe to relieve my guilty conscience. We were in the treas- 
ure room and Jane was giving the tour, telling different stories. 
She was being her usual flowing self, and without skipping a beat 
she said, “And if you love Baba, like Laura loves Baba...” and then 
went on with whatever she was saying. I hadn’t told anybody about 
my struggles, and it was so beautiful. Baba’s so good that way. 

As a teenager, I had gotten involved in drugs and alcohol. 
That story is included in a little book called A Mirage Will Never 
Quench Your Thirst, put together by Laurent Weichberger. It’s ba- 
sically like God in a Pill revised with a more modern perspective. 

Those days were awful. Going through the whole drug and 
alcohol phase really affected my self-esteem. I was mentally, emo- 
tionally, and spiritually a mess, and it lasted from about ages four- 
teen to eighteen. I got clean and sober when I was almost nineteen 
and haven’t had a drink or drug since. But it was very intense for 
me; at one point I even forgot my name—that’s how bad it was. 
Every drug imaginable was available in the high school I went to. 
There were kids my age and younger shooting up heroin. I never 
did that; I mostly did hallucinogens, but also cocaine and tried to 
freebase one time, plus a lot of pot smoking and drinking. I think 
for a lot of kids there is some event that makes them vulnerable to 
drug use, and for me it was at the age of fourteen when I was 
raped. I think I was already heading that way, but that was the last 
straw, and that just put my addiction into full gear. Getting high 
was an escape from life and from my emotions. 
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At the beginning of that I didn’t want to even look at Baba’s 
picture. I was ashamed, because I knew Baba didn’t want us to do 
drugs. So it was difficult for me to see Baba’s picture everywhere. 
But toward the end, at seventeen, when it got really insane and I 
was incredibly desperate, I went to India again, kind of hoping 
that India would fix me. 

While I was there, I got turned onto The Mastery of Con- 
sciousness by Allan Cohen, and it really changed my life. As I was 
coming out of the Tomb, Nana Kher was there giving out prasad. 
He asked me what books of Baba’s I had read. I started rambling, 
saying something like, “A little of this, a little of that.” Nana Kher 
took me by the hand up to the library on the hill. He sat me down 
at the picnic bench and handed me Allan’s book. The book literally 
flipped open to the chapter on “Remembrance.” At that moment, 
everything in the room went out of focus except Baba’s picture on 
the wall and Nana Kher’s eyes. It reminded me of fuzzy dream se- 
quences from a sit com. Nana Kher also started describing to me 
the importance of remembrance in a very passionate way, and how 
Baba’s name protects us, like a net protects us from mosquitos. 
This experience started me in a very intense, passionate focus on 
practicing remembrance. I took that book and studied it, and the 
thing that really helped me the most was Baba talking about the 
“provisional ego,” which I came to see as a way of protecting my- 
self from myself. 

When I got back home, I was high again after a week. You 
can’t stop yourself; that’s what being an addict is. You’re out of 
control. But the thing that changed this time was that I had the 
provisional ego. I was constantly connecting with Baba, and I was 
saying, “It’s Baba buying drugs, it’s Baba drinking, it’s Baba get- 
ting high.” So I used remembrance for everything. And I feel that 
helped me get clean a lot faster than I would have gotten other- 
wise. It still took a while, but that was central to how Baba pulled 
me out of all that. 

The first Youth Sahavas was in 1991, and it was definitely a 
miracle that they thought of involving me in that. Somehow they 
got my name and got me to come down here from college. At that 
point I was about a year and a half sober—barely. I was a counselor 
because I wasn’t quite young enough to attend the program, so I 
was almost the same age as some of those attending the Sahavas. 
But Baba worked a lot of magic for me in the Youth Sahavases, and 
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I ended up being a counselor for five years in a row. It was a major 
healing experience for me. I couldn’t believe it every time I got to 
go back—every time! Baba just took me in giant leaps forward in 
my healing. 

The Center is indescribable during the Youth Sahavas. Nor- 
mally the Center is very quiet and calm, and Baba’s presence is 
here, so it is usually a more individual experience with Baba. But 
during the Youth Sahavas, the Center is just maxed out with that 
young energy! Coming back as a counselor allowed me to recon- 
nect with the Baba world and with my peers. It was such a big 
thing, because I had those leftover feelings from my childhood 
where I felt somewhat estranged. Now lots of things were happen- 
ing, though I’m not sure of the order. 

For one, I had met this other teenager back in India when I 
was seventeen, and I was trying to get off drugs. Even though he 
was three years younger than I, we were really tight. But at the 
time he was just getting into drugs, and he thought it was so cool. 
Over time, we supported each other in getting sober, so clearly 
Baba put us together. He also later became a counselor at the Sa- 
havas. They always have discussion groups and workshops, and 
they had this young man and me lead a discussion group called 
“Being True to Yourself,” in which we talked about getting into 
drugs and getting clean, and being true to ourselves in that way. It 
was such an incredible discussion group! 

Then there was another girl in the group with whom I had a 
special connection. I don’t know how it came up, but when I was in 
junior high I went through hell. I went from being super-popular 
in grade school to—you know how girls get in junior high—being 
just rudely teased and abused. This girl was thirteen at the time; 
she was tall, skinny, scraggily, kind of nerdy, and she played the 
violin. So she was going through that very same thing, and she was 
really wounded. We got to know each other at that same work- 
shop, and I was able to say to her, “All of those idiots—they’re not 
going to be popular in two years, and it doesn’t matter.” She was 
able to see the light at the end of the tunnel...and I got to talk to 
my thirteen-year-old self at the same time. It was really beautiful, 
and that was a big healing moment for both of us. 

Another girl from that group came to me and asked, “Can I 
talk to you privately? I’ve been doing some drugs on the side here 
and there....” So I said, “Let’s get together later and talk about it.” 
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But it blew my mind that she was doing drugs; she was the last 
person I ever would have thought. Usually addicts are pretty good 
at picking each other out. But she was pretty, and really smart, and 
creative; she played guitar and wrote songs. There was always a 
group of girls around her who wanted to get close to her. She was 
fifteen and I was nineteen, and we went for a walk together. We 
were talking about getting clean, and whether or not she was an 
addict. But she was wonderful in so many ways, and because of 
that, it really shook me. 

After I talked to her and tried to help her, I went back to my 
cabin. Right there by the sink was the “Don’t Worry, Be Happy” 
card with a picture of Baba. I stood there, crying, asking Baba, 
“How could you do that to somebody like her? I mean, she’s really 
awesome; she’s smart, she’s talented. Why would you put her 
through something like that?” Then, in a moment, I felt I got 
Baba’s message: I looked at the “Don’t Worry, Be Happy” card, 
and there was this tiny little drop of water right by Baba’s eye, as if 
He were crying, too. Somehow from that I got the message: “It’s a 
gift; and I’ve given you that gift, and I’ve also given it to her, be- 
cause you're just as beautiful and smart and talented as she is.” It 
was So amazing! 

It was such a breakthrough in my own illusion regarding who 
I thought I was, and who I wasn’t. And there was also a tremen- 
dous feeling about using my own damaged past to help people. It 
reminded me of a common theme from those who personally ex- 
perienced meeting Baba, and it’s two-fold. One is that He accepts 
you 100% for who you are, and two, that He knows you better than 
you know yourself. And when I have those moments of connecting 
with Him, that’s what I experience as well. So that moment at the 
sink was like that. It was forgiving myself for that past, and know- 
ing that Baba wasn’t judging me. Not that I ever thought He was, 
but it’s a confirmation of His unconditional love. 

One of those first years at the Youth Sahavas, Darwin Shaw 
was a speaker. He talked about seeing love—physically seeing love, 
like “love dust.” He said when Baba was walking, there was a spar- 
kle of dust behind Him. He said that Margaret Craske also saw it. I 
was such a huge fan of Darwin’s, and the counselors would have 
fights about who was his biggest fan. Mark Stone had one of those 
light blue old-fashioned cardigans like Darwin’s just to prove that 
he was the biggest Darwin Shaw fan. 
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Somewhere during those years, the symbol of a yellow rose 
became important to me in connection with Baba. I like yellow 
roses, and also daisies. So, when youre a counselor in the Center, 
you show up for a couple of days of training and are in one cabin, 
and then you go to your permanent cabin. One time, when I was in 
the first cabin, my sheets had a daisy print and my cover was yel- 
low roses. I said to myself, “Oh, yeah; it’s a coincidence.” But when 
I got moved to the new place, my sheets were pink daisies, and my 
cover had red roses. It was impossible! That’s the kind of stuff that 
Baba does for you. It helps you know that Baba is always there, 
and He’s so much more eager to get your attention than you are to 
get His, to show you that He’s making an effort to get closer to you 
as well. 

Another important thing for me in my life was dance. I used to 
dance when I was drunk-—sort of-—I’d fall this way and fall that way. 
Then, when I got clean, I started going to a lot of NA conventions, 
and there I began to enjoy dance without drugs and alcohol. The 
Youth Sahavas has a talent show at the end of the week every year, 
and everybody gears up for it. This particular year I did an im- 
provisational dance while Juniper Lesnik read a poem she wrote, 
and Wesley Joyner played improv piano. Juniper had read her 
poem to Wesley and me before the dance, so we both improvised 
to the poem. We didn’t know what was going to happen; it was just 
an idea that served as an inspiration. 

So I did the dance in front of that beautiful Lyn Ott painting 
that was in the middle of the stage at the Meeting Place; it’s kind 
of purple and it has those yellow roses down at the bottom. I was 
aware that I was dancing in front of it-Baba and the yellow roses. 
After the dance was over I was blown away, because there was this 
huge standing ovation. Of course, in those days every single act got 
a standing ovation—a crazy, roaring standing ovation. But as I 
came off the stage, people were crying. The whole experience of 
the poetry and the dance and the music had been so powerful! 

Then, a girl I barely knew came up to me with tears running 
down her face. She said to me, “After you danced, I saw in that 
painting that Baba was clapping, and the yellow roses came down 
all around your feet.” She could never have known that the yellow 
roses were important to me! So that painting has been really im- 
portant to me ever since then. And that particular girl ended up 
going to rehab, then so did her sister and her father. Baba is such 
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an economist...He never wastes anything; He always gets the most 
out of everything! But over the years, there were other dances, 
connecting with different people, and they were all huge for me. 

During the Youth Sahavas, they always have this “Barn Expe- 
rience.” It was started that first year with the closing ceremony in 
the Barn. Baba’s chair is there, surrounded by a whole bunch of 
flowers. You should see the picture from the first Youth Sahavas; 
there were only thirty of us, but we were all together in the Barn. 
And the Barn just turns into this weeping festival. I don’t know 
how, but Baba just completely melts you in there, and it seems like 
it’s almost a tradition. Every year everybody goes in there and just 
sobs their eyes out for a couple of hours. People leave the Sahavas 
with their hearts wide open! 

One of my claims to fame with the Youth Sahavas is that it 
was my idea to have the walk to Baba’s House, since Baba’s House 
is open on the last day. I suggested we could walk from the Meet- 
ing Place all the way to Baba’s House, all holding hands and in si- 
lence, and then circle Baba House. One of those years my rebel- 
lious self was thinking, “What is with the Arti? What is it? It’s the 
same songs and the same prayers, and we're getting into this rut. 
So we got to the part where we had circled Baba’s House, had fin- 
ished the prayers and were about to kick into the Australian Arti, 
and I started singing, really loudly, “You put your right foot in, you 
put your right foot out...” and we did the Hokey Pokey around 
Baba’s House. Ralph Hernandez was sitting on the porch of Baba’s 
House, and he said, “You put your whole heart in, you put your 
whole heart out....” It was very sweet. But that one didn’t last. 

I worked five years of the Youth Sahavas as a counselor, and a 
couple of years later I came back and worked in the kitchen, be- 
cause I was so grateful. After the Sahavas all the counselors went 
together for lunch at Latif’s Restaurant, which was owned by Roz 
Taubman and Marshall Hay. We were sitting out on their enclosed 
porch and it was pouring down rain. They had all these candles 
lit—a beautiful completion for an amazing week. David Barison 
was playing classical guitar, and I sat there feeling that when Baba 
is intimate with you, it’s so incredibly rich. 

The Youth Sahavas experience always lasts for a while. Once it 
was over, you may have left the Center, but two weeks later you 
were still in the clouds. One year, instead of going back to school, a 
group of us counselors went to Juniper Lesnik’s house. It was Ju- 
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niper, Charles Harmon, Raina Scott, Jeremy Wilson, and me. I 
think we were there for just a long weekend, but we had the whole 
house to ourselves, as her parents were gone. I’ve never experi- 
enced anything like it before. Baba said, “Where there are five col- 
lected together, there is Parameshwar; I am there. If you are talk- 
ing of Me, having love for Me, then there I am. Is it all clear?” 
[Lord Meher, p. 4049] It was like a second mini-Sahavas. I felt like 
I was in love with all four of them, and vice versa. It was incredi- 
ble. I’ve never felt that tight with a group. And though it didn’t last 
forever, for those three or four days, we were inseparable, with 
Baba at the center of it all. 

It was a very creative period, too. I videotaped a lot of it; Jer- 
emy is a musician, and he wrote songs; Juniper wrote these poems 
about each of us, and Charles was cracking jokes the whole time. I 
read Winnie the Poo stories to everybody, and Raina just exuded 
her sweetness. That was the aftermath of the Youth Sahavas, and it 
was just incredible. Baba really gave us such a gift. 

Working in the kitchen at the Youth Sahavas was a whole dif- 
ferent experience. Roz catered the whole thing for years. She really 
got it down to a science, and I learned a lot from her. As a coun- 
selor there was work, but I felt like one of the kids in that I was 
having the same experience myself. After you get a taste of the 
kitchen, you don’t even want to go back to being a counselor. You 
want to be in the kitchen crying with the onions, getting up early, 
having no sleep, and surviving on chocolate ice cream. It was like 
basic training. I did it for two years. I wanted to do it forever, but I 
got married and had a baby. 

Roz was tough on the outside but mush on the inside. She 
knew me when I was a baby, and I was friends with her daughter 
Molly, so she had a soft spot for me. Being in the kitchen was more 
of that fiery Baba experience. I mean, it’s hard to compare any- 
thing with the honeymoon phase with Baba because it’s so beauti- 
ful, but the fiery thing is great, too, because in the kitchen it was 
non-stop. There wasn’t time to think about yourself. There wasn’t 
time to delve into your own personal crap; you were too busy. 

Once when I was working in the kitchen, I heard on the radio 
that the hottest place on earth that day was Myrtle Beach, and I 
was to be outside cooking chicken on the grill with Matt Shepherd! 
We were completely dripping sweat out by the hot grill. But it was 
heaven to be there, even though we were roasting! Sometimes it 
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was like that with Baba—being burned alive. That’s an example of 
being in the fire! Literally. But it was a great experience. How 
amazing it was to prepare the food for the kids, to serve the kids, 
and to see them come up to get their food, so full of the joy of the 
Sahavas. I’m very glad I got to have that experience. 

During all of that time, I was living in New York, and then in 
Nashville. I never intended to come back to Myrtle Beach. It was 
like my biggest nightmare to live here, and I had that snobby New 
York attitude and I judged Myrtle Beach. Never in my wildest 
dreams did I think I would end up here. Then in 1999, when I was 
living in Nashville, due to circumstances within the family where I 
rented, I suddenly had no place to live. Here it was May, and I had 
a ticket to go to Costa Rica in August for three months, so I was at 
a loss for what to do. 

My parents had just retired here to Myrtle Beach, and I made 
the decision to come down and stay with them for just those few 
months. My dad, in his usual way, said, “Oh, I saw Sheila in the 
grocery store. You should talk to her. You could work for her at 
Sheriar Press.” 

“Oh, Dad,” I countered. “Don’t get me involved in this stuff. 
I’m only going to be here a couple of months.” So instead, I got a 
job at Kligs Kites. But it lasted thirty days; I couldn’t stand it. The 
pay was like $6.00 an hour, and I had been making more than 
double that in Nashville doing temp work. Then, I happened to be 
in the Baba bookstore one day, where Marlena Applebaum, a good 
friend of mine, was working. I was complaining to her about my 
job and Myrtle Beach, and how stupid it all was. 

“Why don’t you talk to Sheila? They pay $6.50, and you might 
as well be doing Baba stuff.” 

“Well, that’s a point,” I thought. So I went and talked to 
Sheila, which of course is what my Dad had originally put in my 
head. She hired me to work over at Sheriar Foundation, working 
with the archives and helping to organize much of the old Baba 
treasures. I absolutely loved it, and I loved working with Sheila. 
She and I get along great. 

In August I went to Costa Rica, and then to India, where I met 
Tommaso, who later became my husband. When I came back, 
Sheila let me work for the Foundation again. Then, the manager of 
Sheriar Bookstore was planning on leaving soon, so they asked me 
to work there one day a week. Again, I was completely opposed to 
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it. So you fight it the whole way and end up exactly where Baba 
wants you. Part of what I liked about the Foundation was that I 
could work any time I wanted—unbelievably flexible—but the 
Bookstore meant a schedule. Yet, I started working there one day a 
week, and I loved it! I love being with the people, and with the 
books, and living a life centered around Baba. 

Eventually Sheila and Andy asked me to manage the book- 
store, and later to also be on the Sheriar Foundation board. I 
thought, “Oh my God, I don’t know if I can do it!” And Andy said, 
“Come on, you can do it.” So I’ve been managing the bookstore 
since October 2001, and it’s the best job in the world! People like 
Danny Ladinsky come in and recite poetry to me, and guests from 
the Center often tell me of their experiences there. Then, some- 
times they might look at a picture and ask, “Who’s this?” And ’m 
able to say, “That’s Mansari,” or, “That’s Padri,” and be able to 
share a little of Baba’s history with new people. 

Half the time my job is helping people find their favorite Baba 
photograph, or a part of a film that they love, or a new book. A 
person might ask, “What’s a good film?” or, “I have a friend who’s 
new to Baba, so what do you think they'll like?” Many times new 
people come in and start asking about Baba, so I'll ask them, 
“Have you ever seen Baba on film?” If they say no, I'll bring them 
in, put in a video, and watch them watching Baba for the first time, 
which is so amazing. 

To me, once you see Baba walk across the screen, that’s all you 
need! You don’t need to read any books; you don’t need anything 
else. His movement was so perfect. I mean, there’s nobody like 
that, nobody who moves like that! To me, the closest is Mani; one 
day a customer came into the bookstore and said, “If it weren’t for 
Baba, we’d all be Mani followers.” I think that’s so true. Of all the 
Mandali, Mani was to me the most other-worldly. She was the 
most step-off-a-star kind of person. She was really something. 
Mansari was totally amazing too, but she was from the earth. Mani 
was just kind of like Baba, she really didn’t seem to be touching 
the ground. 

I have this huge beautiful picture of Baba in my office. It’s 
from the Washington portrait series, the one where He’s kind of 
looking out from the side, and His eyes follow you around the 
room. Baba is right there, and when people come in and sit on the 
couch there, it so often gets magical in the conversation; I'll look 
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up at Baba, and He’s so totally alive in that photograph! I look at it 
all the time, and He’s in there. I could never sell that photograph! 

Before I met Tommaso I was single and in recovery, going to 
conventions all over the world, dancing and partying. I don’t’ think 
I'd been in a grocery store for nine months; I was eating out three 
meals a day and acting like I was Paris Hilton. But Tommaso is a 
Cancer, so being married has totally domesticated the two of us. 

Tommaso and I met when I went back to India in 1992. One 
afternoon I was hanging out with some young people having chai 
and popcorn, and in walked this odd-looking fellow. In those days, 
a truck drove past the Pilgrim Center once every hour or so; it was 
basically dust and horizon in both directions. So, it was extremely 
unusual for anyone to just walk in off the street. But this Italian 
guy, wearing Indian clothing—a white kurta and “pajama” pants— 
just appeared. He was twenty-six at the time, and I was twenty- 
one. He sat down next to me at our table and started asking me 
questions about Baba. It didn't take long for me to figure out that 
he really didn't know much about Him at all, which made it even 
more bizarre that he was there. 

Finally, I asked the guy if he had been up to the Samadhi yet. 
He said he hadn't, so I offered to walk him up there. I walked him 
up the hill to the Samadhi and he went inside. Once inside, Baba 
turned the key, opened the floodgates and Tommaso was over- 
come with the presence of God. He was a crying mess, so I left him 
there. He stayed for several weeks, and over that time we became 
very close. 

After that we kept in touch for six months or so-—via let- 
ters!—and then we lost touch. Over the years I'd ask people, "Do 
you know that Italian guy, Tommaso?" And no one ever knew who 
I was talking about. Ironically, he had been going to India virtually 
every year after that to spend as much time as possible with Eruch 
and Mani. 

Fast forward almost eight years to New Year’s Eve 1999, in 
Myrtle Beach. Many of the younger Baba lovers wanted to watch 
the sun rise for the new millennium. I did too, but being a bit older 
than the younger ones, I wanted to pass the hours in a more mel- 
low environment. So Rebecca Legum, whom I hadn't seen in years, 
and we decided to sit together in a Pancake House to pass the time 
and catch up. Somewhere in there I mentioned Tommaso-the one 
who got away—and lo and behold, she knew him! And, she said, 
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“He is in India right now!” 

I already had tickets to go to India for Amartithi! She had his 
email address and offered it to me. But I decided not to take the 
email address, as I didn't want to get in the way of fate. Either I 
was meant to meet him again or I wasn't: I'd had enough of chas- 
ing down men. 

I arrived at Meherabad on January 30th, 2000. Tommaso had 
been volunteering in the south of India and had decided on a 
whim to go up to Amartithi Indian style—in other words, for 
twenty-four hours only, via crowded bus. He also arrived on Janu- 
ary 30th. "Amartithi" means "eternal date with God" and I like to 
think it was our eternal date with Baba as well. I saw Tommaso up 
by the Samadhi taking a photograph for an Indian family. I tapped 
him on the shoulder and asked if he remembered me. "Laura, 
right?" he said, which in retrospect is incredible because he's terri- 
ble with faces and names. From there, we stayed up all night talk- 
ing and by morning, as I walked him to his bus departure, we were 
talking about getting married. 

I don’t really feel like I’m in a Baba marriage, per se. I’m sure 
there are other Baba marriages that have a much more obvious 
focus on Baba, but with us, we feel the most important thing in the 
world is to remember Baba, love God, and to try to improve our- 
selves as human beings. Having that basis is the best, so we are 
always trying to be absolutely honest, and that forces us to grow. 
Baba’s sign for marriage was the knuckles grinding together. 

I think of a story where there were several couples together, 
and someone asked Baba who the best couple was. Baba indicated 
that it was the one that was always fighting, because they were get- 
ting at their stuff. Our marriage was very hard at the beginning, 
too, incredibly hard. And it’s just the grace of God that somehow 
things have chilled out more. We still have conflicts, but there’s a 
lot of trust there. I was thirty when I got married, and Tommaso 
was thirty-five. It was the first marriage for both of us, but I’d been 
around the block enough to know that you don’t very easily find 
somebody who wants to improve himself and be the best person 
he can be. There aren’t that many out there. 

When Uli was born, it was a home birth; I had him upstairs in 
our house. My labor was about forty-eight hours, but it was very 
slow and my body naturally acclimated to it, so it was all good. In 
the midst of those forty-eight hours I took a two and a half mile 
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walk on the Center with my midwife and Tommaso-taking a few 
steps, then having a mild contraction, because walking is supposed 
to help. That was a beautiful experience on a lovely crisp October 
day. We watched a bunch of Baba videos before Uli was born to 
pass the time. I have a great photograph of Baba that I chose to 
look at during labor; it’s a most loving, fatherly picture taken in 
Guruprasad. So I had that set up, and it was a water birth in the 
tub, where I must have said Baba’s name a million times; it was 
constant “Baba, Baba, Baba” through the whole thing. 

And Uli came out absolutely beautiful. There were a lot of 
people there, maybe way too many people, but they were taking 
pictures and videos, and saying Baba’s name. There was definitely 
the feeling that Baba was with me when Uli was born. I think 
Eruch said, but maybe it was Baba, that the greatest blessing that 
you can have is to be born into a family that loves God.” 

I have no idea who Uli is or where he came from, but he’s 
fabulous. When he was around two, he was saying some really odd 
things. One time he said, “Mommy, before I was born I had an- 
other life.” I asked, “Was it a good life, honey?” And he started cry- 
ing, and he said, “No! It was a terrible life.” And I said, “Oh...’m so 
sorry....” So, who knows, but we’re going to do everything we can 
to make this one a good life. At that age, many children remember 
their past lives, so it can be very valuable for parents to listen and 
accept as those memories emerge. 

Five years later Darwin came along, named after Darwin 
Shaw-a beautiful soul in every way. I’ve always felt about Darwin 
as you might when you buy a cantaloupe at the grocery store and 
aren’t sure if it’s going to be a good one or not. But then you get it 
home and open it up and see, “Oooh! I got a good one!” He’s super 
smart and creative and FULL of energy. Another five and a half 
years later along came Eruch—absolutely unplanned, and unex- 
pected—but I guess Baba must have liked the idea of us raising 
boys because he sent us another one. Eruch, it seems to me, is here 
to teach us all a lot, and I try to remain open to that. He’s defi- 
nitely all Baba’s. Once, when he was less than two years old, he 
saw a white horse and pointed to it, saying, “Baba!” Huh? How 
would he know that? Eruch and Darwin were also home births 
with much “Baba, Baba, Baba” spoken during labor! 

I have this great job, a good marriage, and three beautiful 
sons. With children you have to stay in your routine even more, so 
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I don’t get to go to the Center unless we really make it happen. It 
used to be when my life was more chaotic, I felt more dependent 
on Baba. I was more actively searching Him out, because I had to, 
because I didn’t know what to expect, or what kind of job I would 
have, where I would live, who my boyfriend would be, so I had to 
hold on to Baba more. 

Now that there’s this much security, it’s very ironic; I spend 
great amounts of time thinking about how I should be remember- 
ing Baba more. It’s too funny, because I’m remembering that I’m 
not remembering, whatever that difference might be. But now it’s 
very rare that we have the time to read a Baba book together. 
Tommaso is also Catholic, so we don’t have wall-to-wall photos of 
Baba. He doesn’t want to freak out any of his friends who aren’t 
Baba lovers when they come to our house, and that’s fine with me. 

That’s one reason I’m so grateful for my job, because Baba is 
in front of me every day. It’s good. I feel that everybody in Baba’s 
service is put there, exactly crafted for that particular purpose. Ex- 
actly. I mean, I used to work in a photography studio, and other 
odd jobs over the years, and every one of those jobs helped me at 
the bookstore, if nothing else, just to be grateful that it’s not some 
of those other ones. It’s almost like the experience at the Youth 
Sahavas; I’m always kind of flabbergasted that Baba has me in that 
position because it’s so fabulous. Thank you, Baba! 
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26 Bryan: The Whole Gamut 


Bryan West was the first of his generation to become a per- 
manent staff member at the Meher Center. While his primary 
work is with the grounds, he is often appreciated for his dry wit 
and delightful music presentations. Bryan’s work on the grounds 
allows him frequent opportunities to interact with guests and to 
share stories with them about Baba. 


I found out about Baba from a wonderful, loving, talented 
family in San Diego, California—the Makeigs—Scott, Anne, Mehera, 
and Prem. What was immediately impressive to me was their life- 
style, the way that they would go about living a healthy life—not 
only eating well, but they also had good relationships. It was obvi- 
ous to me right away that they recognized one another, not just as 
in a father-son relationship, but as in a peer relationship, where 
they would actually relate to each other. They would also share 
about music, and it wasn’t from the top down, but as equals. 

The Makeigs lived in my town, and Mehera was a classmate of 
mine. When I was in high school my family had something of a 
financial disaster. It was actually so dramatic that we went bank- 
rupt and lost our house. That was in my senior year. So, after 
graduating, the situation propelled me to ask the Makeigs, who 
already had boarders in their house, whether it would be okay if I 
stayed with them. I felt that this would actually be a great educa- 
tion—a chance to live with another family, but also with this family 
that I felt was so extraordinary. I also knew that they had a guru, 
and that they were very devoted. It didn’t occur to me that this 
would soon become relevant to me as well, but within the first 
couple of months of living with them, my need for Baba became 
apparent. 

So, having less space and personal time than I would normally 
have had at home, being in a new environment with different ex- 
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pectations, and as a matter of survival, I began asking for Baba’s 
help. But at the same time, part of me rebelled; the family had a 
way of talking to Baba, as so many Baba lovers do. They would say 
things like, “Baba said this to me,” or “Baba said that...” and I 
would think: “But Baba passed away in 1969; how did he say this 
to you? You were born in 1975!” 

Though I was skeptical, part of me wanted that access to the 
divine voice. Several times I would run away, once barefoot in the 
winter night, in some way seeking out an ascetic life with God. 
Then on one of my late-night journeys, I went down to the sea- 
shore nearby, a beautiful area where a lagoon and the ocean meet 
in particularly rough waters. I had stepped into the water, but the 
turbulent waves swept me into a dangerous area near pilings en- 
crusted with barnacles. With much effort, I swam to a rocky edge, 
and finally reached the shore, safe but shaken. As I was walking 
away from the water, I realized I had put myself in a situation that 
had seriously threatened my life. At that moment, I heard a very 
gentle and warm voice that said, “Just go home. Get into bed and 
take it easy.” 

I walked home, desperately clinging to that voice—to that ex- 
perience. I knew it was something I needed to hold onto. Before I 
went to sleep that night I began journaling, writing a dialogue be- 
tween that voice and myself. I would write things such as, “I need 
you to stay with me. I need this kind of warmth and kindness in 
my life. This feels secure to me,” putting onto the paper whatever 
was in my heart. Then I would write responses to each thought, 
inspired by the voice, which now I identified as Baba: “I’m right 
here with you. You don’t need to worry about a thing. Just hold on 
to Me.” At one point, I looked up at one of the drawings of Baba on 
the wall, and I knew that Baba had come into my heart. He went 
from being something pictured on the wall to Someone who lives 
inside of me. And thus, the relationship with Him began. 

Scott and the family valued education, and while I’d often 
struggled with school, they all supported me in my effort to attend 
college, where I studied theater arts and writing at UCSD. For the 
first time, I enjoyed school and did quite well. 

After my first year in college, I went to India, and had a won- 
derful experience. I found myself writing poetry, somewhat follow- 
ing the dialogue style of the night I came to Baba, and I would 
share those in the Samadhi. This became the way I was first able to 
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share publicly my love for Baba. I was greatly affected by my visit 
to Meherabad. On another school vacation I visited the Meher 
Center, but this time I wasn’t really impressed. To me, it really 
didn’t compare with India; it just seemed so spread out. I was 
looking for something to focus my attention on, and I couldn’t find 
anything. Of course, Baba’s House was there, the Barn, the Lagoon 
Cabin, but I couldn’t seem to find a way to connect with Baba 
there—at least at that time. So I went back to San Diego and con- 
tinued with college. 

But a year and a half later, in December of 1999, I was having 
some reservations about continuing with school. I was questioning 
if theater was a good career direction for me, so I decided it would 
be best to just take a break. Scott suggested that I might see if they 
had any work for me for a couple of years at the Meher Center in 
Myrtle Beach. 

“That’s crazy!” I thought. “I’m not going to go and live there!” 
But I ended up doing it. It was a crossroads, and Baba obviously 
had His own plans for me. 

I began working at the Center, and I also began to find a life 
here. Immediately, circumstances provided me with a little apart- 
ment in the home of Virginia Rudd. Although she had some mem- 
ory loss, she was handling it quite well. We hit it off, and I would 
look in on her often. She would invite me up for dinner and tell me 
lots of Baba stories, and that really changed how I was seeing the 
Center. I stopped feeling like an outsider looking in and began to 
feel I was really living here, and helping. I would say it wasn’t a 
coincidence, but rather, that Baba was providing a wonderful place 
for me to stay—not just a home, but a very homey home. Virginia 
was a very motherly kind of person, and very intelligent. She’d 
been a professor, and she knew a lot of good writers, and all about 
good writing, which was interesting to me. And she had so much 
love, which she was so willing to shower, and that was also a very 
nice thing for me. 

I started out working at the Center around Christmas, clean- 
ing cabins for the Christmastime rush and raking at Baba’s house. 
Coming from an academic situation where I was a little confused 
about what my next step would be in life, it was pleasant for me to 
just be able to rake! When I was heading to Myrtle Beach, I’d had 
this thought, “I just need to rake my life out a little bit; I just need 
to comb my life out.” I imagined that I just needed to do some- 
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thing simple, such as Japanese raking—and that’s really the job 
Baba provided for me! I was very pleased. Then, quickly, I was 
given other tasks, such as other grounds work and maintenance 
work. I was also given responsibilities such as showing new people 
around the Center. Even though I was quite new at it, I felt I had 
the enthusiasm to share with them what I knew. 

The thing that was most appealing to me was the life at the 
Center. It was like a university where there’s a lot happening. The 
Center is a small place with much going on! It has the manual la- 
bor aspects, which appealed to me, even though I wasn’t raised 
with the thought that I would do that. But I enjoyed just getting 
my hands in the soil and keeping busy in that way. It also had 
something that is unique these days-—this natural, built-in, social 
aspect. People can travel miles for this, or long for this kind of 
natural socializing, but it just happens here at the Center. In addi- 
tion, coming from an artistic background, I saw that it had the po- 
tential for more artistic expression. There are plenty of programs 
where there are music and other forms of art, and this also ap- 
pealed to me. 

I realized that the Center covers the whole gamut. In one way, 
I felt very fortunate to have a family experience in being able to 
look after Virginia Rudd, and at the end of the day, instead of go- 
ing home to be with myself, it was enjoyable to go and talk with 
her. In another way, I realized one could work on the Center where 
there is always a rich kind of social atmosphere, and also, where 
people are talking about Baba. They come to the Center for Baba, 
and so the subject matter generally revolves around Him, and this 
feels safe, in a sense. What I mean by that is, I might seek some 
other places to socialize, for instance a coffee shop or a bar, or 
something like that, but for me, there’s such a wide variety of in- 
tentions out there in that type of place, and I would have to be a 
little bit more careful in what I shared. 

I guess I feel that Baba is close to the core of my life, and be- 
cause of that, I want to be around others who have a similar rela- 
tionship with Him. The thing that’s safer about being at the Center 
is that it supports that core. If I strike up a relationship with peo- 
ple outside of the Center, though I may enjoy their company, there 
may be a part of me that is best to keep to myself. That being said, 
I’m not interested in only being on the Center; I like to go out, and 
to develop that other part of myself too. 
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There is an incident that took place—kind of a coincidence that 
seemed to underscore this sense of support that I feel at the Cen- 
ter. I had just come back from a vacation in Washington State, vis- 
iting with my extended family, some of whom I hadn’t seen in over 
twenty-four years. I have a cousin whose husband is a pastor 
there, and I had an enjoyable experience talking with him because 
he actually asked me who Baba is, and I was able to talk to him 
about Baba. A little later he asked me, “Who is the Trinity to you?” 
I shared with him that I think the Father is an analogy for the im- 
personal state of God. This got his feathers ruffled a little, because 
he immediately said, “Impersonal?” 

“Not impersonal in the sense that He has a cold shoulder, but 
impersonal in the sense that it is the unlimited state of God, with- 
out a face. And,” I added, “Jesus is God in human form; the Son is 
the personal side of God.” 

I was so excited to be able to talk to somebody who is a pro- 
fessional theologian, who has a whole background in this. I’d re- 
cently been given a card that said, “I am the Way and the Truth 
and the Light,” the quote from Jesus. I mentioned that quote and 
asked if he knew the rest of it, to which he answered, “And no one 
comes to the Father but through Me.” In the past that’s always 
been a point of contention for those with other beliefs; however, 
that question came out from me spontaneously, so I continued on 
with it. And in that moment of talking with him, I had a break- 
though. The breakthrough was recognizing that the impersonal 
state of God the Father, is what we are all destined for. And the 
personal state, the role of Jesus—the Christ—is actually our chance 
to come to God through connecting with that personal state, a role 
that Baba also fills. I described it to him that way, and then the 
conversation went on. But for me, at that time, there was a clear 
recognition of the correlation between Christ’s words, “No one 
comes to the Father but through Me,” and Baba’s statement that to 
reach God Realization, one needs the assistance of the Perfect 
Master or the Avatar. 

On my first day back at the Center, in my enthusiasm, I was 
wondering, “Is there anything further I could have said to him to 
bring to light who Meher Baba is?” Then I recalled this story that 
Baba told about the new Quaker Oats. Briefly, a woman comes into 
a market and she’s looking for Quaker Oats. As she grabs for the 
last container of Quaker Oats, the clerk says, “No ma’am, you can’t 
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have those.” And they have a little squabble over them: “But I need 
them; I need to feed my children,” she insists. Then the clerk says, 
“No, no, you can’t have these.” “Why not?” she asks. “Because,” he 
answers, “we just got a new shipment in the back. These have been 
on the shelf for some time. But if you wait for five minutes, I’m 
going to come out and bring the new shipment. They are the very 
same Quaker Oats; it’s just that they are new.” And Baba said, “I 
am the new Quaker Oats.” 

“Man,” I thought, “maybe that would have been a good story 
to tell.” So that was on my mind. Then I went about my work, 
which is a job I enjoy, because at the Center I work with my hands 
and it frees up my thoughts a bit to go contemplate things like this. 
I was doing some noisy work, hoping I wasn’t disturbing the Per- 
sian family staying in the next cabin. And, thinking about this Per- 
sian family, I started to ponder, “Hmmmm. Baba said every Avatar 
makes a mistake.” My mind was just kind of wandering. “And the 
Prophet Mohamed’s mistake was that he never said that he was 
God; he said that he was the Prophet...That’s interesting,” and my 
thoughts went right back to this theme of Jesus and the conversa- 
tions with my cousin’s husband. Baba said that Jesus’ mistake was 
that, when He was on the Cross, He said, “Father, why have You 
forsaken me?” How was that Jesus’ mistake? I wondered. What 
was wrong about that? So I posed this question to myself. 

A short time later it was teatime, and I went into the Original 
Kitchen to have some chai. Now, this is where the story takes an 
interesting turn. There were Bill and Diana LePage, Jamie Newell, 
Jeff Wolverton, a man named Stephen, and the Persian woman I'd 
just been concerned about disturbing. They were all sitting to- 
gether talking, and I sat in on the periphery of the conversation, 
drinking my tea and listening. Just as I was settling in, the woman 
was saying, “I like Baba’s theories; they make sense to me. How- 
ever, I cannot accept that he is God in human form. I love Mo- 
hammed and I am a Muslim.” At that point Bill LePage answered 
her, using the analogy that Baba gave of the new Quaker Oats. 
Now, until a few minutes before, that story had not crossed my 
mind for some time. “That’s interesting,” I mused. “I was just 
thinking of that just two minutes ago!” 

Bill finished the story and Jamie added a couple of details 
about the story. Then, basically out of the blue—I couldn't really 
draw a connection to what was being said—Stephen chimed in, go- 
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ing into detail about the Divine Mistake that the Avatar makes, 
which I’d also been thinking about only fifteen minutes before! 
These were two themes, one on top of the other, which I’d just 
been thinking about...and now they were being reflected in this tea 
conversation I was watching! 

Stephen went on to say that the Prophet Mohammed’s mis- 
take was this, and Jesus’ mistake was that, and I marveled that I 
was just pondering that subject, and I hoped he would go into 
more detail about it. Immediately he said, “Jesus’ mistake, when 
He said ‘God, why have You forsaken me?’ was that, in saying this, 
He separated Himself, as if He were different from God; and thus 
He also didn’t connect Himself with being God.” I was stunned. 
The question that I’d just been pondering had been immediately 
answered. 

Then, Diana LePage began talking about the personal and im- 
personal aspects of God! She explained that while she had gone 
through life feeling blissful, when she met Meher Baba and went 
through the process of falling in love with Him, it was through that 
personal relationship that she grew. What she was saying seemed 
to sum up all of the things I’'d been thinking about at the time, and 
it somehow put the final stamp on it. In fact, it brought purpose 
and meaning to my whole family vacation, but especially to how 
excited I’d been about talking to my cousin’s husband about these 
subjects. I had been thinking about it out in Washington, and they 
were thinking about the same thing here at the Center. Here it 
was, the day I returned, and coming back to the Center was like a 
big “YES!” from Baba. 

All of this connects to Baba in the sense that this is His Cen- 
ter, and He is present on His Center, so I feel connected with Him 
through that. People come to the Center for Baba, both through 
the people here and through their time alone with Him. I am a 
creative person, and so I find that the time alone is useful. I enjoy 
that. But there is also a lot of love—the give and take of love—com- 
ing from the guests staying on the Center as well as the staff. So I 
enjoy that aspect of it as well, through getting to know people, and 
friendships that develop as you interact with them. And Baba is, 
just as in that story, the personal aspect of God manifesting 
through all of that. 

In this world where people are working twelve- and fourteen- 
hour days, and so caught up in external concerns—especially in 
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America—there’s a real need, I think, for a retreat center such as 
the Meher Spiritual Center. To me, retreat doesn’t mean a vacation 
where every day you're thinking of what’s the bigger and better 
thing to do to feed the senses. This is a place where your spirit can 
just...lay out in a lounge chair, in a sense...and relax. I think a part 
of what provides that is knowing that the basics are taken care of 
here—there’s a refrigerator to keep the food cold, there are clean 
sheets for the bed, and so on, but then also a big part of it is the 
consistency of friends. I don’t know how else to put it, but people 
have told me that it makes them feel comfortable to see people 
they know when they come back. They like that, and I like it, too. I 
think it’s the Baba in them and the Baba in me that is put at ease 
with this set-up. It’s a simple arrangement, but it’s enjoyable and 
nurturing, and it’s a constant retreat for the soul. 

The characters that one meets here, on this little stage, are 
always perfect for Baba’s divine play in our lives. For example, 
when I moved here, on the night that I arrived, Darwin Shaw was 
leading a Discourse meeting. That was just so wonderful; what an 
open heart he had. He was grinning from ear to ear, and I couldn’t 
stop grinning myself. So I thought, “Well, my gosh, if I can come to 
more of these meetings, that itself is a reason to stay right here!” 
And I did. 

Though I didn’t have much contact with Darwin, I experi- 
enced him more as a fatherly or grandfatherly figure, and he 
seemed to see things from a wider perspective, which very much 
pointed me in the direction of a path that I’ve been on, especially 
through books. Darwin was such a soft-spoken man, but at the 
same time, through his example of the things he would do and his 
approach to life, I felt very comfortable trying out what he mod- 
eled and seeing how it worked for me. 

For example, Darwin was interested in what I would call “pro- 
gramming,” in the sense of how we live according to our thoughts, 
or internal programs. One thing he would say is that a lot of people 
tend to limit themselves through their thoughts, but in reality, we 
are designed and destined to be—and actually are—unlimited. So, 
instead of believing the illusion that we are limited, he takes the 
stand on being brave and asserting—in the moment that the limit- 
ing thought comes—that we are, in fact, unlimited. If a thought is 
“I’m not worthy to be in Baba’s presence,” we can see that thought 
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for what it is—that it’s just a fear. Because, in fact, we are all wor- 
thy to be in God’s presence! 

There are so many other characters on the Center stage who 
have inspired me. There is a strong work life at the Center—a 
strong work ethic—and so I have deep respect for those who are 
diligent about that...like Lee McBride, who is in charge of mainte- 
nance, and Malcolm Clay who, until he retired recently, was the 
head groundskeeper. And certainly Barbara Plews, the administra- 
tor for the Center, is a wonderfully sincere servant at Baba’s Cen- 
ter. Seeing how they work on a daily basis—coming in and putting 
in hard work with Baba in mind-that’s very inspiring to me. 

I’ve learned from these people, and I’m fortunate as a staff 
member to have various jobs that allow me to connect with many 
others. Working on the grounds, I learned a great deal from Mal- 
colm, who was one of the first of his generation to work on the 
Center, a real pillar. From him I learned about working with 
plants, pruning, opening vistas, upkeep, and about not getting 
overwhelmed by the fact that things keep growing! Malcolm was 
very good at Baba’s advice not to worry, and that things will work 
out in due time. 

Lee McBride is another person who has touched me deeply as 
I’ve worked on the Center. Lee has a very methodical approach to 
what is a monumental task, namely the upkeep of these many old 
and weathered buildings, and of the furniture donated from count- 
less sources. He has an eye for small details, and a commitment to 
consistency, keeping things at a high level of quality over the 
course of years, day in and day out, both huge tasks and mundane 
tasks. I would imagine this would be pleasing to Baba, because to 
me, it is done in an unassuming and humble way. Though Lee isn’t 
as involved in interacting with the guests directly, he helps to 
make this wonderful retreat atmosphere possible through his car- 
ing, meticulous craftsmanship, and his hard work. 

Barbara Plews is another one of these folks who might not be 
seen around the Center on a daily basis, yet she puts so much of 
her heart into her work, striving on a daily basis for trying to keep 
the ship on course. We don’t always see her work that goes on be- 
hind the scenes; even some of the staff members may not realize it, 
but she has a lot of equipoise in the face of constant and strenuous 
decision-making. It is quite amazing to me how she looks after the 
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great and small details knowing that all of them are important in 
Baba’s eyes. 

Two other people who inspire me are Azita Namiranian and 
Keren Rice. Both of these women work hard, but with complete 
cheerfulness, and are a joy to be around. Their devotion to Baba 
and to the Center is inspirational, and it’s a delight to be able to 
work with a new generation of Baba workers. Now there are so 
many wonderful younger workers joining the Center staff. I used 
to look around during a staff meeting and see only the older gen- 
eration; I was the young person. Now I look around and see that 
half the group is younger, new staff. We talked about that for so 
many years...and here they are! 

Jeff Wolverton is another Center staff member who touches 
many people. There are peak times during the days after guests 
leave when we get the cabins ready for the next person, so I jump 
on board the Cabin Crew at 11:00, and that’s when Jeff and I have 
the chance to share many thoughts about Baba. 

Jeff Wolverton is playful by nature, and while he doesn’t put 
as much emphasis on the duty aspect, he gets things done. But his 
interests lie more with the guests, and because of his skill with 
people he is officially the guest liaison. Anyone who knows Jeff 
also knows that he has the ability to match himself to others, to 
put himself aside and be with another person in such a way that 
they feel him as a comrade. 

Jeff is interested in philosophy and theories related to spiritu- 
ality, and it’s very easy to get into a conversation with him, skip- 
ping from one topic to another fluidly. I can trust that we’re both 
on the same page even though we might be using analogies and 
metaphors to get to where we're going—which is kind of out on the 
skinny branches, at least for me, and I really enjoy that. It helps to 
have someone to have a conversation with, to learn, to compare 
notes. Of course, the conversations are very much about Baba, 
about spirituality, about the role of the heart...and defining these 
things...which all are integral to Baba’s teachings. 

That type of relationship is important to me because what I 
notice is that it creates a kind of homework for me, which helps me 
to grow closer to Baba. We might have a discussion which goes 
into new depths, and then over the course of the next two months, 
or six months, whatever, I explore some of that territory and think 
about the things that we talked about back in that conversation, so 
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I find myself fleshing it out for my own clarity. In that sense, Jeff 
also often plays that kind of role for people. 

Jeff Wolverton is certainly my true rock of a friend, who is al- 
ways there. Yet he also plays the role of a competitor on the vol- 
leyball court. At the same time, a six-year-old will sort of see him 
as one of them. Whereas they might see me as a forty-something 
year old, they might say, “Well, me and Jeff are going to play on 
the swings.” And I’m amazed, because at that moment he looks 
like a six-year-old to me too! But I think for a lot of people, he’s 
very comforting. 

And then, of course, because of my interest in poetry and writ- 
ing, a big mentor for me has been Dan Ladinsky, who has lived 
nearby off and on, and who wrote several books inspired by Hafiz, 
Rumi, and other saints. Dan has had so much success with writ- 
ing; he is one of the few people I know who is a successful poet. I 
have had a number of interactions with him. He’s a recluse, in a 
sense, but a poet with an interest in reaching a larger audience. It’s 
been interesting to see someone who’s done that and done it well— 
and all inspired by Baba and His close relationship with Eruch. 

What’s also fascinating is that many of the people around the 
Center—the “next wave”’—have had these connections with the 
Mandali, and have learned directly from them. Dan is always up 
for sharing about his relationship with Eruch, and he’s also been 
interested in my personal path, such as asking if I'd ever had any 
dreams about Baba. I think that personal interest goes a long way. 

One dream his query brought to mind was a nice one about 
Baba a couple years after I moved here. In the dream, I was in an 
acting class, and Baba came to that class as a guest. Of course, He 
wasn’t speaking, because He was silent; however, He and the 
teacher were busy communicating. The rest of the class was doing 
some kind of exercise where we were paired one-on-one with each 
other, doing improvisational acting. And I thought, “Wow, this is 
great. Here Baba is, in my very acting class—He’s come!” So I was 
acting in such a way as to try to get His attention, and that meant 
kind of acting big, and loud, with huge gestures. But He just went 
on talking to the teacher as if they were discussing the curriculum 
and He didn’t appear to notice me. After about two or three min- 
utes of this, I just said to myself, “Forget that—I’m getting frus- 
trated,” and I dove into the role, concluding, “This is more fun 
anyhow than trying to get His attention.” 
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As I got involved in my acting, I enjoyed playing my role, and 
I lost track of time. But as I came out of it, I looked up, and there 
was Baba with the biggest smile, just beaming at me, as if he’d 
been watching me all along. That said to me to not be preoccupied 
with two things—the improvisational acting and getting His atten- 
tion—but rather to dive into the role of the actor and play it whole- 
heartedly...in whatever I do. 

Baba has a lot of roles being played here on the Center, and all 
of those roles serve to color His stage in one way or another. How 
fortunate we are to be able to participate in the show! 
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27 Azita: The Freedom 
to Love Him Openly 


Azita Namiranian, like many Baba lovers from Iran, came 
from a culture that discourages freedom of religion. Her journey 
to a life at the Meher Center only reinforced her love of Baba, and 
her faith delivered her to His doorstep in His Home in the West. 
Now Azita’s cheerful face can be seen around the Center as part 
of the Cabin Crew. 


Jai Baba. It all started when I was fifteen, growing up in Te- 
hran, Iran. At that time, my Dad already knew about Baba through 
his uncle, Khodabakhsh. Khodabakhsh had had a dream where he 
saw Zoroaster, who gave him the mission to spread Baba’s word in 
Iran amongst Zoroastrians, and therefore he published many of 
Baba’s books in Farsi. Despite much opposition and many obsta- 
cles, he persisted, and at the end, Baba gave him the great gift of 
passing away during an Amartithi pilgrimage to Meherabad, 
where his ashes are now spread. All my uncle wanted was to be 
with his Beloved, and in the end, he was. When I think of him, I 
remember Baba’s words, “Love is contagious, and those who don’t 
have it catch it from those who have it.” 

This was true for our whole family. My uncle had given my 
Dad some books and pictures of Baba, and we had those things at 
our house. But at that time my Dad wasn’t openly talking about 
Baba, because my mother didn’t like the idea of us being encour- 
aged to follow Baba. She was afraid we would leave the world, and 
not fulfill our potential to have a “normal life.” So all we knew was 
that Meher Baba was a Master in India, that my father would at- 
tend the meetings, and that he loved Baba. 

But my mother eventually came to Baba; Baba worked on 
each one of us separately. First my sister, then my brother, then 
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me, then my Mom. Little by little I became interested in God and 
Zoroaster. I loved Zoroaster, and I was always wondering what it 
would be like if I had the opportunity to be with Him. I felt that He 
was the only one who could answer my questions: “Why am I 
here?” “What am I doing?” “What’s going to happen?” and “What’s 
the purpose of being in this life?” Although I knew that He was the 
only one who could answer those questions, I had no idea how I 
could communicate with Him, because there was very little left of 
Zoroaster’s words as His advent was somewhere between six thou- 
sand and eight thousand years ago. 

But we had a beautiful drawing of Zoroaster in our house, and 
I would always stare at it. Looking at that picture would give me 
such joy and freedom. This only increased my longing, and I con- 
tinued to have the thought that I wanted to experience being with 
Zoroaster. 

Finally one day I was just randomly opening one of my fa- 
ther’s books about Baba, and I read the part where He said He was 
Zoroaster, Rama, Krishna, Buddha, Jesus, and Mohammed, and 
that He was now back as Meher Baba. That was the first time I had 
heard that, and I thought, “Wow! Baba is saying that He was Zoro- 
aster and all of those prophets, and now He’s back! If that’s true, 
then that’s the best news for me!” Now Zoroaster was telling me, 
“I’m back! I’m here! I’m available, and you can experience being 
with Me!” That filled me with joy; it was all that I wanted. 

My journey with Baba started from that point, and I began to 
know Him better and understand His words more, which helped 
me to learn about how I could be with Him and follow Him—what 
it’s like. Of course I had no idea how to begin, so I would read all of 
His words, thinking, “These are such beautiful words, but I don’t 
know what they mean!” Baba was saying, “Love Me.” “Think of Me 
all the time,” “Obey Me.” “Surrender yourself to Me.” These were 
amazing words. I knew they were beautiful words, but I had no 
idea how to be like that—how to love Baba. It didn’t really make 
any sense to me. He is there,” I thought, “but how can I love Him? 
How can I be with Him?” 

So it was a process that started in my heart from that point: I 
accepted Baba, and then it was a matter of time as Baba gradually 
opened everything to me as all the meaning began to come to me 
through experience, through my life, through different incidents 
that happened, and through my relationships with everyone 
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around me. Soon everything began to make sense, opening up to 
me what it is to love Him. Now I’ve learned that it’s a gradual 
thing; every moment you have to learn to love Him, to be with 
Him. That’s how my journey with Baba started. 

After I graduated from high school, my parents were always 
encouraging me to leave Iran because they didn’t feel it was safe 
for me there, and that there was no good future for me if I stayed 
in Iran for many reasons: socially, being a woman; spiritually, be- 
ing a Zoroastrian and Baba lover; and economically, because 
women have less opportunities and the work environment is 
sometimes less safe for women. So they were always asking me if I 
might want to go to Canada to stay with my sister, or to go to 
America. At the time it didn’t feel right to me; I couldn’t imagine 
that I’d be able to adjust to the culture or environment. I told them 
that I felt okay in Iran, even though it was difficult. But I had my 
friends and I had a good life, so I felt all right. 

Then, Shireen Vahidi, my Dad’s aunt, who had been living in 
America for a long time, would come once in a while to stay with 
us in Iran. During each trip she would talk about the Meher Baba 
Center, and what it was like to be there. She would tell us how it 
was Baba’s Home in the West, and how much one could feel 
Baba’s presence there. On her last trip, in 2006, just after I gradu- 
ated from the University, she came to our house and again started 
talking about the Center, and how she had just recently moved to 
Myrtle Beach to be near it. “Azita,” she said to me, “wouldn’t you 
like to come there and stay? I think you would like it there. There 
are so many Baba lovers, and the Center is all about Baba. I know 
that you would like that kind of life—to just be with Baba.” 

“T don’t think so,” I told her, still very hesitant, because at that 
point I wasn’t ready for it yet. 

“Okay, think about it,” she told me, gently encouraging me. 
“And, if one day you decide that you are coming, just give me a call 
and I will take care of everything.” 

From that point, it took me about a year as Baba started work- 
ing on all the details. I began to feel that I was done with Iran, that 
I had completed whatever experiences I had to have there, and 
that I was ready to move on to a new experience. 

I was sure it would be difficult for me culturally to live in 
America; it was an unknown. However, Shireen encouraged me, 
telling me I didn’t have to be out in that new culture, but that I 
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could just be focused on Baba, staying in an environment sur- 
rounded by Him and by Baba lovers—those who have the same 
ideals and beliefs as I. That sounded like a perfect thing for me; it 
gave me courage and made me feel that perhaps I could live there. 
So, I said to myself, “I think I’m ready for that kind of change in 
my life...to go for a new adventure and see what is there for me!” 

By that time, through my experiences with Baba, I was at a 
point where I had very few expectations. This perspective was very 
strong in my life, and it helped me a great deal in the process of 
moving to Myrtle Beach. Looking back, if I had had any expecta- 
tions of what it would be like, or what I wanted it to be like, I 
wouldn’t have survived the big changes that occurred. So I was 
open to anything when I moved here. It involved starting a whole 
new life—new culture, new language, new foods, new ways of relat- 
ing. But I would think, “Whatever comes my way is Baba’s gift to 
me; I will just go through it, and that’s the best for me.” Of course, 
it wasn’t always easy, but with His grace, it was all possible. 

For my first four months here I lived with Shireen and volun- 
teered at the Center. After that I began to work more at the Center, 
so I needed to be closer since I didn’t have a car. Very quickly I 
found a place to stay right next to the Center, with Ann O’Neil, so I 
could easily ride my bike. 

I worked for six months as a volunteer, helping wherever it 
was needed. At the same time, because I needed money, I worked 
in several places outside of the Center, first at McDonald’s for a 
while, which was interesting, because at that point I was a vegetar- 
ian, so I had to make hamburger patties and work with all the 
meat products. But that helped me to become more detached and 
to think of Baba more. Then I was a caretaker for Gladys Spratt 
before she passed away. At the point that I worked with her, she 
was not speaking any more, and needed complete care in terms of 
mobility and nourishment. However, that work allowed me to 
practice patience and it also helped me to be a more loving and 
caring person. We spent many hours together, and I would always 
try to help her laugh. Her greatest joy was hearing me talk about 
Baba and activities at the Center. 

Then one day I got a call from Arthur, who is the coordinator 
of the Cabin Crew, saying that they would like to hire me to work 
part time at the Center. I was so excited! When I had first come, I 
had really wanted to work at the Center, but there were no open- 
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ings, and I was sure there was no way I could. Now my dream had 
come true. 

When I was in Iran, I had worked as a carpenter making fur- 
niture, but there was no opening along those lines when I started 
working on the Center. Now, after all these years, I feel that being 
on the Cabin Crew worked out better for me because the carpentry 
probably would have been too much heavy physical work. Mina 
Brustman was retiring from the Cabin Crew, so she trained me to 
replace her. Gradually my work shifted to full time. Now I’m part 
of the Cabin Crew, which includes cleaning the cabins, taking care 
of all of the public buildings, raking, sweeping—keeping every- 
thing clean and in shape. I also clean the Barn, the Lagoon Cabin, 
and the Archive Building. This makes me aware of how much ef- 
fort and thoughtfulness goes into keeping Baba’s treasures for fu- 
ture generations. 

I love everything about what I do at the Center. It’s ideal work 
for me, because I graduated from the University in English trans- 
lation, so if I had continued doing that, it would have meant I 
would have to sit somewhere all day and translate, and that’s so 
unlike my nature! I like to be outside, and to be physically active, 
and my work provides constant opportunities for that. 

After I moved here, I began to feel Baba more and more in the 
intensity of every moment, and it was a big shift for me, because in 
Iran it was very personal, and I hardly ever talked or shared about 
Baba with anybody. It had just been my own one-to-one relation- 
ship with Baba; every moment was about what Baba was doing in 
my life, what He had for me to learn, and all of those little mo- 
ments of being with Him. But I never really had an opportunity to 
talk about Baba openly with anyone, because in Iran you couldn’t 
be open or freely talk about Baba. 

So when I moved here it was a whole different thing. Every- 
body around me was talking about Baba, sharing about Baba. It 
was all about Baba! For the first time, people were asking me how 
I first got to know Baba, and that was something so unusual! I had 
never shared that with anyone, so I had to really think about it, 
because in Iran it was a question that would never come up! 

Life at the Center is a lot of sharing about Baba and moments 
of being with Him here-lots of stories of how people heard of 
Baba, how they came to Baba, and their experience of Him. So it 
gave me a whole different point of view of what it’s like to be with 
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Baba. Gradually it evolved, so that I now am experiencing being 
with Him, not only Baba in His form, but in every individual who 
comes to the Center, or who is working here. It is as if Baba is ex- 
panding for me. Before it was mainly my own experience with 
Baba, and the focus was on me. Here at the Center there is the op- 
portunity to come out of that, and to see Baba in a much broader 
perspective. Now I see Baba working in everyone’s life. There are 
countless opportunities to see that. It’s such a blessing that I have 
that experience, and that I’m able to see Him this way, and to 
share that with others. 

I don’t really miss Iran at all now. I feel that my karma with 
Iran is done. So now, I have no other plans than to work here. I 
don’t know if Baba will change the plans, but right now I’m here, 
and I would like to stay here. 

And I’ve learned from everyone I’m working with. The love is 
just so amazing. At first there were moments when I felt, “Wow, 
this is just so intense that I can’t continue being here; it’s too 
much.” Sometimes it seemed overwhelming, because I wasn’t used 
to this kind of life; I’d had such a quiet life in Iran, which was so 
different from this. At times I thought I wouldn’t survive it, that I 
wasn’t strong enough for it. Now, every day is like a year back in 
Iran—just the things that happen in one day, and the information 
that comes to me; there’s so much to process and work on! 

But then, I would look at the people who have been at the 
Center for ten, twenty, thirty, forty years, and they are still work- 
ing with such love; no matter what the situation; they are working 
as if it were their first day working at the Center—with such enthu- 
siasm and care. That was such an amazing thing for me to see; I 
would wonder, “Wow...what is in it for them? What is keeping 
them here? What’s giving them that push to continue, to come 
every day and do the same thing, and try to do it perfectly, no mat- 
ter what?” The only answer is that their love for Baba is so deep 
and so beautiful, that it’s the only thing that sustains them and 
keeps them here, that His power is way greater than anything else 
that could break them or get to them. No matter what, that love 
will keep them here, and they want that so badly—-so much-that 
they will go through anything, and they will still just want to stay 
and be with Him. When you see that in the people here, it is a 
great thing to witness. 
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Everyone who is here inspires me in that way. The first person 
I met at the Center when I started working as a volunteer was 
Carol Kelly at the Gateway. She was amazing. I couldn’t imagine 
that someone could have that much love and caring. It was during 
Thanksgiving time when they prepare boxes to donate to the Ra- 
cepath community. My brother, who was also here at the time, and 
I were helping to pack the boxes and deliver them to the people in 
that community. It was so touching to see their gratitude, but also 
their love, and how much they also cared. What an inspiring expe- 
rience as my first job at the Center! In Carol I saw the joy that she 
was feeling in giving, and in doing something for that communi- 
ty—such a joy in putting all those little baskets of food together, in 
preparing them and in sharing them. 

Then I was working with Barbara Plews and Jane Brown in 
the office, just helping to put the annual letters together, which 
was another one of those great experiences of how the community 
gets together to send them out. Their openness, and their calm— 
their natural way of working—was inspiring to me. As I was start- 
ing to work with Mina, I saw that she always had a smile on her 
face as she cleaned, which was a beautiful thing to see. The way 
she took care of things was as if it were for her own children or 
family members coming to the Center, making sure all of the de- 
tails were perfectly cared for. 

Thus, working with each person taught me how to be and to 
work at the Center, because I had no experience of what that was 
like; it’s a whole different kind of work. In other work environ- 
ments everything is so impersonal, and it’s just work; you're just 
there for a time to do whatever needs to be done, and then you’re 
finished, and you leave. But here at the Baba Center, it’s like work- 
ing with your family. It’s work on a level where everybody becomes 
a family member, and you have to care for each one and be aware 
of what they’re going through; you share their problems and joys 
and whatever is going on with them. 

Of course, we are interacting with the guests all the time. 
Sometimes I give new guests a tour when they first arrive. Usually 
they are in such awe, so surprised, because there is nothing like 
this that they have experienced outside of the Center. So for me, 
that is also a new experience. Sometimes they are looking around 
in amazement, saying, “Wow, what is this place? I had no idea 
something like this existed!” But more often they get so quiet, just 
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absorbing everything, trying to understand, wondering what this 
is. Usually the beauty of nature here also touches them deeply. My 
job is just to answer their questions, because I really don’t know 
what their point of view about Baba is, so I just let them reach out 
if they want to know more. I answer their questions according to 
what they want to know; I just let it unfold, because I know it is 
Baba touching them in whatever way He chooses. 

There is no way I can fully comprehend what Baba is doing at 
the Center, but the way I see it is that He is working in all of us to 
bring us closer and closer to being what He called the “New Hu- 
manity.” More and more He shows us what it’s like to get there, to 
be a part of that New Humanity. Being at the Center provides a 
process that gives us a taste of what it’s like to be a part of a new 
way that He is establishing, where people have more and more 
understanding of each other, where they care for each other—being 
there for each other. In this process we come out of ourselves, and 
are not as focused on my needs, or what I want; we get to see what 
others need, what we can do for others. In fact, in my life He has 
sometimes been so active that I have felt that if I’m focused on 
what I need and what I want, even for a moment, then He would 
immediately take that away from me! Sometimes that’s for sure 
His process! But on the other hand, sometimes He wants us to 
take more responsibility for ourselves, to take care of our- 
selves...and that’s His process too. 

Baba works to bring us closer to Him in whatever way is best 
for each of us at any given time, and for me it’s been the best to 
move here and work at the Center. I believe it has been perfect for 
me and for my growth. Baba does this in a different way for each 
person, but it’s all a process of learning how to love Him. 
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28 Keren: Finding My Way Home 


Keren Rice’s many travels exposed her to multiple cultures 
and spiritual paths, but in the end, Baba brought her home to 
Him at the Meher Center. Keren can be seen working at the 
Gateway and on the Cabin Crew. Her enthusiasm and big smile 
are a welcome to guests as she radiates her love of the Meher 
Center. 


Baba came into my life before I came to Baba. I was born in 
Israel but grew up from the age of eight until the end of high 
school in Westchester County, New York. From that time, I moved 
back and forth between Israel and the U.S., and in the midst of 
that, Baba’s pictures and name peeked into my life several times. 
But it was not until 2007, while I was living in Israel, that I sur- 
rendered and came to Him. And then, in December of 2013, I 
came to work at the Meher Spiritual Center. 

In the early ‘90s, when I was in my early twenties, my fa- 
ther was dating a Baba lover in Israel, Michal Sivan. The first time 
I saw Baba’s face was on a pin she was wearing when she and I 
first met in Tel-Aviv. I remember that my reaction at the time was 
that it felt strange to see a grown woman wearing a pin of her ce- 
lebrity figure. The last time I had worn a pin was in sixth grade 
when I worshiped the pop band Duran Duran! Though my father 
and Michal didn’t end up marrying, she stayed in touch with my 
younger sister, Aya, and thus our paths would cross again. 

I was introduced to spirituality several years later—through 
the Buddhist path, and my life completely turned around at that 
time; it was 1999, and I was at the peak of my Saturn return. Be- 
fore then, nothing made sense to me, and I didn’t know what made 
life worth living. Spirituality was not incorporated into my family’s 
world view; we were secular Jews, which pretty much means that 
we ate the right things at the right time of year. I was generally a 
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joyous person, but when it came to knowing what to do with my 
life, nothing really interested me nor made existential sense...not 
until I learned about the spiritual life and its goals. In Buddhism, I 
finally found my raison d’etre—my reason to be. 

There is an emphasis in Tibetan Buddhism on finding one’s 
“Root Guru.” One can study with different teachers, but if one 
wants to have a direct connection to the Divine, to Buddha, one 
needs the heart and mind opened by a Root Guru, one’s personal 
Master. And it is assumed that one will intuitively know when one 
meets such a being, but I had never found my Root Guru—my Mas- 
ter—not until I came to Baba. Honestly, though, a deep part in me 
didn’t feel that Buddhism would ultimately be my vehicle. 

When I visited Israel during those years, I would join Aya, 
my sister, at Michal’s house for the Shabbat meals. Michal ran a 
kindergarten in her home, openly sharing with the children the 
Baba photos on her walls and her sincere devotion to Him. So it 
was here that I would find myself surrounded by Baba and Man- 
dali photos. Michal would respect my then Buddhist life, and I 
would admire her openness in sharing her “guru” with everyone 
who came into her home. At the time, I admired Baba’s face, ac- 
knowledged His genuineness, but did not feel a pull towards Him. 

About ten years later, while in a graduate program in Califor- 
nia, another Baba lover, Jonathan Ramsden, stepped into my life. 
I distinctly remember him saying to a mutual friend that he loved 
God. This was kind of revolutionary for me because I had only 
heard of people believing in God; I'd never really heard of people 
loving God! Jonathan showed a Baba movie during one of our 
school programs, and as curious as I was in seeing it, I could not 
keep awake and went right to sleep! All I remember is waking up 
at the end of the film to see Baba elegantly walking away. I re- 
member thinking there was a reason for my having fallen asleep, 
though—like it wasn’t my time yet. 

And indeed, it wasn’t my time yet, because during this time, I 
was doing what I later termed a “spiritual cleanse.” This meant 
that I didn’t read anything about Buddhism or any other spiritual 
tradition. I was basically trying to cleanse myself from all the rites 
and rituals I had accrued on my Buddhist path, to metaphorically 
raise my hands and surrender and see what Truths stuck to me. 
This cleanse went on for several very formative years, and of 
course many Truths, concepts, and ways did stay with me. 
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Right before moving to Israel in 2007, the year I came to 
Baba, I built a big fire at a farm where I was living in California. I 
was getting ready to leave the country and I had been asked to 
burn a bunch of farm debris. As I was standing there, mesmerized 
by the flames, I thought to pray. I asked internally to complete the 
spiritual cleanse that I had been on, and I brought out this winter 
hat that I had once received from a Tibetan Buddhist nun. 

Standing there before the fire, I had the thought: “This hat 
symbolizes my spiritual path up until now. With this hat, I want to 
throw away rites and rituals; I want to throw away what I per- 
ceived as a cookie-cutter spiritual path where everyone is told to 
do similar practices. And I want to find my Root Guru. I want to 
come back to my spiritual self, the Keren who is passionate about 
spirituality. May it be somehow connected with India,” (because I 
was already in love with India). “May I come across a Master who 
treats each disciple differently based on his or her own unique- 
ness. And please, let it be joyful and in good humor.” I threw the 
hat into the fire, and carried on with the many mundane tasks of 
moving internationally. 

I forgot about this whole fire prayer when I arrived in Israel a 
week later. It was very difficult for me to go back to Israel this 
time. In retrospect, I guess Baba needed me to wake up, to bring 
me to my knees and let go of what I try to control if He was going 
to come through. I didn’t really know what I was going to do in 
Israel, but I was breaking up from a relationship, had left a steady 
job, and didn’t have the energy to seek a new community, a new 
job, and so on. I was done, and I needed some rest. But now that I 
was in Israel, I was as lost and confused as ever. My sense of self in 
Israel was different from the “California Keren” with whom I was 
now familiar, and now I was having a hard time readjusting. But 
more than that, I had lost hope that I would find my way. 

One day Aya took me to dinner at Michal’s house, and there I 
was again in her Baba-filled kindergarten. All three of us talked for 
hours and hours, and then we went for a walk in the lively streets 
of Jerusalem. During our walk, it suddenly dawned on me that Mi- 
chal was understanding my suffering from a spiritual perspective. 
As I watched her talk, there in the midst of the commotion of the 
crowded streets, I could sense that there was something holding 
her back straight and upright—she had a spiritual backbone, and I 
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knew that this backbone was Baba. My heart then also knew that I 
needed this backbone too. 

A few days later, on a Friday morning, when typically in Israel 
everyone is rushing about, cooking and preparing for Shabbat, I 
had this idea to go and buy flowers for Michal. I thought it was 
kind of a strange idea because I wasn’t really friends with her yet, 
but I couldn’t shake it off and just had to do it. Though I wanted to 
give her the flowers, I knew she would give them to Baba. Now I 
know that this is how Baba often works—through the personal. 

Michal has an extensive Baba library, and she started to lend 
me books by and about Him. As I read each one, I would experi- 
ence my suffering dissipate. I would be transported into the stori- 
es—into Arnavaz Dadachanji’s book, Kitty Davy’s book, and those 
of Margaret Craske, Eruch Jessawala, Ivy Duce, Charmian Duce 
Knowles-—one after the other. These books took me back to those 
times and places as if I were there, living with Baba. I began to go 
to Michal’s house where we would read Lord Meher together. We 
would talk about Baba almost every day, sometimes until the small 
hours of the night. I found that Baba would be on my mind all the 
time. A deep longing began inside of me to touch my head on His 
Samadhi. And so, a year later, in 2008, I went to Meherabad for 
the first time. 

When I got back from Meherabad after three and half months, 
I immediately wanted to go to Myrtle Beach, though it took me a 
year to actually go. But when I got back from Myrtle Beach, I 
wanted to go back to Meherabad...and when that was over, I 
wanted to go to Myrtle Beach again. I came here to the Center 
twice for a visit, and I loved it. My thoughts even then were that 
somehow, at some point in my life, I’d be working here at the Cen- 
ter. But I did not know when or how. 

I have not had visions, nor been transported to some higher 
plane of consciousness and back again to tell everyone about it. My 
path to Baba has been organic and gradual. By 2013, I was well- 
established again in Israel, and was working for a start-up com- 
pany. I had settled into a sweet coastal town, adopted a dog—Mas- 
tani—and would go to Michal’s house for Baba gatherings. Then, 
out of the blue, I began to have these strong thoughts about going 
to India for six months. Though I was judging myself for wanting 
to move on again, I suddenly found myself packing up my apart- 
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ment, selling my car, finding a new home for Mastani—and I was 
gone, lock, stock, and barrel, for six months. 

Living in India was tough for me. But Baba let me know 
through circumstances that I would not stay permanently in India. 
This helped me in deciding to move to Myrtle Beach, because I 
knew that He would let me know about that through circum- 
stances as well. 

When I returned to Israel from India, I discovered I had para- 
sites and intestinal problems. I had one blood test after another, 
and went to every naturopath and doctor possible. One of my in- 
tentions for going to India had been to figure out my life, but it 
hadn’t happened. In fact, Baba flashed to me toward the end of my 
stay: “Keren, it’s not what you do; it’s who you are.” It was a beau- 
tiful flash; it allowed me to surrender, and to go back to Israel and 
relax about vocation. Of course I would have to do something for a 
living, but it no longer became the real goal of my life. 

Concurrently, about a week or two after I’d gotten back, I 
called Jeff Wolverton, whom I’d met on my first trip to India back 
in 2008. During our conversation, he said to me, “Keren, how do 
we get you over here?” Then the coin dropped; I felt it in my belly, 
and I knew he was right. I knew it was what I wanted, though I 
didn’t know how to do it. I knew that this was the crossroads that 
would lead me to moving to Myrtle Beach and to working at the 
Center. I didn’t sleep at all that night. 

Jeff recommended that I write to Barbara Plews and tell her 
about myself, and about what I would like to do—that I would like 
to be on staff. I didn’t get an answer right away, and when she got 
back with me she said that people usually first move here and vol- 
unteer at the Center, to see if it works out. I totally understood 
that, but I also knew that I couldn’t move overseas if I didn’t have 
a job, so I suggested we do a phone interview. But by the time the 
interview came, I had doubts. My health had really deteriorated 
and I was tired all the time. I couldn’t comfortably eat anything 
but white rice, and I didn’t feel as if I was in any state to move 
overseas. I wrote to Jeff and told him I needed to put the whole 
thing aside and just heal. So that’s what I did for several months. 

But Baba has His own timing for everything. Soon the conver- 
sation reopened with Barbara; based on my volunteer time in In- 
dia, she said she would be willing to offer me a part time job. “All 
right,” I thought, “that’s good enough.” And in the meantime, I 
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was beginning to gain some control over my health and was be- 
ginning to feel better. All the pauses, delays and waiting, whether 
due to my health or due to the Center’s needs, all ended up giving 
me time to part with my family in Israel, and for things to germi- 
nate in Myrtle Beach. Then, through a series of events, and in the 
typical way that people’s needs become known within the Baba 
community in Myrtle Beach, a wonderful person got word of my 
moving there and offered me her house for three months at virtu- 
ally no cost. 

The minute I landed in the United States and took a deep 
breath in, I realized it was so right for me to be here. I was just in 
awe, and still am. I’m so grateful. I’m so, so grateful. I feel totally 
blessed. 

Everything is Baba—the suffering and the bliss. Everything is 
Him. I cannot say enough how happy I am working here at the 
Center. And I know that it could end tomorrow—though I don’t 
expect that. I can’t say I’m not attached to it, but it’s that kind of 
gratitude that even knowing through experience how transient 
states of being are, I feel really, really, really blessed. 

In any case, several days after arriving here in Myrtle Beach, I 
sat down with Barbara, and she asked me how many hours I 
wanted to work. Even though we had previously discussed a part- 
time job, I told her I wanted to work full time, and she said okay. I 
told her I wanted to work with the Cabin Crew and I wanted to 
work at the Gateway, and she said yes to both! 

I enjoy interacting with the guests when they come. It’s a 
wonderful thing how I get to meet people at the Gateway when 
they check in, and then am able to see them again inside the Cen- 
ter when I’m on the Cabin Crew. It’s very magical. I feel it’s impor- 
tant to help people feel accepted and comfortable. Maybe it’s from 
my own wounding, but we all come to heal our own woundings; I 
think that healing from our wounds is what a lot of people look for 
in God. So, if I can do my little bit of human acceptance, it’s such 
an honor. That’s my intention in terms of working both at the 
Gateway and also inside the Center. 

I also like the physical aspect of my work here. I love being 
physically active: I like the cleaning, I like the sweating, I like the 
physical challenges. I enjoy it. When I’m cleaning the bathrooms, I 
think, “Oh, Baba cleaned bathrooms, so I can do this. And it’s nice 
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that it’s balanced out with working closely with people, as well as 
with office work. 

There are a lot of people who come through the Center, and 
it’s really a dance of how to be with each one. I don’t think that 
twenty years ago I would have been as able to trust my intui- 
tion—which is Baba—about who to help, how much to help, and 
about not even seeing it as helping...because it’s actually not so 
much about helping as it is about serving. 

It’s amazing when an opportunity for service is presented in a 
clear way, such as when somebody comes into the office or when 
someone needs something. Take the tours as an example. With 
some people who arrive late for the tour, I say to them: “Well, 
there’s another one tomorrow.” With others who call and say 
they’re running late, I might be prompted to say, “Come anyway, 
come right away,” and then even attend to their tour myself. I 
have no idea where these decisions come from, but it’s fun to act 
on my intuitions! 

One time when an Indian family came to the Center, we knew 
ahead of time that they wanted to go to Baba’s house, but they 
were dropped off at the Gateway by a taxi. And they were nine 
people! It was 10:45, and the tour was to start at 11:00. I wondered 
how I was going to get them to Baba’s house. 

The solution came out of necessity: to cram these nine people 
into my car—with me as the driver, which made ten! They hesi- 
tated at first, some started walking the path, but I smiled at them 
and sincerely urged them to try to all fit. The moment I closed the 
door to my car, it was perfect, because it immediately became a 
very intimate setting. I was driving slowly, animatedly sharing the 
story of the Center to three generations—grandparents, parents 
and children—speaking very clearly so they could all understand. 
In that moment, it felt like they had arrived, had been taken into 
Baba’s Home, and that they were now happy and at ease. I don’t 
know where these experiences come from, but it’s magical to ride 
Baba’s waves! 

I find that most people don’t necessarily show their vul- 
nerability and their need for love and acceptance, but I assume 
that it is there when they come to the Center. Some seek Baba 
through going within, say, at the Hermitage, or by observing si- 
lence. Others want to connect on a personal human level. But it’s 
the connection to God that people are looking for; they want Baba. 
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Yet I can’t assume that I know how Baba will work with them. 
Therefore I have to play my part, to take responsibility for follow- 
ing the gifts that He gave me-of hospitality, empathy, friendship 
and service. It doesn’t happen with everybody, but I’m going to try 
my best. 

Then there is the Youth Sahavas. Although I don’t have a lot of 
interactions with the participants, I was part of checking in the 
kids the last couple of years. One girl came into the Gateway with 
her mom, which was unusual, because the parents generally aren’t 
part of the check-in process. I noticed that the girl seemed hesi- 
tant, perhaps scared. Even though the check-in line was long and 
people were waiting outside, I took a brief moment and looked at 
the girl and asked her in a friendly way, “Tell me, what is it you are 
scared of?” I waited for her to speak her concerns. It ended up be- 
ing a simple transportation dilemma that we easily fixed! As the 
girl and her mom were leaving, the mom turned around and said, 
“Thank you.” It was very sweet. 

So much of what we staff members do is about listening. Ac- 
tually, almost everything about this job, everything about the Cen- 
ter, is about listening. It’s not about what I know about Baba, al- 
though obviously if I’m prompted, I say something about Him. But 
mostly it’s about listening. 

The Baba Center is a sanctuary—a sanctuary of resting in 
Baba’s arms, in His coat pocket. There’s something about the Cen- 
ter’s rustic quality that is appealing, and also, there’s a predictabil- 
ity about this place. It’s funny, because this is how McDonald’s got 
to be so widespread—because people like predictability! Their suc- 
cess lies in having people know what the food will taste like, and it 
draws people to come back again and again. That’s probably a 
strange analogy for me to use, because I’m a health freak. But my 
point is that there is a predictability of love here. The number one 
value of the people who are here is love, and that brings about a 
kind of safety. People know they can come back to it, because 
Baba’s presence is at the core of it. 

That brings to mind another incident when I felt Baba work- 
ing. It has to do with Jenny Zenner, who worked for the Center for 
many, many years. I only knew her for a brief period before she 
passed away, but it was enough time to notice that Jenny was all 
heart. She was so positive and gentle, and so well loved. 
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Jenny had been sick for some time. On this particular day, I 
was working at the Gateway, and a call came in from Barbara say- 
ing that Jenny was experiencing shallow breathing—a sign that she 
was near the end—and that if any staff member wanted to drive up 
to her house to say good-bye, this would be the time. Being at the 
Gateway, there were obviously a thousand things going on. Just at 
that particular moment, someone arrived and wanted to join a 
tour that had already started. I knew on the one hand I needed to 
zip her in to catch up with the tour, but on the other hand, Carole, 
who had known Jenny for years, wanted to go and say goodbye to 
Jenny. I decided to do both: take the new guest in and tell Carole 
that I'll be back in a few minutes to cover for her. 

The tour lady followed me in her car, and as I was driving into 
the Center, I was able to call several staff members to let them 
know what Barbara had said about Jenny. I was all revved up. I 
got the new guest to the Original Kitchen where the tour was head- 
ing out—rush, rush, rush—but I also noticed a young woman play- 
ing a ukulele in the kitchen. Just then I felt that Baba prompted 
me to turn to the ukulele musician and ask her to play me a song, 
to please play any song that seemed right. But I wondered why I 
was doing this in the middle of this mad rush?! But I sat down and 
the song she sang was, “If You See My Savior,” a song about some- 
one dying: “If you see my Savior, tell Him I’m on my way, too.” I 
just remember sitting there and crying, knowing that this song was 
for Jenny, and how much Baba was with us all. 

I picked myself up right after this gift of a song and I drove 
back to the Gateway, and on the road I saw someone who I knew 
cared a lot about Jenny. The timing was amazing. I picked him up, 
got to the Gateway, and they all skedaddled and drove together to 
say goodbye to Jenny. I was so happy to be able to stay behind and 
care for the Gateway. 

I like the tradition of people being here for years and years. 
It’s so amazing to me that so many members of the staff and the 
community have been here for such a long time. In this fast, tran- 
sient world, and with my own history of going back and forth be- 
tween continents, this is really unique. When I first got here, I had 
this deep feeling within me that there is no place else left to go. I 
felt, “I’m here; just follow your feet: left, right, left, right.” I felt 
very much in the present. This feels like home, and I would love to 
stay for the rest of my life. 
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I know that the new staff today is different from when the 
Mandali were running the Center, but in the future, I would like to 
see a continuation of the tradition of personal interactions with 
people, of people feeling that coming to the Center is coming to 
family, to a place where they can share their lives. I really hope 
this focus on loving is always here. The future is now, so perhaps 
an important question is, “What is the most loving action in this 
moment?” Clinging to a particular picture of what the Center 
“should” be like might keep us from feeling or knowing what Baba 
wants now. It’s not like the Mandali knew that when Baba dropped 
His body, suddenly all of these people would come, and that these 
people would give their lives to the Center. Baba said it would 
happen, and it did happen. 

But we have to tune in to what the needs are now. It takes a 
level of faith in the unknown. It’s also not about: “Let see what is 
now and neglect the past.” It’s more a reconciliation of the two. 
Perhaps the real question is, “Can we live the New Life?” Can we 
learn to actually trust God? That is our challenge, and that is our 
opportunity. About the New Life, Meher Baba said, [The God- 
Man, p 187] 


This New Life is endless, and even after my physical 
death it will be kept alive by those who live the life of complete 
renunciation of falsehood, lies, hatred, anger, greed and lust; 
and who, to accomplish all this, do no lustful actions, do no 
harm to anyone, do no backbiting, do not seek material pos- 
sessions or power, who accept no homage, neither covet honor 
nor shun disgrace, and fear no one and nothing; by those who 
rely wholly and solely on God, and who love God purely for the 
sake of loving; who believe in the lovers of God and in the real- 
ity of Manifestation, and yet do not expect any spiritual or ma- 
terial reward; who do not let go the hand of Truth, and who, 
without being upset by calamities, bravely and wholeheartedly 
face all hardships with one hundred percent cheerfulness, and 
give no importance to caste, creed and religious ceremonies. 
This New Life will live by itself eternally, even if there is no one 
to live it. 
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29 Gabe: Getting Filthy for the Lord 


Gabe Wood, like many others of his generation, made his 
personal connection with Meher Baba through the Youth Saha- 
vas. Today he can be seen caring for the grounds on the Center, 
where his attention to detail, good humor and love are infectious. 
With a background in social work, Gabe’s insights about a possi- 
ble future for the Center demonstrate his deeper wisdom and a 
real ability to see the big picture. 


I was born in 1982 into a Baba family and I’ve been coming to 
the Center since I was an infant. Baba was always part of our fam- 
ily, and there were many pictures of Him throughout the house. I 
came to the Center and also went to the Southeast Gatherings, but 
then there was a moment, which many who have grown up in a 
Baba family have, where Baba switched from being something my 
parents did, to being my Baba. I'd say it happened around when I 
was twelve. We came down to the Center for a visit, and it was 
probably in Baba’s room where, all of a sudden, as I was looking at 
His picture, it was almost as if I saw Him for the first time. That 
was when I began to connect with Baba on a personal level. He 
went from being a decoration around the house and somebody my 
parents would talk about to... “Wait...there’s something here be- 
tween the two of us....” 

Then, during my first Youth Sahavas, which was when I was 
fifteen, all of a sudden Baba smacked me in the face with His love. 
Throughout the Sahavas I was feeling it more and more as the love 
of the participants for one another, but now I was also developing 
those close feelings with Baba. Then on the last night, at the Barn, 
we were in line to go up to Baba’s chair where we would each place 
a flower. I kept thinking, “Wow, I see all these people, and they’re 
crying, they're having this really intense experience. Why don’t I 
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ever have that feeling? Why do I not have that profound experi- 
ence, that interaction?” 

Then my turn came at the chair. I bowed down, put the flower 
on the chair, then suddenly began to cry like I had never cried be- 
fore—like the really scary kind where you can’t breathe. Kipper 
Schauer came over and grabbed me, then just held me for about 
fifteen minutes, until the weeping subsided and I could breathe 
again. It was just this amazing sudden explosion of connection 
with Baba. And for the next year or so, it was that amazing hon- 
eymoon that so many folks talk about. I had made a necklace with 
three pictures of Baba on it, and I started wearing it at my little 
mountain high school, and whenever anybody asked, I would say, 
“That’s Meher Baba” with pride in my heart. For a year I was just 
floating. 

But then, after some time, things got rocky in my life. I was 
still in high school, and I got really withdrawn, depressed, never 
comfortable in my own skin. It got worse over time, and my early 
twenties were just a rocky, rocky time for me. But it also made me 
have to hold on to Baba all the tighter just to function. There were 
times when I thought, “Oh, Lord, why hast Thou forsaken me?” It 
was a rough period, at times pulling Baba closer, at times feeling 
He couldn't be further away. And, definitely Baba loved me and 
did amazing work on me by giving me plenty of opportunities to 
struggle and to need Him all the more, where the only way I was 
going to get through would be to hold on with both hands—maybe 
wrap my legs around Him so I'd have something to hold onto! 

It has always been a very passionate relationship between the 
two of us. So it’s been good, it’s been tough, but there’s always 
been this longing for Him, this desire to please Him, to love Him 
more and more, until there’s nothing that isn’t Him, until what 
separates us is not there anymore. So there’s a lot of longing, as 
well as a lot of sweet romance. 

Throughout my relationship with Baba, I’ve always felt His 
presence the most when I’m with other people who love Baba. For 
me, it’s the community, the sharing, that really brings Baba to life. 
So the Center has always been important to me, because where I 
grew up, in Cullowhee, North Carolina, there were only a few other 
Baba people around, and our family didn’t really talk about Baba 
that much. But the whole Stephens’ clan lived a few miles away; 
their kids were very good friends of mine growing up, and when 
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Angie and Will West moved nearby, I was surrounded by Baba 
kids. We would talk about Baba a little bit, but it still felt like I was 
in a location where I didn’t have much of a Baba connection. But 
coming to the Center or to the Southeast Gathering—those times 
have been so amazing. 

On my visits to the Center I would walk into the Refectory and 
say, “Hi, my name is Gabe; I’m from Cullowhee,” and the other 
person might say, “My name is so and so, and I’m from New York.” 
Then immediately, it was as if we’d then say, “Now that we've said 
that, let’s talk about those deep personal things that we cannot talk 
about with our friends; let’s share with each other things that we 
rarely get to talk about.” It can happen within minutes! So as soon 
as you walk in, you already know that there’s a connection with 
Baba, a love of Baba, and that the other person is someone who’s 
going to understand when you share what’s going on in your spiri- 
tual life. 

As I’ve worked here at the Center, I’ve gotten to see time and 
time again people come in who have nobody to really talk to about 
Baba, who have felt isolated, and all of a sudden they're sharing, 
and there’s this feeling of connection with Baba and with other 
people. So often I hear people say, “I can’t talk about this stuff with 
my friends at home; this is the family that I didn’t even know I 
had!” It’s just wonderful to see somebody come in, looking tired 
and overwhelmed by the world, feeling beaten down, and after 
even just a couple of days’ visit, they leave looking so light. They’ve 
been able to take that burden, surrender it right at Baba’s feet, and 
leave that garbage behind, departing the Center looking lighter 
and brighter. 

From the time I attended the Youth Sahavas as a camper, and 
later when I volunteered as a worker, as well as in my regular day- 
to-day life, music has been how I connect with Baba more than 
anything else. For example, whenever I hear some of Billy Good- 
rum’s songs, I feel Baba very strongly, be it a very happy feeling of 
Baba or a longing feeling for Baba. I love the way that music makes 
me connect to Baba’s presence. And I’m speaking of listening for 
the most part. I’m also a drummer, so I love to play along to Baba 
music, but I can’t really make my own music, per se. I would love 
to make Baba music, but there’s not much you can do with a drum, 
unless I wanted to release a CD of a primal Baba chant! 
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But I would always plan trips to the Center making sure I 
would arrive on Wednesday or not-so-late on Thursday so I could 
make sure I could be there for the Thursday night music program. 
So music has been a big thing in my Baba story. The Asheville Mu- 
sic Sahavas has been terrific, a really intense weekend of Baba and 
song. Baba’s presence goes wherever Baba’s people go. 

I found in my first year as a Youth Sahavas worker—but also in 
the most recent times-—that it’s so amazing to make the shift from 
camper to worker, because there’s the same passion as when 
you're a camper, but now you're getting to create that atmosphere 
for these kids. Each worker is sort of the director/producer behind 
the scenes creating a situation where the kids can have as amazing 
a time as you had as a camper. 

That’s why I love working at the Center so much, because 
really my job is to help create that same amazing Center experi- 
ence for the guests that I’ve always had as a guest. I get to, at the 
simplest level, make sure that they have a room that is neat and 
tidy, so they come in feeling they’re at home. As a guest, every time 
I arrived for a visit and went through the gate, I would always get 
this sense of, “Did I actually leave? Or did I go to sleep, have this 
crazy dream where I was out in the world, and now I’m awake... 
and I’m still at the Center?” It’s almost as if the Center is my home, 
and then I go out to be in the world until I can come back home. 

Now, as Center staff, I get to help clean the rooms, keep the 
grounds looking nice, and take time to make the guests feel as 
loved and appreciated and important as Jeff, Annie, Arthur, Bryan 
and all the Center staff had done for me. I now get to be one of 
those persons who help to make the Center feel like home. What a 
joy to help make the guests feel really special, valued, and to let 
them know I am thrilled to see them back—because, I am! I’m 
thrilled to see them back, because I love the guests who come, and 
when I see them arrive, I try to take time to reach out to them: 
“Terrific to see you, brother, or sister.” Or, “Oh, my God, it’s amaz- 
ing to see you again!” Because, whether I remember their names 
or not, I know them; I remember what their challenges were the 
last time they were here, and the good things that had happened. I 
get to catch up with them and see how Baba has interacted in their 
lives in the last while. 

At the same time, I know they will be experiencing whatever 
work Baba needs to do with them while they’re here. Perhaps that 
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will occur in a time for quietude, or one-on-one with Baba in si- 
lence. Baba said, “Things that are real are given and received in 
silence.” There are those times when we just need a silent trip, 
where it’s just Baba and me, where we can read, and sort of have 
the honeymoon all over a little bit. Words sometimes can get in the 
way, because they are a very finite and limited way to express 
something that doesn’t really have words. If nothing else, such a 
retreat gives us a time to quiet the monkey chatter in the brain and 
just take a moment to listen to what Baba may have to say...or 
even not say. Yet something changes deep down inside that 
doesn’t really need words. 

There are other times where our Baba experience is more in- 
teractive—sharing a meal, or talking with others about the good 
and bad that has happened in our lives. That can give a person a 
revitalized energy in spending a week of just giving everything Ba- 
ba—Baba films, talking about Baba, being in all the places Baba 
came to, and even enjoying all the wonderful Baba furniture that 
we sometimes bow down to. I often joke that we are furniture wor- 
shippers, but I love bowing down to a chair where Baba sat, be- 
cause it feels intimate, as if Baba actually is in that chair. After all, 
He is everywhere, so He’s as much in that chair as He is at His 
bed, or at His Samadhi in India, or under a rock in the woods. 

It took me a while to find my way to become a Center care- 
taker. A number of years back I returned to school, got a Bache- 
lor’s degree and then a Master’s in Social Work, and did some 
really interesting internships in the mental health and substance 
abuse counseling fields. I found substance abuse work to be fulfill- 
ing and fascinating, and Baba’s work on a deep, deep level. It was 
so rewarding to help people come out of the haze of substance 
abuse and to find themselves again, because by the time they got 
to me, they had really lost connection with themselves. They may 
have done some things they would normally not have done that 
weighed heavily on them; there’s a lot of guilt about people they’ve 
hurt and let down. 

I felt so fulfilled helping them find themselves again-to find 
peace, and really, the most important was helping them connect to 
that Higher Power, something greater than themselves. Their best 
efforts couldn't get them out of their addictions, so obviously they 
needed something bigger. I enjoyed being able to guide them to 
God without proselytizing or presenting any kind of coercive relig- 
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ious perspective. They might or might not experience God, but at 
least they would connect with a better part of themselves, learning 
to look within themselves, at least to a degree, and to sort through 
all the baggage that came with their addiction. 

But the job that I ended up getting after graduate school was 
with community mental health, which wasn’t really what I was 
looking for. With heavy caseloads, limited funding and little time 
to spend with each client, what we had to offer wasn’t what people 
really wanted, and it also just wasn’t what I was looking for. I 
thought I’d try something else, but in my little mountain town of 
Cullowhee, with one or two agencies per county, if you leave one 
agency, the only thing you can do is to go to the other one which is 
a different brand of the same flavor. I got to the point where I said 
to myself, “I’m going to accept any job.” It doesn’t have to be the 
amazing, wonderful, perfect job related to my field. I’m just going 
to do a job. I ended up working at the University cafeteria. Yet as 
summer came and the students left I was put on hold till fall. 

At that same time my mom came down to the Center with my 
aunt, Peggy Jeffries, who, back in 1971, was the one who had 
brought my parents to Baba. Nan Wicker was talking with Mom 
about how she and I had worked together many Youth Sahavases 
ago, and how she really liked me. She said, “You know, Gabe 
would be such a good fit at the Center.” As soon as Mom told me 
that, I thought, “Now, that is something I always wanted to do, but 
thought I never could! I’m going to call Barbara right now and see 
if I can maybe volunteer for a month.” 

Then I thought, “It’s all the way down in Myrtle Beach. Myrtle 
Beach doesn’t really have anything to offer me besides the Center. 
I’m so bonded to the mountains. Besides, they probably wouldn’t 
hire me on such short notice.” 

But, lo and behold, they did want me to come down for a 
month! That was May 21°, before the Youth Sahavas. I was sched- 
uled to leave the day before the Sahavas, because that would have 
been my month. But Barbara said, “Well, if you’d like to stay for 
the Sahavas, we would like that.” Then at the end of the Sahavas 
she said, “Gosh, it’s been great having you. If you want to stay, we 
can hire you on until the beginning of September.” And I thought, 
“I’m in! Sounds good!” 

The adjustment to Myrtle Beach was not an easy thing for me, 
and there was a time when I doubted whether it had been a good 


468 WAVES AND WAVES OF LOVE 


idea. I was really struggling with missing home; even though I 
loved the time that I was on Center. When I had to leave at the end 
of the day, I was not that happy. I would often say, “Oh, Baba, can 
I have an obvious sign as to what I should do???” During commu- 
nal lunches at the Refectory, Annie would often pass out Dove 
dark chocolates with messages under the wrappers. The chocolate 
wrapper would usually say something like “Happiness is a mouth- 
ful of chocolate.” But one fateful day my chocolate said to me, “You 
are exactly where you're supposed to be.” I thought to myself, 
“Well, Baba, You’re not really leaving me much guessing room 
there!” You know, Baba usually works on more of a subtle level, 
but that time it was clear. 

So Baba and I hashed it out. “Nope, nope...this is good,” I said 
to myself. “I definitely want to be here until September, and if they 
want to keep me on, fantastic. I'll keep doing it. I feel confident 
that this is what Baba wants.” So I said to myself, “Okay, okay, I 
will stay in Myrtle Beach unless I can’t work here, because if I can’t 
be at the Center, what’s the point of being in Myrtle Beach?” 

Then, come the beginning of September, Barbara said, “You 
know, you’ve been great; I just loved working with you, but at the 
moment, summer’s over, attendance is going to be down, we don’t 
really have the money at the moment, but we feel pretty confident 
that in the near future, we'll need you back for grounds projects or 
cabins, or some other job, if you can wait.” 

Until that conversation I would think, “Yep, if I can’t work at 
the Center, I’m gone.” But as soon as she said it, I just instantly 
knew: “No, that’s fine. I can wait.” Clearly Baba had something 
else in mind for me! 

So, I committed to being in Myrtle Beach, whether I could be 
at the Center or not. I found some odd jobs that would give me just 
enough money to continue to stay, hoping I wouldn’t have to wait 
it out that long, and during that time, work found me. I quickly 
found a job running a hydraulic wood-splitter, which I had done 
numerous times living on top of a mountain. Other odd jobs to 
keep me going were almost handed to me. I also got a job at 
Books-A-Million, for which I was well suited, having worked in a 
bookstore for four years. It was enough to tide me over until I 
came back to the Center. So really this was a time when Baba was 
just taking care of things. 
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Three weeks later I got a call saying, “We need you on the 
Cabin Crew. Jeffs going to be gone for six weeks, but we can go 
ahead and take you on now. We'll certainly need you until Jeff gets 
back, and then who knows.” Amazingly, I had made a huge leap 
into uncertainty, and now I would be back at the Center! In my 
entire life, I have never done well with uncertainties. I plan, think 
through, overthink and catastrophize, so that I know every possi- 
ble outcome. It was completely out of character for me to have the 
whim to come work at the Center in the course of one evening’s 
conversation, to make it happen within days, and then, to decide 
to be in Myrtle Beach even when I couldn’t be at the Center. 

But, time and time again, I’ve just said, “This is what you 
want, Baba, so I’m going to have to leave it up to you. I cannot be 
in control here. Once again, thank You for the chance to work on 
surrender, because that’s obviously something that’s still a chal- 
lenge for me, so let’s make it happen!” 

Then my parents bought a condominium in Briarcliffe West, 
almost across the street from the Center, so now I could live here 
year-round, and they could live six months at the beach and six 
months back home. After bedroom-hopping for six months it was 
a gift to have somewhere stable to live. I’ve lived with my folks 
most of my life, and we get along wonderfully. I love having them 
around. I always wondered, “What would be the best of both 
worlds?” It would be if I could be at the Center, but also have my 
family with me. And there it was: Baba seemed to say “Okay! Let’s 
give them the sudden whim to look at condominiums.” After see- 
ing the third one, they said, “Heck, let’s buy it.” So, housing was 
solved, I got my parents back, I got my two large parrots and my 
dogs and my cat-—they were all living with me. A year later my par- 
ents realized Baba wanted them here full time, and we moved into 
a house nearby. 

Thus, housing was handed to me, those filler jobs were 
handed to me, and it became a kind of Baba honeymoon part two; 
Baba was making it so I couldn't not stay! And it’s great to be given 
a very blatant message that, “Gabe, you are supposed to be here.” 

As my work has expanded here on the Center, I continue to 
work on the Cabin Crew, which allows for so much sharing about 
Baba with staff and guests. I’m also spending a great deal of time 
on the grounds, which can be a more contemplative time. There is 
much need for clearing and caring for the grounds as new projects 
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come up, such as figuring out what to do about the lake, keeping 
the vistas clear around the cabins, managing the forest, and prun- 
ing the pathways. 

One of the things that made the Center a very easy transition 
for me from being in the mountains is that, just as our house sat 
on top of a mountain surrounded by trees, I am once again sur- 
rounded by trees here on the Center. So it feels very much like 
home, besides the fact that it has always felt like home on a spiri- 
tual level as well. It feels right to be here. As I look into the future I 
feel confident that work here will continue. I mean, I'll be here 
when Baba wants me to be, and for now it feels like this is where 
Baba wants me to be. 

Recently I actually had one of those moments where I was just 
hit with a realization of how life really is. Sometimes we can get so 
complacent and wrapped up in our own little worlds that we for- 
get. My mom and I were coming into the Center, and as I was 
opening up the gate, I thought, “Wait! I work at the Center every 
single day! This is my home right now, and I get to be at Baba’s 
home every day, taking care of it, serving His people: WOW! What 
an absolute gift. How lucky I am that the Center gets to be my 
world right now. Day after day I get to be here in Paradise.” Of 
course there are rough days when I’m out in the woods thrashing 
around, getting hot and wet and dirty for Baba—and it’s just great! 
Getting filthy for the Lord! What could be finer? 

As I think toward the future of the Center, I see that each year 
Baba reaches out and touches an ever-increasing number of peo- 
ple’s hearts. More people want to come to the Center, and the only 
way that we can allow that to happen—and be supportive of Baba 
in doing His work—is to expand. Within limits, as the flood of peo- 
ple coming to Baba grows and our ability to successfully accom- 
modate those folks increases, the greater the number of individu- 
als who will be able to have the Center experience. Thus we can 
create an environment where Baba can do even more powerful and 
important work in people’s hearts. 

I would never want the Center to be a place that is so hard to 
get into that it becomes elitist. It could turn into a situation where 
you were lucky if you could get in once a year and it would be very 
difficult to get in for the first time. Thus I very much feel that the 
Center can expand the number of cabins and meeting facilities 
over time, obviously as the need arises. I feel confident that the 
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Center will not build before there is a real need. The Center has a 
tight budget; it can’t afford to do anything quickly and without 
thought. Fortunately, the Board, the leadership, and the input 
from the community, will insure we move forward mindfully and 
intentionally. But I would definitely like to see the Center develop 
as needed, with some new cabins being built—some large, some 
small—and, though the logistics will require extensive planning, I 
would like to see an additional retreat center within the Center, so 
we could hold themed gatherings or sahavases. 

For me, and I know for many others as well, I feel that the 
presence of Baba is most powerful when a large group of Baba lov- 
ers come together sharing that love, engaging in that shared expe- 
rience. One idea for gathering themes could be Music Sahavases, 
Meditation Retreats, and Silent Retreats. Imagine something like 
an expanded Silence Day with a focus of getting a large group of 
people here on the Center silently focusing on Baba together, liv- 
ing together, eating together, just being able to live for a while in 
this bubble of His silence for a weekend or a week, with all of their 
needs being met so they can just connect with Baba. With a large 
number of people together, that power is going to multiply expo- 
nentially, so that a Silent Retreat Sahavas could be incredible. 

Perhaps there could be a retreat for older people who are 
young at heart. I have heard the over-sixty folks complain, “Why 
didn’t I get to have a Youth Sahavas?” Well, why not have what 
some folks jokingly call an "Old Geezer Sahavas”? Many people 
would enjoy that. A Service Sahavas could be both fun and inspir- 
ing with a focus on Baba’s emphasis on service. Folks with any 
level of skill and knowledge can contribute to a project that can 
impact the Center they love. 

As it stands right now, one of the challenges of the Youth Sa- 
havas is that for about two weeks the Center is shut down to regu- 
lar guests. Thus, a Retreat Center would be a building that could 
accommodate these Sahavases and other large gatherings, while at 
the same time, the Center can function normally as a place of quie- 
tude and stillness. As more cabins are built and more people come 
for retreat to experience Baba’s love, we could utilize the Center in 
a variety of ways with quiet retreats and planned gatherings run- 
ning concurrently. I think that would be an amazing asset for the 
Center, and I’m really excited about the possibilities. 
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Having now spent several years working at the Center, I will 
say that life at Baba's Home in the West and its encompassing 
sphere is a unique experience. I admit that I am jaded at times and 
can get lost in the day-to-day work of maintaining the Center and 
looking at it with a critical eye. "Argh, I need to fix that," and 
"Hmm, that got overlooked," can leave you missing the forest for 
the trees. Are there times when I am not present for guests or for 
Baba and am instead locked in work-mode? Absolutely! 

But even on my tougher days it would take but a moment to 
notice that Baba comes up in almost everything around me. He's 
infused in whatever I do and the conversation I have whether I am 
aware of it or not. That's what makes life as a Center Caretaker so 
attractive; Baba is always right there. He may be riding on you 
"piggyback" style or peeking from behind a tree, but He's always 
there. I just have to remember to look. 
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Part 7 — Stories of Meher Baba’s 
Appearances on the Center 


“IT Never Leave” 


Meher Baba said, regarding the Meher Spiritual Center, “I 
Never Leave.” As many will attest, His presence is palpably felt 
throughout the Center, though some feel Him more in places 
where He spent more time, especially Baba’s House, the Lagoon 
Cabin, and the Barn. Yet there is hardly a spot on the Center that 
has not been the location of someone’s special time with Him. 

Sometimes an experience of Baba may come in words from 
another person that are somehow an answer to a prayer, some- 
times in a hug just when needed, in meditation, or in a myriad of 
other ways. Many have found their lives greatly altered or signifi- 
cantly improved simply because their focus on Him has guided 
them to do their best over time. 

Then there are a few who have actually physically seen Baba 
since He dropped His body in 1969, and others who have inter- 
acted with Him since that time. Those who have had this kind of 
experience with Him, and who have been willing to share that, 
help us to recognize the truth in His words, “I never leave.” I think 
of this section as the icing on the cake of the delicious stories in 
this book, a profound testament to Baba’s sweetness, His kind- 
ness, His love, and His constant presence—on the Center, and in 
our lives. 
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30 Wilbert James: 
Baba Met Me at the Gate 


I came to the Center somewhere around 1973 or 1974...I’m not 
sure; my memory is a little gone. Back in those days I was fearless; 
I would go any place, and was constantly staying on the road. In a 
way, I was living the New Life, but didn’t know anything about 
that until I read about it years later from Baba. So it was anything 
goes—hitchhiking across the country, hopping freight trains, and 
getting around by public transportation. If I had to sleep on a park 
bench, it was okay. I’d hop on a bus to New York, or head to Ari- 
zona to see the Grand Canyon. I even slept up in trees. I slept in a 
tree for so long in Oakland, California, that the birds thought I was 
one of them. 

When I was young, we had to go to church three times a day, 
every day—and I hated it. But then, everything changed when I was 
twelve. I almost died of an asthma attack; in fact, I did die; I had 
what they call a near death experience. In those days, doctors 
made house calls, and the doctor told my aunt that he couldn’t re- 
vive me, and I was gone. So she had someone go and bring Rever- 
end Meeks, who had a little church down the street. Reverend 
Meeks came and said some kind of prayer over me, and I could 
feel myself starting to come back into my body through my feet. I 
took this great big gasp of air, and I’ve never had an asthma attack 
since then. 

That’s when I started to know that I am not this body, that we 
are spiritual beings inside of a physical body. When I was in my 
near-death experience, I remember going, “Where am I? What’s 
going on?” Then I experienced God as the Unmanifested, where 
there is complete love and joy—that bliss that Baba talks about. 
And I heard, “Learning is not when we gain knowledge, but when 
we become aware of our ignorance.” 
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I remember saying, “I don’t want to go back; I don’t want to 
go back!” Gently, the beings there said, “Just a little while longer, 
Boo.” They called me Boo, by my nickname. But now I know that 
“a little while longer,” compared to eternity, could be eighty or 
ninety years! After that, they told me, “Manifest universal broth- 
erhood to all you meet.” And that’s what I felt my mission was af- 
ter I came back. 

Thus, at the age of twelve, I began looking for something else. 
For a while I was studying martial arts, which gave me some expo- 
sure to Buddhism, and there was also a period when I got these 
automatic writings. Then I saw this ad in the paper that said, 
“Theosophy: We explain strange phenomena.” So I went to them. 
One person there said, “Oh, Boo, we’ve been expecting you.” 

“How did you guys know my name?” I asked. They gave me 
two books, The Voice of the Silence, and the Bhagavad Gita. These 
raised my interest in Eastern religions. I think some of them in the 
Theosophical Society knew about Baba, and later I told them that 
the “Voice of Silence” was actually Meher Baba, and that He didn’t 
speak for forty-four years. So The Voice of the Silence became, for 
me, the pre-revelation. 

But my journey to the Baba Center took a while. I used to ride 
Greyhound buses a lot, and I decided to go to Phoenix. I was living 
in Berkeley at the time, and before I left, I went to a bookstore to 
find something to read on the bus. In the back they had these used 
books, and there I found this book for about fifty cents, called The 
Everything and the Nothing; I thought it might be interesting. I 
was reading the book on the bus, and I started thinking, “Man, this 
is beautiful. This is like my inner self, my secret companion.” Ac- 
tually, when I rode the buses, I’d always have that empty seat next 
to me, so my “other person” could be there with me. 

I arrived in Phoenix, checked into the hotel, and while I was 
lying on the cot reading the book, it was as if I lost consciousness. 
The whole room filled up with light, and I saw this face in the cen- 
ter of the light, a man with a mustache, and there was a voice that 
said, “Come to India.” Then, all of the light seemed as if it went 
into this cross that I wear around my neck, an Egyptian cross. As 
all the light went into the cross, I came down to my normal con- 
sciousness. My first thought was, “Now where am I going to get 
the money to go to India?” 
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But when I got back to Berkeley, there was a check in my 
mailbox that the military said they had owed me from three or 
four years before. I went into San Francisco to go to the bank, and 
next door was this travel agency. There in the window was a poster 
of a man riding an elephant, with the caption, “Come to India.” So 
I went into the bank, cashed the check, and then, out of curiosity, 
stepped into the travel agency. 

“How much is this trip to India?” I asked them. 

“Well,” they said, “it’s attached to a tour, and it’s a two-month 
tour for $1800.” Well, now I had the money, so I decided to go. 

I had to get shots, passports, visas, and all that. When we got 
to India, we went to New Delhi, Calcutta, Agra—saw the Taj Ma- 
hal—and Jaipur. I had heard the man with the mustache tell me to 
go to India, but I didn’t know where I was supposed to go or who I 
was supposed to see. But we visited different temples and shrines, 
and whenever I saw people getting down to pray, whether they 
were Hindus or Muslims, I’d just get down to pray with them. As a 
matter of fact, while I was in India, I often wore a pair of Karate 
pants, sandals, and a turban, so I looked just like one of the peo- 
ple. I was traveling with twenty-six Americans, and I was the 
youngest one on the tour besides a couple that had just gotten 
married. The rest were retired people. I wanted to get out to where 
the people were, to go places that everyone was afraid to go, but 
they wanted to stay in the hotel and play cards and do different old 
people things. 

So I would go on these little tours pretty much by myself. And 
while I felt I grew up poor, Baba was showing me what real pov- 
erty is, with starving kids who had no place to live. When we got to 
Calcutta, we went to the Ganges. Before that I thought I wanted to 
take a dive into the Ganges, but then I saw people bathing, bodies 
floating by, and cremation ashes being added to the mix. I didn’t 
even want to put my hand in the water, so I took my cross off and I 
figured I’d get it blessed by dipping it in the Ganges. Just then, the 
chain broke and the cross fell into the Ganges. That was the cross 
that the light went into, so it was a big loss to me at the time. 

Then, when I got on a boat, I could see this little boy on the 
shore who was deformed. The only way he could get around was 
on his hands. He followed the boat about a quarter of a mile down 
the river, and when we docked, he was standing there on one 
hand, with the other hand raised to beg. It touched me so deeply in 
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my heart. I’d already given away all the money I had, so I took my 
shirt off and put it on his feet, so he could have something. I think 
what Baba was trying to teach me was: You've given away your 
money; you've given away your clothes—everything you have. Now 
they just want your love. They want you, not acting like an Ameri- 
can, or like youre afraid to touch them, but just your love. 

Then there was a time that a young boy was standing beside 
our bus smoking two “beedies” at once—these very strong Indian 
cigarettes. I used to smoke cigarettes at the time, so there he was 
puffing on one and then the other. Then he handed one up to me. I 
felt like he was telling me that I smoked too much. At first I liked 
the beedies, but now I can’t stand them or any kind of cigarettes. 

Though I went all over India on the tour, I still didn’t learn 
anything about Baba or Meherabad or who I was supposed to see. 
But I was having all of these little meaningful and mystical experi- 
ences. So it definitely felt as if Somebody was watching. 

Later on I realized that during the whole trip to India, I actu- 
ally traveled to a lot of the same cities and took many of the same 
routes that Baba and His disciples had traveled by oxcart or on the 
Blue Bus Tour. So actually I was following in Baba’s footsteps dur- 
ing much of that trip, and I came to feel that this was one of the 
reasons for that trip. I learned so much; it opened up my eyes to a 
different world, like going back in time, where people were living 
as they had two thousand years ago, traveling by oxen, and the 
poverty, and then the religions. It wasn’t like it is today. 

When I got back to the United States, I thought, “Well, I’d like 
to see what that was all about.” I went back to the bookstore, but 
this time, right in the front window was a book with a picture of 
Baba, and it actually had His name on the cover: “Meher Baba.” I 
looked at it and said, “That’s the guy I saw in the light! That’s His 
face! The one with the mustache!” 

I opened the book and I saw Mrs. Patterson’s name and “Me- 
her Spiritual Center, Myrtle Beach, South Carolina.” It also had 
the phone number, so I called her and told her, “I had this mysti- 
cal experience of this Baba dude, and I went all the way to India 
without knowing who He was, but now I’d like to know more 
about Him.” 

“Oh, yes, this is Meher Baba’s Home in America,” she said. 
“Come straight down to the Center.” 
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I said, “Well, I don’t know,” because I had been stationed in 
Mississippi, and as a black man, I had some bad experiences in the 
South in the early seventies. 

So she said, “Well, when you get down here, just call, and we'll 
send somebody for you.” 

So I got on the bus in Berkeley and came all the way across 
country; it took me a couple of weeks. Finally, we were coming 
south from North Carolina. Highway 17 was just a small two-way 
road with woods on both sides. I had my head against the window 
much of the time looking out at the trees, because I didn’t know 
where I was going. But then I felt something pierce my heart, and I 
sensed, “Look out the window!” Suddenly I saw this split wood 
fence, and there was Baba standing in front of it in a long white 
gown, smiling and gesturing, nodding His head up and down. Be- 
hind the fence I saw an old wooden gate, which is where the Gate- 
way was at that time. 

I called to the bus driver and said, “Stop the bus, stop the bus! 
I want to get out here.” But the bus driver said that I had to stay on 
the bus, that it was Greyhound’s regulations that he had to take me 
all the way down to Myrtle Beach. Plus I had my stuff stored. So he 
took me all the way downtown to the bus station, and from there I 
called the Center. Mrs. Patterson sent Jeff Wolverton down to pick 
me up. He dropped me off at Dilruba and there I met Mrs. Patter- 
son, Miss Davy, and Ms. Haynes. My thought was, “Well, these are 
aristocratic people; I don’t know if this is going to go well.” 

Then I told Mrs. Patterson that I had see this Meher Baba at 
the front gate, and could I go to his house and talk to him now? 
When I said that, everything stopped, and it seemed as if her white 
hair just kind of stood straight out. 

“Well,” and she paused, “He dropped His body in 1969.” Then 
my Afro stood straight out; I stood there looking at her in shock. 
Ms. Haynes grabbed ahold of me, and she was crying, saying, 
“Bless you, child; bless you,” and she was swooning all over me. 
Everyone was crying. Well, I didn’t know what was going on. You 
see, Baba uses your ignorance for His purposes. So when I said 
that to them, they had so much emotion, because He had told 
them, “I never leave.” So then I came, a complete stranger out of 
nowhere, going all the way around the world at His bidding with- 
out knowing who He was, then coming back to see Baba at the 
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front gate. It hadn’t been that long for them since He was physi- 
cally gone, so it had a great effect on them. 

They took me on a tour of Baba’s House, then around the Cen- 
ter. I think I stayed in the Corner Room in the Green Cabin that 
night. At 12:34 that night—I’ll never forget that time—at the foot of 
my bed was an old lady dressed in a grey shawl. I didn’t know who 
it was, but then I saw Baba standing behind her, with a smile on 
His face. And there was a bowl of fruit that was on the dresser that 
wasn’t there before. I couldn’t stop staring at Baba’s eyes, because 
it felt as if I knew this man, not as Baba, but from way back, and 
that He was an old familiar friend. Everything stopped. I was Him, 
He was me, and I could see through the abyss of time. It was as if I 
could see beyond this lifetime, way back. Then I understood what 
they were talking about when they speak of “to love and be loved,” 
because it all merges together. So there was this feeling, and also 
the experience of His gaze, His nazar. 

As I looked across the room, I was thinking that this might be 
an illusion, because illusions look just as real as if you were here. 
But then Baba reached into the bowI of fruit and took out an apple. 
He looked at it, and I had in my mind, “If he offers me that fruit, 
this is real.” Then I had the thought, “But if that is God, He’s going 
to know I don’t like apples.” He smiled and offered me the apple, 
but I just stood there in shock, because the apple had a bite out of 
it. I just stood there, but I wasn’t afraid, because there was so 
much love, and I was mesmerized. I didn’t know what to do—bow 
down and kiss His feet? Shake His hand? I just stood there. 

First the lady disappeared, then He put the apple back in the 
bowl—but when He put it back, the bite was gone; it was perfect. 
Then the bowl of fruit disappeared, and finally, He disappeared. 

The next day, because I didn’t know what happened, I asked 
Ms. Haynes, “What does it mean?” She said, “That’s for you to de- 
cide. That’s for you. Baba wants you to interpret that.” 

But they kept asking, “What was He wearing?” 

“Some kind of pink Nehru jacket,” I explained. Then they 
started grabbing me and hugging on me, and crying again. They 
told me that in 1952, Baba had brought that jacket so He would 
have something to dress in when He visited with people on the 
Center. So I was giving them confirmations about things Baba had 
done, and they were giving me revelations in what they said. 
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I didn’t know how to interpret what the apple meant, but it 
seemed to me that when He put the apple back whole, He was 
showing me to contribute to making the Center as close as possible 
to the way it was when He was physically here. So they assigned 
me to work with Malcolm Clay, and over many years, whenever I 
came to visit, I would help with the landscaping or, when it rained, 
making ruts in the road, I would help to fill them in. 

As a matter of fact, all those railroad ties that lead up the hill 
from the lake to the Women’s Quarters were part of what Malcolm 
and I would do, up until about 2000. Most people would never see 
me, because when I was here, I would stay over in the Hermitage, 
near Baba’s House and away from the main group of people. It 
wasn’t my time yet, until now, to tell my story. 

Mrs. Patterson and the other women would always try to get 
me to go to India with them when they would go, and I would al- 
ways tell them, “When Baba wants me to come again, I'll know.” 
Before Ms. Haynes died, she made me promise that I’d go see the 
rest of the disciples and tell them my story, because many of them 
had already passed away. So I finally did that in 1999, and of 
course I also went to His Tomb shrine. 

Here at the Center, I’ve always worked behind the scenes. I 
remember one time—it was a Sunday—and Ms. Haynes hollered for 
me: “Grab a shovel and come quickly.” She was all panicky. 
“There’s a large serpent over here, and I don’t want it to get to 
where the kids are. Can you pick it up?” 

“No, Ms. Haynes, I’m not going to pick it up. I’m afraid of 
snakes.” 

So she told me to sneak up behind the beast and strike it be- 
hind the neck with the shovel, and to say Baba’s name when I 
struck it. So I struck it three times, each time taking Baba’s name. 

“Will it come back in its next life to get me?” I asked, half jok- 
ing. But she told me that when you take Baba’s name, the snake 
could come back as a human in the next lifetime. So when it comes 
back, it won’t hurt you, but it will probably thank you because you 
helped it move up the evolutionary scale. 

In all the years I was working on the Center I never exactly 
saw Baba again. But sometimes when I would be walking to the 
Barn, I would sometimes see a white gown through the trees. Yet, 
when I got up to where I had seen that, it would be gone. He would 
give me glimpses, and I would always tell Ms. Haynes. A lot of 
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kids—teenagers—also saw Baba when they were visiting the Center. 
This one guy said, “Yeah, I saw Baba down here. I thought I was 
the only one.” 

“No, I saw Him back in the seventies,” I told him. But he de- 
scribed Him the same way I did, in a white gown. The Bible says, 
“Blessed be the pure in heart, for they shall see God.” I think you 
have to have a certain innocence, and by now I may have grown 
out of that innocence since I don’t see Him anymore. 

Yet I felt I had a personal relationship with Baba. Ms. Haynes, 
Miss Craske and the other Mandali were walking with Baba; they 
lived with Him and worked with Him. But in my case, Baba was 
walking with me—sometimes visibly, sometimes not. But He was 
always there. That’s what He was trying to show me. 

So all the years I’ve been coming down here to the Center, I 
notice that Baba puts me in different places where maybe I can 
help people or say something that they need to hear, like Forest 
Gump. I see it as, trying to “walk by faith and not by sight,” to do 
my best to follow what Baba wants of me. 

The whole journey was to come here and to see Baba face to 
face—here at the Center—and to become a player. I had always 
been in search for the truth; I had sat with the Moonies, Jim 
Jones, the Muslims, the Space People—many spiritual groups. I 
had sat and listened to these groups and what they had to say, but 
I was always looking for the Universal Truth that was threaded 
through all their perspectives—and Baba was it! He was Universal. 
That’s what I found in Baba, and that’s why I stuck with Him, be- 
cause I could never find anything false in what He said. 

The main thing is that you have to look for Him. He'll send 
you a signal if you’re really looking for Him. You don’t have to see 
Him to know that His presence is there. I just hope the next gen- 
eration has as much devotion as the old ones. You can feel the love 
as you're doing the work, and I hope that’s going on to the next 
generation. If your heart is pure, and if you have enough faith and 
purity of heart and mind, He will pop up...before your eyes...or in 
your heart! 
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31 Jon Meyer: Meeting Him 


In March of 1971, my senior year at the University of Vermont, 
I noticed in the student union a poster known as The Ancient One. 
It drew my attention immediately, and I wondered how I could 
find out more about this strange man who seemed to look like Je- 
sus. The image showed Him with long wild hair and an intense 
gaze. It was a very appealing image with a caption, “I was Jesus, I 
was Buddha, I was this one, I was that one, and now I am Meher 
Baba.” This poster linked the long-haired Baba with the long hair 
of hippiedom. The claim seemed outrageous, but what if it were 
true—if this guy was who he said he was-I certainly wanted to 
meet Him. 

A few days later, I walked by a seated student reading a book 
called The God-Man. I passed by, then turned around and asked 
him, “That is a strange name for a book. Who is it about?” 

“Meher Baba” was the answer. 

“Is that the same one in “The Ancient One’ poster?” I asked. 

He looked at me. “Yes,” he said. 

“How do I find out more about Him?” 

“Well, I’ve heard there is a place in Myrtle Beach, but I don’t 
know anything about it,” he said. 

I immediately went to the nearest pay phone and asked the 
operator, “Do you have the number for a place in Myrtle Beach 
that is about Meher Baba?” I didn’t know the exact name of the 
place, but the operator found it anyway. I called and asked if I 
could come and stay the next week, which was my spring break. 

“Sorry,” was the answer. “We are full.” I hung up the phone... 
and decided to go anyway. I didn’t know why, but I had to go there 
and find out who Meher Baba was, even though I didn’t know any- 
thing about Him other than from the poster and the book title, The 
God-Man. 
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The Meher Center drew me like an irresistible magnet. The 
only way I could travel there was with my twenty-year-old Buick, 
but I knew it wouldn’t make it. It was spring break, and I got the 
old convertible started and drove straight through to my parents’ 
home in New Jersey. The car just barely made it that far. Now I 
had to convince my mom to lend me her car to drive to Myrtle 
Beach, SC. A few years before, I had borrowed my mom’s new 
Pontiac Bonneville for the evening of my Senior Prom, and had 
bashed a large dent in it. She was furious and swore she would 
never lend me her car again. I was afraid to ask her. It would bring 
up all of my mom’s considerable fury. But I asked her anyway. I 
was amazed; she casually said “Sure.” 

That was very strange, however, I didn’t question this minor 
miracle. 

I was on my way after enough time to have a meal and fuel up 
the baby blue Bonneville. I had left Vermont early that day, and 
now it was afternoon with thirteen hours to go. But I was cruising 
to Myrtle Beach to find out about the man who called himself Me- 
her Baba. I kept saying to myself, “This guy says he is God—imag- 
ine that!” Staying awake driving through the night was no prob- 
lem. I had to find out about this man’s outrageous claim. How 
could he possibly be God? 

It was a couple of hours before dawn when the elevated road- 
sides dropped away into the marsh, and I was alone on the road. I 
figured I was an hour or so away from Myrtle Beach. I began notic- 
ing bright flashes out in the marsh. Maybe this was the “foxfire” or 
“St. Elmo’s fire” I had heard about. The foxfire was dancing from 
cattail to cattail. 

Suddenly one of those flashes exploded just above the wind- 
shield. Wow! I was very much awake. A few seconds later, a man 
appeared in the road right in front of me. He was dressed in a long 
white robe with shoulder length dark hair. I jammed on the brakes 
but couldn’t avoid him. There was no impact, no noise, and as I 
ran into him, he just vaporized. 

I stopped the car and jumped out. My whole body was shak- 
ing. But there was no sign of him! And...no dent in the car this 
time. I looked all around, and even down in the marsh; there was 
nothing. How could this happen? I searched and searched, but still 
no sign of him. There was no remnant, no blood, no cloth, noth- 
ing—just darkness pierced by my headlights. 
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I got back in the car and drove on. But then, a few miles later, 
I got a flat tire. I looked in the trunk, but no spare. I drove on 
slowly for more than a mile with the flat tire flopping. It wasn’t 
long before I came to a gas station, and waited there until it 
opened. When the attendant came, I asked if he could fix my flat. 

“Yes,” he said. “Let’s get the spare out.” 

“T don’t have one, I admitted.” 

“Let’s look,” he suggested. And when he opened the trunk, the 
spare was there! Was I losing my mind? This was weird. This 
whole area was weird. Was this really happening? 

Yes, it was happening. After the flat was fixed, I drove into 
Myrtle Beach. I had been driving all night, but I was almost there. 
I found the Chamber of Commerce and asked about the place for 
Meher Baba. They hadn’t heard of it, nor had they heard of Meher 
Baba. I stopped a number of folks, but no one had heard of it. I did 
find one man who said, “I think it is up Route 17, but I don’t re- 
member where.” I drove up the road searching. At North Myrtle 
Beach I turned around and drove back to Myrtle Beach, and then 
up again. Still nothing. Then I drove up and back yet another ti- 
me—but still no sign! At one point, I saw a man getting out of a car 
in a short driveway in front of a gate. I stopped and asked him if he 
knew where the Meher Baba place was. 

“You are here,” he told me. I was surprised. 

I proceeded in and told the woman at the desk my name, and 
that I had called, that I knew they were full, but, I was unavoidably 
drawn here anyway. She nodded unfazed and told me I would have 
to meet with two women named Kitty and Elizabeth. She called 
and arranged for a meeting. 

I met with the women in a pleasant brick home some distance 
away. They were loving, caring folks. I told them I had only seen 
the poster of Meher Baba and seen the cover of the book, The God- 
Man. They explained to me that He was a special man from India 
they had met, and He was God. A man who claimed to be God? 
Was he a madman? These women seemed reasonable enough. 
They didn’t seem weird. They seemed normal, but very kind. I 
could tell that they genuinely cared about me. This much was un- 
usual. And they loved this man enough to go to the trouble and 
hard work to search for and establish this Center. These were 
women I instantly respected and cared for in return. 
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They gave me permission and directions to walk around the 
Center. Years later a cousin who visited would describe it as a 
summer camp with a beautiful lake near the ocean, and simple 
cabins—but it was already meaning more than that to me. As I 
came into the Center itself, I thought, “What a peaceful place!” It 
had a welcoming vibe and the people I met were very loving. 

I wandered into a long low narrow building called the Original 
Kitchen. This was a small structure with grey paint that had been 
worn away in large areas to reveal grey wooden siding beneath. It 
had an inviting air surrounding it. As I entered, I noted how low 
the ceiling was, and my attention was drawn to a circle of people at 
the far end of the building, maybe twenty feet away. There was a 
gentle-looking, unassuming man sitting in one of the chairs, talk- 
ing quietly with the others seated there. 

Then it happened. Intense, powerful white light blasted out of 
this man. It was brighter than the sun, more powerful than any 
light I had ever seen or experienced! This light bathed me in over- 
whelming bliss, and in an instant, it became clear that nothing in 
the world mattered. I was meeting God through this man. I re- 
member thinking that if this is just one of the followers or lovers of 
Meher Baba, imagine what it must be like meeting Him. But I was 
meeting Meher Baba. And His light made the most beautiful 
scenes I could remember dull. The great art of Bellini’s “St. Francis 
in Ecstasy,” of Kandinsky, of Brancusi, and of Rothko...even most 
awesome sunrises I had seen...were pale and drab compared to 
this. It was warm and accepting; the most love I had ever felt in 
my entire life was a drop compared to this Ocean. Everything was 
transformed within me and without. 

I had wondered what it might be like to meet a true saint. I 
had heard of St. Francis, and seen art depicting him and others so 
designated. So many paintings by the art masters through the ages 
had depicted the glow of saints in various ways. What would it be 
like to meet St. Francis or those great ones like him? Now I knew. 
A saint perhaps could have very attractive, loving behavior. 

Yet I had no knowledge of the behavior of this man before me 
out of whom radiated such powerful light and love. I didn’t know 
who he was or even what his name was. I had never seen him be- 
fore, nor heard about him. Here was a total stranger effortlessly 
blasting me with the blissful white light of the Master of Masters, 
the Soul of Souls, the One without a second, the all-pervading One. 
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Yet, with a glance, he was introducing me to God: Jon, here is God. 
Here is a glimpse of what He looks like. Here is a very small grain 
in the vast storeroom of who He is, a minute fraction of what He 
can do, a line in a library of what He means. Jon, here is a crack in 
the door to the most beautiful Beyond. 

How could a mortal man convey this overwhelming, uncondi- 
tional love? This overpowering light? How could the light that was 
brighter than all of the universe pass through a man? To me? Why 
me? I had done nothing to deserve this. On the contrary. I was an 
engineering student, intrigued with the world and how it worked. 
Now that didn’t matter. Nothing else mattered again. Nothing 
could contain this light. My vessel was too small. It instantly filled 
me up and overflowed everywhere. But I was left transformed. It 
burned away everything, and exposed my soul-that small, obscure 
part of me hidden so deeply that I hadn’t noticed it before. Now it 
consumed me. 

If this was just a lover of the One, what could the One be like? 

My mind was gone beyond time. My body disappeared. All 
that remained was white light blasting out of this man I didn’t 
know. I must have wandered out of the building in a daze of bliss. I 
hugged trees, buildings, people, anything to try to share this in- 
credible love I now had. It had to be shared. Sharing was now all I 
could do. 

I later learned that this man’s name was Darwin Shaw, and 
that he had met Meher Baba in the 1930s and many times after. I 
feel very fortunate to be able to tell this story, and every time I tell 
it again, I relive it, and it reminds me of Him again. What a great 
gift Meher Baba has given me. 
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32 Debbie Zaleski: 
“It’s Been Me All Along” 


I was brought up in the Catholic Church, and my parents were 
very devout. At some point, I think in junior high school, I knew 
that what I was being taught wasn’t the real God, that the real God 
was much more. It was a knowing, and I would talk to God then. 

I moved to Myrtle Beach in 1985, though I can look back now 
and see it was all Baba’s doing. I had left a violent, alcoholic hus- 
band. My daughter and I were heading for Florida. I wanted to get 
as far away as I could. 

But my car broke down in Myrtle Beach. I made a call home, 
and my husband was on the warpath. He made several threats, 
including that he was going to call the FBI, so I decided to just stay 
put and see what happened. 

I got a job and settled in, and one of the people I met during 
that time was Eddie Luck. He had a keychain with a little picture 
of Baba on it. It was probably smaller than a quarter. But every 
time I ran into him, my eyes would be drawn right to that key- 
chain. After being here about a year, I finally felt I knew Eddie well 
enough to ask who that was on his keychain. He told me it was 
Meher Baba, and that there was a spiritual center here. 

Eddie and I got to be good friends. I was over at his house 
having dinner one time, and I noticed this huge picture of Baba in 
his living room. Eddie was in the other room doing something, and 
some movement caught my eye. I turned to the picture and sud- 
denly Baba came down out of the picture, and I was head-on, face- 
to-face with Him. These golden chains of bubbles were flowing 
from Him, to me, through me, around me. And somehow the bub- 
bles represented the next step forward. At the same time, I heard 
this voice saying, “It’s been Me all along!” 
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“Wow,” I thought. “This is wild. No wonder these people have 
all these pictures in their homes! Of course, if these pictures wash 
you clean with golden bubbles and give you guidance...of course!” 
So that seemed to explain to me the mystery of all the photo- 
graphs. At the same time, God was no longer “generic;” I now had 
a face and a name for Him. It was a big thing. 

I didn’t say anything to Ed, because I figured that this must 
happen to him all the time. So, while it was a momentous occa- 
sion, it didn’t dawn on me that I should tell anybody. 

When Baba came out of the picture, I don’t know what my 
mind was doing, but my trip to Myrtle Beach all started to make 
sense; my life started falling into place. I could see the hand of God 
in everything. That was what I was doing in Myrtle Beach. That 
was why my car broke down here, and like Baba said, it was Him 
all along. That’s why I was here. It was just like an affirmation that 
I was in the right place. 

Shortly after that—I think it was Halloween weekend-I de- 
cided I should go see this Center. So I made an appointment, and 
my daughter and I went. Whoever I had spoken to had said they 
were having some kind of a Halloween thing for the kids. That was 
my focus; I didn’t know anything about Happy Club, and I had no 
idea what I was walking into by going to the Center. None whatso- 
ever. In my mind we were just going to a Halloween party for chil- 
dren. 

We showed up at the Center, and my daughter, who was about 
six at the time, was in a little princess costume. We met Jane Hay- 
nes at the Refectory; she took my hand and led me over to Jeff 
Wolverton, and volunteered my services to help with Happy Club. 
I was glad to do that; we served lunch, played on the playground, 
whatever Happy Club people did. I still didn’t know what I was 
doing here, but I somehow felt glad to be here. 

After the Happy Club party was over, someone named Flor- 
ence took me around in a golf cart and gave me a tour. She was 
giving me the history of the buildings, of Baba, and the Center, and 
it was actually quite lovely. Then she took me to Baba’s House. I 
knew nothing about Baba’s House, or why people were putting 
their heads on His bed. And there was someone in there wailing, 
which added to the sense of weirdness. “What the hell am I doing 
here?” I wondered. 
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But then we went to the Lagoon Cabin, and I have to say, that 
became my place. I took off my shoes, went in, sat down, and I was 
quickly enveloped in this wonderful warmth. 

Then, all of a sudden, Baba just came out of the picture and 
did a dance for me. It was like a Broadway show; it was flashing 
and moving and completely engaging. It was a visual, but it was 
also a total mind-body experience. Baba was physically dancing, 
like a tap dance, getting up and down from the chair in the picture. 
Yet He was transparent...I could still see the walls of the cabin. The 
way He moved also felt like an embrace. He opened His arms to 
embrace me while He was doing this happy jig. Then He settled 
back into the picture. It was probably just a moment, but it felt like 
an eternity. 

“Okay,” I thought, “You have my complete attention. I don’t 
know what You want, but I’m here, and I will come until I find out 
what Your plan is for me.” After the Lagoon Cabin, I was just in 
bliss. I was so filled, and so content. And that was that. I just threw 
myself into the Center, and I came every weekend. I remember 
every time I left the Center I would feel disappointment, like, “Oh, 
no, why do I have to leave here?” And I would go the Lagoon Cabin 
every chance I got. 

At the Lagoon Cabin, it was almost like, “This is going to be 
fun. Don’t get freaked out; it’s not going to be some dreary imposi- 
tion of some kind of rules or having to give up my life.” This came 
to be important, because I was born with rheumatoid arthritis, but 
at the time my flare-ups were so few and far between that I really 
didn’t believe the doctors when they told me it was chronic and 
progressive, and that I would end up in a wheelchair, although all 
of that did come to pass. So it was important to me to know that it 
was all part of the plan and that it wasn’t bad. 

So I was living this life of poverty...but I was so happy, I was 
actually in bliss. People talk about the honeymoon, and I had a 
very nice, long, honeymoon with Baba, because even though I had 
nothing, I had everything. 
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33 Jack Burke: 
We Sat Together on His Swing 


My wife, Elaine, and I heard about the Center from another 
Baba lover who worked at a Whole Foods store, and when we ar- 
rived at the Center for the first time, we were very taken by the en- 
ergy we felt. We were immediately given a tour, then taken to the 
Lake Cabin, where we were to stay. At the time, we had no idea the 
significance of that cabin and that Baba had sat on the bench 
swing that is on the front porch. 

Then we went up to the Refectory, where we had some chai 
and talked with different people. There I met Annie, and she and I 
became very, very close friends. Right away people were saying, 
“Oh, are you a Baba lover?” At the time I didn’t even know what 
that meant. It’s so strange when you hear that for the first time. 

That night, Elaine had a horrible headache, which happen for 
her on and off. I mean it was just terrible, causing her to throw up. 
I was trying to help get her to sleep, but it would start again and 
again. I really almost called 911, but she finally went to sleep. By 
that time I was very tired, and I finally started dozing off. 

All of a sudden, I sensed that there was somebody in the 
room. I looked up, and there was this man standing by the door. 
He was smiling and He kept kind of waving towards the door and 
the porch. I really wasn’t sure who He was, but for some reason, I 
felt very, very at ease and very relaxed. Afterwards I thought, 
“Wow, it was very strange that I wasn’t the least bit alarmed that a 
guy was standing on my porch!” 

Anyway, I got out of bed and went out to the porch. He was 
sitting on the swing and He patted the seat next to Him, like you 
would invite a little child to sit next to you. He didn’t say anything 
at that point, but just smiled. So I sat down. I thought about this 
afterwards and how it’s very strange that I didn’t ask him a million 
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questions, about who He was or why He was there. The man said, 
“I have a message for you. It’s for you specifically, about your life 
from this point forward.” I looked down and thought, “What a 
strange thing to say.” 

Then He said, “This is the message for you: It doesn’t matter 
what God thinks of you, it doesn’t matter what I think of you, it 
doesn’t matter what Jesus Christ thinks of you. The only thing that 
really matters is what you think of you.” He patted me on the leg, 
looked in my eyes and smiled. Then he disappeared...he just de- 
materialized! 

That was my experience and I told myself, “I’m not telling 
anybody about this. This is too strange.” But I looked for Annie, 
thinking I could at least tell her, that she was someone I could 
trust. Actually, I didn’t personally find the experience that un- 
usual, because all my life I had seen people and beings from the 
other side. Even as a child I’d had that type of experience, so it 
didn’t feel terribly out of place for me. However, I had learned that 
it wasn’t the norm for most people. 

So when I found Annie, I cautiously said, “I don’t want to 
sound like some kind of nut, but I have to share this with some- 
body.” I told her about my late-night encounter on the porch, and 
she became pretty emotional. Annie told me about how Baba had 
appeared on that swing many times after He dropped His body, 
and that a number of different people had experienced Baba on 
that swing. 

Afterwards I felt this wonderful feeling of peace, joy, and 
calm, and I experienced a great love surrounding me. 

I have shared this story with only a few people, until now. It 
was a pretty powerful message and it was definitely for me. I knew 
what it meant for me, and it was very personal. It was very pro- 
found-that in the end it really doesn’t matter what anybody else 
thinks about you; the way you think about yourself is how your life 
turns out. 
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34 Bill and Terrie Schultz: 
He Met Us in the Barn 


Bill's Experience 

In the fall of 2003, my wife and I were planning a visit to the 
Myrtle Beach area to take advantage of the direct flights going 
there from our local airport in Gary, Indiana. I am an avid golfer 
and had always wanted to vacation there. Since Terrie doesn't play 
golf, I was concerned about keeping her occupied while I was away 
for four or five hours at one of the over one hundred golf courses 
in the area. 

So I went onto the Internet and Googled “spirituality” for 
Myrtle Beach. There I found a website for the Meher Spiritual 
Center. This sounded like a good place for Terrie to visit and 
meditate. I was also in the process to being attuned to Reiki heal- 
ing, so we were both interested in learning about the Center. I told 
Terrie I would spend an afternoon with her there early in our vaca- 
tion, so she could visit there on the subsequent days on her own. 

Even beyond the Reiki, I have always been able to sense a 
kind of special Presence as our Reiki group would take turns heal- 
ing each other of our physical and emotional wounds. I hadn't 
heard of Meher Baba previously, but have always been willing to 
keep an open mind about anything spiritual. 

The peacefulness of the grounds at the Meher Center was very 
special, very palpable. We made our way back to the Barn after the 
tour, and of the chairs in which Baba had sat, I was particularly 
drawn to one of the velvet-covered ones that was roped off. I knelt 
down before the chair and immediately seemed to fall into a very 
deep state of consciousness. It may have only lasted a few minutes, 
although Terrie claims it was more like a half hour. 

I felt that I was being taken to another dimension, and I can 
only describe it as outer space. I felt I was being drawn to a circu- 
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lar spiral pattern—maybe a wormhole or some other portal to yet 
another dimension that appeared to look almost like an eye. I had 
the sense that if I went through this "eye," I would see the face of 
God. The experience was hypnotic—almost a feeling of numbness 
or even helplessness, that I was “invited” into this state and drawn 
to stay in the experience of the “meeting” of Baba. I didn't make it 
through the portal, but the image will be forever etched in my 
mind. Terrie later told me that during my “journey,” she could see 
Baba sitting in front of me with His hands stretched over my head, 
and she could sense that I was being lifted up. 

By chance we later came across a picture of the image that was 
etched in my mind. It turns out it is called the “Helix Nebula” or 
more commonly, the "Eye of God." I will never forget this experi- 
ence. I truly believe that I left the Baba Center as a kinder, gentler, 
and more compassionate human being. Baba has inspired me to 
be more charitable...to help those who cross my path in my day to 
day existence...whether it be a beggar on the street of Chicago as I 
walk to or from the train to work, or the countless established 
charities and local animal shelters. I feel blessed by what I have 
and want to help out those in need. And I know that I found a 
friend in Meher Baba. —Bill Schultz 


Terrie’s Experience 

On our first visit to the Baba Center, in September of 2003, 
we were taken on a tour. We noticed that the energy in the Barn 
was incredibly strong, so as soon as our tour was over, we headed 
back to the Barn. We were the only ones in there. I sat in a chair 
close to Baba's. My husband Bill said a silent prayer on his knees 
in front of the portrait and then went on all fours to Baba’s chair, 
touching his forehead to the edge of the seat. As soon as he did 
that, I knew that he was somehow no longer in his body, but I had 
no fear because we were enveloped in the most loving of energies. 

I continued to pray with my eyes closed. Then the energy be- 
came very strong and seemed to slow down so much that it felt as 
if I was lifted about two inches from the seat of the chair, a feeling 
of floating that lasted for about thirty seconds. I responded to this 
experience by opening my eyes, and there I saw Baba sitting in His 
chair, with His right hand on Bill's head. 

Baba was wearing a white, collarless garment that had long 
sleeves and was full length. I could clearly see Him, but I could 
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also see "through Him.” He was leaning forward so His right hand 
could touch Bill's forehead. He never looked at me, but had a lov- 
ing smile on his face as he looked at Bill. Somehow it all seemed 
perfectly natural, and I closed my eyes again, bathed in Baba’s ra- 
diance and love. Bill seemed to be out of body for about a half 
hour. I do believe He was touched by the hand of God. His face 
and eyes glowed for about three months after this experience. 

I have prayed to Baba every day since that first visit. My 
prayer is simple; I say, "Dear Baba, fill me with your love and 
compassion and help me share Your love and compassion with 
everyone I meet.” And I believe He does! In one of my favorite 
meditations I see myself walking down the road to the Barn. I 
climb the steps, remove my shoes, and enter that sacred 
place. Then Baba’s energy continues to fill me. 

I am so grateful that Baba extended His invitation to me 
through Bill. Our experiences there touched us and changed us in 
very positive ways. Baba is my friend in this life and I hope in fu- 
ture lives as well. Jai Baba! 
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35 Tebbe Davis: “That’s the 
Guy in Our Room!” 


We had recently moved to Asheville, and a really good friend 
of Suzannah, my wife, told her about Meher Baba and about the 
Baba Center. The friend had given her a whole background, a 
thumbnail sketch, and had said, “If you guys want to get away, to 
go on a nice retreat, you've got to go down there. There’s a whole 
rigmarole, and you’ve got to go through this hour long walk in the 
woods, but it’s great.” 

So Suzannah decided that we were going to go to the Center. 
She wrote a letter and put a little paragraph in there about how we 
had found Southern Dharma, a Buddhist retreat near Asheville, 
and how we used to go to different retreat centers back up in Mas- 
sachusetts and Maine. 

I’d always been on a spiritual quest. In the Army I was a born- 
again Christian. I was ordained in Buddhism and have done all 
kinds of things looking to find that peace, that place, that happi- 
ness. I’ve always thought that, while it may not always be there, 
you can touch it if you just shut up and listen for a while. Then you 
may find out that you had it the whole time. It’s an intense feeling 
of spiritual love. Everything you need for true happiness, you were 
born with. But I was still looking. 

So we booked a weekend. It was July of 2006, I think, but at 
that time, we didn’t know what the Center was! We just thought it 
was a nice little place to visit. The last day of our vacation was Si- 
lence Day. We didn’t know anything about it, so we found out 
when we got there. I have been on a number of silent meditation 
retreats, so it only added a certain mystery to my experience. 

We got a late start driving to Myrtle Beach, and it was raining, 
so we didn’t get to the Center until 10:00 at night, and weren’t set- 
tling into our room in the Bungalow until almost 11:00. It was 
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about a hundred degrees and still raining, and then we discovered 
there was no air conditioning. But we figured, “Okay, we'll put on a 
fan; we'll deal with it.” 

We went to bed, and in the middle of the night I got nudged 
awake. I was lying on my side facing the wall, and I felt a nudge on 
my shoulder. I rolled over on my back and looked across the room. 
There was what looked like my wife with long hair and a white 
shroud on her head, facing away from me. “What the hell is this?!” 
I wondered. I was half-dreaming, half-awake. 

I got up to find out what she was doing there, and walked 
across the room, reaching out to touch her on the shoulder. At the 
same moment the figure turned around, and all I can say was...it 
was Frank Zappa! I don’t know why I thought that; maybe it was 
the hair and the mustache, but also the wise eyes, because Frank 
Zappa has very clear intelligent eyes. At that moment, I felt some 
kind of impression throughout my whole body. It was more than 
that though; I sensed warmth and comfort beyond words. 

At the same time, from the bathroom, Suzannah saw me in 
the middle of the room and called out, “What are you doing?” 

I turned to her, exclaiming with surprise, “What? Wh... Was 
that you?” I immediately turned back—but the figure was gone. 

“Honey...what...where...was that...?” I asked her. But before 
she replied, I concluded that I must be dreaming and said to my- 
self, “Oh, I’m going back to bed.” And I did. 

We got up the next morning and went over to the Refectory 
where we were getting our breakfast together. I started looking 
around the rooms and seeing all these paintings of Baba. I had no 
idea who Baba was; not one clue. Then I saw the 1931 picture of 
Him on the boat when he came to America and met all the people 
in Hollywood. It was the Hollywood Baba! And I said: “That’s the 
guy in the room!!!” 

Annie and Jeff were there in the dining room, welcoming us to 
the Center, and they looked at me: “What? Huh? Tell us the story.” 
Annie was so excited. She said, “People hardly ever see Baba any- 
more! We haven’t heard a story like that in ages. He’s still here; 
He’s still here! It’s so good!” I had no idea what they were talking 
about. but I related the story to them as I have here. The rest of 
that day I was “the guy who saw Baba.” 

Later that afternoon, Suzannah and I did the tour, and then 
we decided to go exploring. We were walking together down the 
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trail toward the Barn, when suddenly I was driven to my knees. I 
just needed to get down to the ground. And I was crying by the 
time I was on my knees. It just felt as if I needed to show respect, 
that I was in the presence of God. And in that moment, it felt as if 
the search was over; that I could stop looking now. Although I re- 
member that experience, which was such a “now moment” then, I 
can no longer fully access it in my memory. Yet the impact has 
never left me. 

“Did you fall?” she asked. She thought I had tripped. 

“No. There’s a Presence here. We need to pay attention!” 
That’s all I said to her: “There’s a Presence here,” and “We need to 
pay attention.” And I’ve been a Baba lover ever since. 

Suzannah remembers that moment as: “Okay, if that’s true, 
then what next?” 

All I could tell her was, “Just pay attention. Just be awake.” 
My life has changed so much since that time that I can only think 
that I remain in the hands of God. 

We must have gone back five years later. I saw Annie and Jeff, 
and they remembered me: “Oh, yes, you’re the guy....” We have 
returned several times over the next three or four years. Now I 
have Baba cards in my studio, I have pictures of Him on my wall, 
in my meditation room, in my car—so anybody who gets in my car 
sees this Super Mario smiling Baba. It’s a picture of Him maybe in 
the last years of His life, and He’s smiling this huge smile. Every 
time I look at it I can’t help but smile. 

I was scheduled to have knee replacement surgery in 2012 and 
the week before I had the operation, I went to the Center. I was 
using crutches and a cane, which made my stay there very medita- 
tive—because I wasn’t able to walk around much! The next week 
when I got my knee replaced, I felt very, very close to Baba, and 
very close to Him throughout that experience. In the weeks after 
the surgery, Debbie Nordeen gave me some rare images of Baba 
and some little treasures from her visits to India. These gifts now 
populate my altar in my meditation room at home. 

I’m not a person who goes to meetings. I don’t sit around and 
read stories. I know Baba is God. That’s it. When people see His 
picture and say, “Who’s that?” I say, “That’s the face of God.” 
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36 May Coffin Engelhard: 
My Head in His Lap 


I think I was fifteen, though I can’t remember the exact year; 
it was either the ‘95 or ‘96 Youth Sahavas. Whichever one it was, I 
know that it was when I had bright purple hair. My friend Becca 
and I had spent a couple of weeks together before going to the Sa- 
havas, and we had dyed our hair together. Hers was a fire engine 
red and I remember arranging it in these incredible little spikes 
using gelatin, and both of us being somewhat resentful because we 
were vegetarians and the gelatin was made out of horse hooves. To 
me, Becca was this shining and vibrant light, and I was so inspired 
by her. She emanated confidence, power and beauty—all things I 
struggled to feel internally and desperately wanted to embody. 

I grew up in a small town in Maine and had very few Baba 
connections, so it wasn’t really something I was able to talk about 
with anyone besides my family. As a teenager I felt that I didn’t 
have the connection with Baba that I wanted. That seemed to 
come so easily to others, and I wondered if it was because I wasn’t 
able to be open about it without receiving a substantial amount of 
criticism from my friends. I clearly remember having one friend 
who struggled for a while about even coming to my house, because 
he was so concerned that I was in a cult. But a few months before 
the Youth Sahavas that year, I met Becca, and everything changed. 
We began sending each other letters, some that I still have to this 
date. It was a really incredible new relationship for me. 

We went to Sahavas together that year, and it was such a 
wonderful experience—an incredible and transformative thing to 
go through at that age, especially for me. Every night at the Saha- 
vas we would have meetings after dinner. There would often be a 
film, or we would put on these little shows. There was always 
something going on designed to bring us all together. 
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One night before the meeting, Becca and I were sitting in the 
Lagoon Cabin. As I recall, we were waiting for the meeting to start, 
and since no one else was there, we were doing what we always 
did—just talking about our lives. Somehow the conversation turned 
to our relationship with Baba, and how we both didn’t really feel a 
connection. At Sahavas you hear all these stories from friends and 
strangers, in groups and in passing, and all these people our age 
seemed so happy with their relationship with Baba. It wasn’t that 
they specifically had experiences with Him, but they just seemed 
to have such profound faith. In talking, we realized that this was 
something that we both envied and longed for. 

It wasn’t that we didn’t have faith in Baba, but it just seemed 
we didn’t have the same connection as the others seemed to have; 
we didn’t have the relationship with Him that we wanted to have. 
There was a doubt in both of us that left this nagging little space 
that we couldn’t close. Maybe it was something we needed to see, 
or something that we needed to feel more tangibly. Either way, it 
was a space that left us feeling separate. 

So we were both sitting there crying, as one does at fifteen 
(and sometimes even now at thirty-seven). I remember just sitting 
there in the Lagoon Cabin, hugging each other and bawling our 
eyes out for what felt like forever. There was nothing silent about 
that moment! 

All of a sudden, there was Baba! I can’t remember exactly who 
saw Him first, but I remember looking up and whispering in this 
choked and insecure teenage voice, “Do you see that?” Baba sitting 
there in His Lagoon Cabin chair, quiet and still, surrounded by a 
white foggy glow. He was older, with his hair tied back, wearing all 
white, with that little white jacket he often wore... just smiling and 
glowing, and staring right at me. 

“Yes! I see Him,” she cried. 

We were sitting on the couch, both hysterical at this point, 
both with tears streaming down our faces. I remember crawling 
forward on my hands and knees and placing my head on Baba’s 
chair with no question that I was actually putting my head in His 
lap. He placed His hand gently on the top of my head in what felt 
like such a simple reassurance. I don’t remember what happened 
with Becca, if she had the same experience, or if she also was at the 
chair. I feel like we were there together and that He touched her 
too, although it’s been so long, and I wouldn’t want to try to tell 
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that story for her. It’s strange, but I still remember it very viv- 
idly—still have the picture so clearly in my mind, even though not 
long after I saw it, the questioning returned. “Did that really just 
happen? Maybe...Probably not...but maybe.” Yet I clearly remem- 
ber crying, and feeling an intense love. 

Still in awe, Becca and I left the Lagoon Cabin and went to the 
meeting. “We just saw Baba!” we told everyone, but in classic form 
for us, for we had no idea how to communicate it. People were ask- 
ing us questions and we were trying to recount random details as 
it got rapidly fuzzier and fuzzier and fuzzier. 

There was a performance that night in the Meeting Place and 
we were asked to be part of a little skit where we told our story. I 
know it was assumed that it would be funny because, that was sort 
of our MO. We walked out on stage beneath bright white lights—no 
music, no mics, just the two of us, with our purple and red spiked 
hair, our baggy pants and tight t-shirts. We said something like, 
“So, we saw Baba.” And that was the end of our presentation. After 
all, what more can one really say? 
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37 Shelba King: 
“You Are In My Heart” 


My first visit to the Baba Center was in 2015. I had no expec- 
tations, just a curiosity about this place tucked away from the out- 
side world yet right in the middle of it. I had gone through a year 
of transitions, so I felt this might hold an answer for me. 

When I first arrived at the Center, I felt out of place and I 
wondered, “What is my purpose of being here?” Yet as I started to 
learn the layout of the Center—the cabins, community kitchens, tea 
time and so much more-I started to connect. I decided I wanted to 
experience the energy of where Baba sat. The Lagoon Cabin was 
first on my list. I sat for a while in meditation but nothing came. 

A little later I went to Baba's House and again sat in medita- 
tion, this time in His bedroom, and...Wow! I experienced such a 
wonderful light as I sat there. Suddenly, I saw Baba propped up on 
His bed, in a position I was told later that was a normal way for 
Him to sit. He was in His later years, yet He had such a peaceful 
presence that it drew me into a very deep state. As I began seeing 
this image, I heard Him say, “You have come full circle.” Tears be- 
gan to stream down my face. 

I was beginning to gently sob, and I left the room so as not to 
disturb others. This was something I never expected, but it was 
such a validation for me. Later I shared that with Annie and Jeff, 
who reassured me that all I experienced was a blessing from Baba. 

In January, I was invited to return to the Meher Center with a 
friend, and I immediately said “Sure!” This time I felt much more 
connected than on my first visit; everything felt very familiar. 

On the second day I again visited Baba's House, and I decided 
to just meditate and see what came forth. This was a bit different 
than my first experience. As I began to meditate, I again saw Baba, 
but this time He was much younger. He arose from the bed and 
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came over to where I was sitting next to others in meditation. His 
eyes looked very strongly into mine, and He said to me, “You are 
in My heart.” 

Next, Baba moved to my left, and He laid His hands on the 
head of the person beside me, then to my friend, and around the 
room to others, continuing to lay His hands on each person’s head. 
When He was in front of me again, He held up a finger and said, 
“Wait.” He proceeded to a couple of people to my right, extending 
His hands over their heads as well. 

Baba returned to me again, and His words to me then were, 
“You have found love.” Wow.... Tears began to stream down my 
face and I knew I needed nothing more, As I waited for my friend 
outside, I began to process what I had just experienced. Chatting 
with her later about my experience, she turned and said to me that 
she had felt something on her head while she was meditating. 

What more could one ask for? I feel so blessed to have had 
received these experiences and to be able to internalize these gifts. 
My wish is that others who come to the Baba Center have as beau- 
tiful and fulfilling experiences as I did. 
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38 Brian Muhlig: 
There was Baba on the Path 


I grew up in a Baba family, and we would come down to the 
Center almost every weekend because we lived in Florence, South 
Carolina. I was born hydrocephalic, in which there is an abnormal 
accumulation of fluid in the brain, so from the first year of my life 
I had twelve neurological operations. Throughout my childhood 
and early adulthood I was in and out of hospitals all over the coun- 
try for numerous shunt revisions and work on my vocal chords. So 
we were very fortunate to have people like Kitty, and really, the 
entire staff, looking out for me, making sure that I had access to a 
refrigerator for my medicines, and making it feasible for us as a 
family to come down and enjoy the Center. 

That’s really why I think of the Center as a second home in a 
lot of ways, beyond being a spiritual retreat. It was a place to come 
no matter what was going on with my health throughout my child- 
hood because of how supportive the people at the Center were. 
Kitty would sometimes remind us of the fact that Baba can be 
really hard on people, and that we shouldn’t take our challenges 
personally. She helped us know that with Baba, life is not always 
going to be a bowl full of cherries. Having that understanding was 
always helpful, especially at one point when I literally lay on my 
deathbed in the hospital, not expected to live through the night. Ill 
tell you one thing, it really puts things in perspective. After that 
experience I have always felt—even in that kind of situation—not 
worried at all! 

When I was twelve, we stayed in Philadelphia while I went 
through a series of neurological operations. My mother and I lived 
in the Ronald McDonald House for a year up there. During that 
period, we got to know a family from Argentina, and they had a 
daughter named Natalia who was battling leukemia. She was very, 
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very special to me, like a little sister. But Natalia ended up losing 
that battle, and though I had been there through the time leading 
up to the end of her life, I was actually back in South Carolina 
when she passed. It was a real kick in the pants, because, the way I 
grew up, having to deal with the different critical issues, it was 
hard just to be a kid in many ways, and to relate to people my own 
age. I tended to be more at ease with people older than myself. But 
Natalia and I had a very special bond. 

Not very long after Natalia passed, I heard about the Youth 
Sahavas. I had not been down to the Center in quite some time, 
and I was very happy to be able to attend my first Youth Sahavas. 
But I still had Natalia’s passing heavily on my mind, and really just 
wished I could see her. As I arrived at the Youth Sahavas, I was 
still very shy and trying to figure out how to relate to people my 
own age. So I started working in the kitchen, even as a camper, 
because I’ve always loved cooking, and the kitchen’s always been 
the heart of the household in my family. 

Each year at the Youth Sahavas they have what they call the 
“Barn Ceremony” on one of the last nights. So we all went down to 
the Barn, and everyone was doing Arti and bowing down to Baba’s 
chair there. It was packed in there with all these people, and then 
suddenly I ended up really needing to use the restroom. Several 
people saw me get up and leave in a hurry. It was the middle of the 
Barn ceremony, but I was just overcome by this urgency. 

This was before they put the bathrooms by the Barn. So I 
found my shoes, dug out my flashlight, and sprinted back towards 
the Refectory and the middle of the Center. As I returned, I re- 
member listening to the frogs and thinking it was just such a 
pretty night as I enjoyed having a nice walk back to the Barn by 
myself. At that moment I wasn’t really thinking much about any- 
thing, other than about just how to get back into the Barn with all 
the campers packed in there. Then, as I was getting close to the 
Barn, I came around the corner, and there was Baba standing with 
Natalia beside Him, with His arm around her! I'll never forget it! 

Baba was young, as He looked during Manzil-e-Meem days... 
not the grandfatherly, older version, but very strong and resolute, 
clearly portraying, “This is who I am.” He had the beard and mus- 
tache, with shoulder-length hair, and was wearing a white sadra. 
Natalia had hair again, and she wasn’t blinded from the medica- 
tion. She was just standing there in a dress, smiling. 
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My first reaction was just being grateful. It just made me 
happy to see her, because I actually saw Natalia first, and it just 
made me happy to see her. And then, there was Baba. I saw Him 
without thinking, “Oh, my God, there’s Baba,” but rather feeling 
completely, a hundred percent, that this is how it should be. 

It was funny because, one of the first things I noticed, and this 
has always kind of cracked me up about it, was that Baba was 
barefoot. I kind of got a chuckle about that, because that’s one of 
the main directives—not to go barefoot on the Center. And I got a 
kick out of that. But he was just standing there so naturally, com- 
pletely natural, calm, and His eyes were just...amazing. I don’t 
even know how to put that into words...maybe beaming—very 
piercing, but loving...intense, and not passive...very to-the-point, 
but smiling. And He had His Divine arm around Natalia’s shoulder 
as she was standing in front of Him. 

I immediately bowed down to Him—it seemed the appropriate 
thing to do. I got up and smiled at Natalia, and she smiled at me, 
then Baba smiled at me. There I was, standing right in front of 
Him. It wasn’t as if He was an ethereal being; He was as real as 
anybody else on the Center, standing there across from me. I can 
only say it was overwhelming, but in a good way, and not distract- 
ing. I didn’t feel like I had to be a certain way; it was just—Here’s 
Natalia, and here’s Somebody I’ve prayed to all my life, one of 
Kitty’s friends. It was so natural. It’s kind of funny, I mean, I’ve got 
all the details in my head. 

And then they just walked off, down the path. And that was 
that. I watched them walk away...and the thoughts didn’t start up 
until afterwards. It just made me feel really good that Natalia was 
with Him and that she was doing fine. And it also left me with the 
sense of knowing that things are okay—no matter what hap- 
pens-—it’s okay. Ever since that time, there is absolutely one hun- 
dred percent no doubt of my faith in God, and knowing in my 
heart that that’s who Baba is. It put me completely at ease, and 
after that, no matter what I went through, I just knew that things 
were going to work out for the best. You know, there are some 
things you experience, and you think, “Did that actually happen?” 
You second-guess yourself. But this was not one of those moments 
at all! 

Seeing Baba and Natalie on the path didn’t really even sink in 
until I walked back into the Barn. I took my shoes off on the steps 
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of the Barn, figured out a place to put them where I wouldn’t lose 
them among all the other shoes when coming out, and then, I 
stepped from the porch into the Barn. I stood there, looking at a 
room full of my friends, people bowing down to Baba’s chair and 
the photo they have in there when He was older. Then, suddenly, it 
hit me—like a sledgehammer: I had just seen Him as alive as any of 
us here! And I started shaking all over. 

I remember standing in the Barn feeling a little awkward, try- 
ing to figure out a way to tell people I just saw God! There were a 
couple of people who noticed I was a little giddy, but I just sat 
down. It took me a few moments to wrap my brain around it all, 
and I wondered what I should say. It’s not every day you just walk 
up to people and tell them that on your way back from the bath- 
room you saw God. How do you say that to people? But that’s the 
way it happened. 

And there isn’t a day that goes by that I don’t think about it 
and feel grateful. 
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Books by Meher Baba 


Discourses, by Meher Baba 

God Speaks, by Meher Baba 

Beams from Meher Baba, by Meher Baba 

The Everything and the Nothing, by Meher Baba 
The Path of Love, by Meher Baba 


The Mastery of Consciousness, by Meher Baba 
edited by Allan Y. Cohen 


Books about Meher Baba 


Lord Meher, by Bal Kalchuri, edited by Lawrence Reiter 
Mehera-Meher, by David Fenster 

The Wayfarers, by William Donkin 

That’s How it Was, by Eruch Jessawalla 

Avatar, by Jean Adriel 

Love Alone Prevails, by Kitty Davy 

As Only God Can Love, by Darwin Shaw 

Listen Humanity, by Don Stevens 


Glow International Journal, edited by Naosherwan Anzar 
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Meher Baba Centers 


The Meher Spiritual Center 
10200 North King’s Highway 
Myrtle Beach, SC 29572 


843-272-5777 


Gateway@MeherCenter.org 


There are many local Meher Baba centers, retreats, and city 
contacts throughout the World. A few are listed below, including 
the primary place of pilgrimage, which was Meher Baba’s home in 
India. For more information on retreats or Meher Baba meetings, 
contact the Meher Spiritual Center, above, or one of these centers. 


Avatar Meher Baba Trust 
Ahmednagar, M.S. India 
pimco@mbppct.org 


Meher Baba Association 
London, England 
Ph: +44 (0) 799 0619 960 


Meher Baba 
Heartland Center 
Prague, Oklahoma 
405-567-4774 


Meher Baba House 
New York, New York 
212-971-1050 


Sufism Reoriented 
Washington, DC 
202-882-9487 


Avatar’s Abode 

Queensland, Australia 
AvatarsAbodeinfo@universal 
-net.au 


Meherana 
Mariposa, CA 
209-966-5078 


Beloved Archives 
Hamilton, NJ 
609-529-6129 


Avatar Meher Baba Center 
of Chicago 
meherazad@gmail.com 


Avatar Meher Baba Center 
of Southern California 
323-731-37 
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About Carolyn M. Ball 


Carolyn Ball is a counselor in private practice, a trainer, 
and an author. She has traveled nationally, teaching continu- 
ing education courses for therapist and presenting at numer- 
ous conferences. She has also taught many self-help work- 
shops and has been a guest on a number of radio programs. 

Meher Baba said He would bring all religions together 
“like beads on one string.” Carolyn Ball has been fortunate to 
have lived a life in the spirit of this ecumenical concept. She 
was brought up in the Christian tradition, but was exposed to 
Chinese spiritual perspectives while attending high school in 
Taiwan. She also lived in a yoga ashram for ten years in her 
early adulthood, sundanced in the Native American tradition 
in her forties, and finally made her spiritual home in the 
broadly accepting and loving way of Meher Baba. 

She is the author of hundreds of published articles and 
several other books, including: 


Claiming Your Self-Esteem: A Guide Out of Codependency, 
Addiction, and Other Useless Habits 


Blessings in Disguise: How Dreams Come True 
Meher Baba’s Next Wave: Ordinary People’s Encounters 


with God 


Visit her websites at: 
www.wholebrainsolutions.net 
www.claimingyourself.com 


